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PREFACE. 


-— 


‘“‘ Very extraordinary appearances we 
are having in the skies!” said every- 
body; “and here’s another of ’em.” 

But it could hardly be called “another 
of ’em,” either ; it was quite beyond the 
scope of the ordinary extraordinary, and 
the normally abnormal was nowhere in 
the race with it. For some time before 
Christmas there had been a series of 
sensational “ appearances ” — Annuals, 
Christmas Numbers, toy books, and 
éditions de luxe—which had created a 
passing interest ; but ¢#e demonstration 
was to come. 

Mr. TIME, an eye-witness, states: 
‘“‘ My attention was first attracted by a 
momentarily increasing glimmer upon 
the literary horizon in the direction ot 
Fleet Street. Streams of light then 
began to shoot up over No. 153, chang- 
ing from a tasteful pink to a most ele- 
gant combination of &ru, fratse-écrasée, 
and /c//eu/, turned up with old gold. 
To this selection succeeded an arrange- 
ment in gris de perle, plissé, with plastrons 
of peacock blue; and then the whole 
literary heavens were suddenly illumi- 
nated with an intensity almost intolera- 
ble, while the Fun Office stood out in 
bold and beautiful relief against the 
luminous background. In the very 
nucleus of luminosity a_balloon-like 
form could be distinctly made out 
through a smoked glass. On analysis, 
the suffused refraction gave the follow- 
ing spectrum :—*314xy— B*=*?3 89, 
the period of totality closing firm with 
a demand for bullion for the account, 
and light breezes from the S.W., fol- 
lowed by snow and cries of ‘chair’ from 
the Ministerial benches. I may say 
that I have been in the habit of taking 
a walk down Fleet Street, but have 
never before observed anything so 
extraordinary.” 
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VARILUS VATICINATIONS. 


OF all the literary men, 
Unfettered by restrictions, 
Commend me unto those who pen 
Some almanac predictions ; 
Who by the stars prognosticate 
Most national affairs of weight, 
And kindly warn the world of some 
Occurrences as yet to come. 


Now, Z have a desire to try 
Just one or two predictions, 
And, like the prophets mentioned, I 
Will never deal in fictions. 
In January, you must know, 
The planets plainly point to snow ; 
In February, too, methinks 
One Cupid will display high jinks ; 


In March ’tis not unlikely you 

May find rude Boreas fret you ; 
In April, lo! a shower or two 

Will (so the stars say) wet you ; 
On May Day many a chimneysweep 
Will sootably his revels keep ; 
In June the flowers will be ‘‘in form”; 
And in July you'll find it warm; 
In August folks will surely be 

rom town compelled to wander— 
I prophesy that by the sea 

Much money they will squander ; 
And when September ends, look out, 
The Kent Fiend then will stalk about ; 
While in October, I opine, 
An Annual called ‘* Hood’s” will shine; 


November will, I prophesy, 
With fogs your joys diminish; 
And when December’s end is nigh 
l fear the year will finish, 
So pray observe that I, O Fun! 
Predict these matters all in one; 
And I will vouch they are indeed 
Much more correct than sovre you'll read. 


2 — 


PRETERNATURAL PROGNOSTICATIONS. 


JANUARY.—The New Year will enter with many 
changes ; but several sors are still certain to be bilious, 
and ma’s may prove hasty. Various inflammatory com- 
plaints will be made at poplice courts. 

FEBRUARY.—Nervous bankrups will sufter from money 
disputes, being under a bad star, viz., sa/ o# by Saturn. 

MARCH.—Cases of conjugal trouble will be made 
public. Cases of croup and measles will also excite atten- 
tion. 

Aprit,.—Several washerwomen will slander each other 
without taking action for libel. 

May.—If the weather is less frosty than usual, chil- 
blains will begin to subside during this month. 

JuNE.—Garlic is likely to be consumed in Spain, and 
French newspapers will attack Germany. 

JuLy.—English residents will eat curry in Calcutta, and 


dyspepsia will be prevalent in most civilized countries. 
AuGust.—A highly esteemed member of the Stock 
Exchange will return home late after a dinner at Rich- 


mond, 

SE?TEMBER.—Policemen will give evasive answers to 
magistrates. Turkey rhubarb will likewise be taken by 
London civic authorities. 

OcToberR.—Brewers will experience some ferment in 
their establishments. 

NOVEMBER.—Political dvoz/s are certain to take place 
among Hibernians, who think they have a staée in that 
country. 

D)ECEMBER.—A few innocent persons will discover that 
money won at billiards is sometimes difficult ; and jokes 
on chacun a son gottt will be made. 


A Verse re Pro’s, 
On, theatrical folks, it is clear 
(Though of pro’s. we are never detractors) 
All the stars that each evening appear 
Are not, please to note, Zodi-ac-tors, 
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WORK AND PLAY; or, TRICYCLING MADE USEFUL. 


In-tense. Figures of Speech. 


Says Lottie to Tottie, ‘f Like pigeon and dove, CAN alluding to things as being at all ‘‘sixes and sevens” be in any way 
Together we'll live!” and the pair of them love. deemed a figure evght-ive manner of speaking? The most appropriate answer 
Says Harry to Carrie, ‘‘ No longer I'll rove : would be ‘6 xez2/” ee 

'T is time to get married—I ll wive !”’ and he wove. | A Social Tip. 





Ir you wish to draw out your friends when dining with you, you have only 
to be careful to seat them at the commencement of the dinner at a ‘‘ telescope” 
dining-table. 


A Facr BAstIty Wormep Our.—That the worm picked up by the early 
bird was of a ‘sluggish ” description, 








A WELL-WORN TILe.—Bissex-tile. A MAN’S MOST MELANCHOLY RELATIVES,—His *‘ grievaunts.” 








OUR VIEW OF THE MONTHS. 
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will also be as usual—rather excessive as a rule. pensable. 
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“UNFLEDGED” WIT. 


ELDER SISTER.—‘‘ You'll never be able to rear them, Charley; they ’re sure to die.” 
CHARLEY.—‘‘ Die! not they. Tell you what: if they do die, you shall have their teathers to trim your hat with!’ 


7 : 
| 


Chronological Items. How to Arrange your Books, 
HuMANE generals, it is to be noticed, have always made a point of fighting; You will, ot course, naturally put your Bacon at the side of your S/ogg, 


their battles on a ‘ Quarter” Day. | giving the latter your best Dry-den, sufficiently near to be useful. Keep your 
1884 being ‘‘ Leap” Year, it will take _its Spring abnormally early—in Feb- | Pofe away from the Young you may have in your library, to prevent proselyt- 
ruary, in fact. tism; and see that Scoft does not have an Aken-side owing to the proximity of 
Lady Day falls on 25th March as usual ;_ Niagara falls ditto, Burns. You will also take care not to put any heavy volume on your Boy/e, 


P , Your Butcher and Steele, however, will go well side by side ; and if you take 
THE Country Fairs for 1884 will be much the same as usual. Cab fares precautions to protect your Bunyan, you will have done all that is really indis- 
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RESTORE 


| 'Arry.-—‘ Yas, the Master of the ’Ounds ses ter me, ‘’Ave you hever bin ona ’orse before, young man ?’ 
in the pigskin.’ An’ ’e ses, ses’e, ‘ Hi should think you were quite by your form,’ 


"ARRY AT HIS CLUB. 


An’ I ses, ‘ Rather, my lord! I was halmost born 
Yer know, I hain’t conceited, ole pal, but I did feel proud like.” 
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Things to do during the New Year, 
on or before February 29th next the March you stole last year. 





Seasonable Re-namings. 
To call Spring, Summer, Autumn, and Winter: Slush, Sunless, Damper, and 























, Colour the inferences you occupied yourself in drawing during the past Fog. cunitiietinidaie 
twelve months. ECCENTRICITIES OF COMMERCE.—When ‘‘down” is up; feath heavy 
Have the *‘clocks”’ on your stockings converted into pedometers. badly Genel er d <i : a ern wt - ee ee es 
Submit the proofs” of your affection to correction before proceeding to ‘©4¢ SWoyant; and sugar a drug in the market, 
‘* press,” much more to ‘‘ hug.” 
Get rid of your old law ‘‘ suits” to the first old clo’ man who passes. A SUITABLE YEAR FOR VAULTERS.—Leap Year. 
OUR VIEW OF THE MONTHS. 
(Zo be taken with tatience.) 
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JEW-LIE AU SUPPED-EMBER 
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GOOD RESOLUTIONS 












FOR THE NEW YEAR. 
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Modern Instances v. Old Saws. 


WE do not put the cart before the horse now, but we put the ‘‘ horse” on | 
the carte, for the sake of hippophagists. 

Good wine requires no ‘‘ bush” in these days, a leaf or two of a borage plant 
is quite sufficient. 


BEWARE o 
draw blood. 


Bulls can o 


ready money, like every one else. | ‘*Larks’” t 


We no longer are content to cut a coat according to the cloth; if it isn’t cut | 
according to the fashion it is no use whatsoever. 
THE OLpEsT ‘f ARCHER UP.”—Sagittarius. A New N 








Even the book-worm will turn at last—over a new leaf. 


Of course we never ‘‘trust” appearances now; appearances have to pay | licensed drover, 


Some ‘‘ Buffon ”-ieries, 
f the cricket-*‘ bat,” for, like the vampire, it has been known to 


nly be taken by the *‘ Horns” at Kennington (or elsewhere) by a 
hat are kept up all night are not likely to be very healthy. 


A Corn THAT CANNOT BE CutT.—Capri-corn, 





AME FOR THE SMALL Fry or Socitgery.—Social Whitebait. 
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(Zo be taken with patience.) 
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STRICTL 


YounGc Lapy.—‘ Oh, here comes Captain Spinalong! 





FIRS! 
CAPTAIN SPINALONG, 


A REGRETTABLE TENDENCY. 


I'm glad we're all but free 
Of 1553. 

I’m sure I never spoke 

To such degraded folk 

As made a *‘set” at me 

In 1883! 


They all, of any grade, 
Expected to be paid— 
(And up and said it, flat)— 
kor doing this or that, 

Or selling things to me 

In 1883! 


I couldn't even stop 
At any mortal shop 
And get a hat, or ring, 
Or any blessed thing, 
Gratuitous and free 

In 1883. 


When sickness troubled me 
In 1883, 

No doctor would attend 
For nothing, as a friend, 
But looked to get a fee 

In 1883. 


For those who may suspect 
This statement ’s incorrect, 
I’ve treasured those accounts 
For various amounts 

That made me long to flee 
From 1883. 


In entering a store 

In 1884 

I mean to set my face 
Against this great disgrace 
In our commercial core— 


In 1884. 


'T is time to sweep away 
This yearning after pay 
That over-long has flect 
Profession’s self-respect 
With blots that all deplore, 
In 1884. 


Good feeling should enthrone 
A more enlightened tone; 


I hope to see no more 
In 1584 


This general concern For me—I merely say 
For tangible return ; To all requests for pay 
A fellow can’t afford I mean to close the door 
To ceaselessly reward ! In 1884 


Y TRUTHFUL. 





214)4 


The occasion referred to by the gallant Captain. 
































Can’t you, Captain Spinalong ?” 


He can do the Cross Roll, I know. 


‘Ve-e-s, I think so; at least, I know I have done it once.” 





HOW A GOOD LITTLE JOKE 
WENT ASTRAY. 


HE was really a very good little joke, 
Y and his papa was naturally proud of 
him. One day when he was quite young, 
but strong for his age, his papa dressed 
him up, and polished him, and took him 
out to a dinner party, where he introduced 
him to his friends; and some of them 
laughed at the good little joke, and some 
turned up their noses, while one who was 
a father himself, with some indifferent 
little jokes of his own, said, ‘*Hum—now, 
let me see, where have I met this good 
little joke before ?” 
Now, the friends of this good little 
joke’s papa were mostly bad and dis- 
| honest men, and they said each one to 
Z | himself, ‘‘ Do not let me forget to take this 
good little joke home with me.” But the 
non worst of them all was the man who had 
several indifferent little jokes of his own already, for he said, “I will steal it 
from its papa, and I will dress it in a different fashion, so that even the author 
of its being shall fail to recognize it.” And he excused himself, to himself, by 
saying that he did not believe in the reputed parentage of the good little joke, 
and that he was certain it was much older than it pretended to be, and even if 
its papa was its papa, he didn’t know how to introduce it to its best advantage. 
Then this bad wicked man stole the good little joke ; but he did not use it 
well, for he turned and twisted it about, and he took it to restaurant-bars, and 
Bohemian clubs, and editors’ offices, and other places of evil resort, till it lost 
| its polish, and got smirched and stained, and weak and feeble; and at last, 
| whenever he would introduce the good little joke, people would exclaim, with 
every sign of disgust, ‘‘ Yah! go along, you and your worn-out old joke !” 
And this treatment preyed upon the mind of the good little joke; and he 
grew heavy, and clumsy, and coarse, and then he went astray, and to the bad 
altogether, and no one would have anything to say to him; and his papa, when 
he met him one day in the comic column of an American newspaper, was so 
ashamed of him that he dared not own him; and nothing remains now for that 
degraded little joke but a miserable and despised old age, or at best a para- 


lytic existence in the opening of 














1 Christmas pantomime. 
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A WRONG TURNING! 

















} ° ° a’ . 9 . » ° ° o. ° ° ° , . ee ° 
** Don't I spin along?” said Modern Progress; ‘‘ soon get there!” ‘‘ Where might you be going to?” asked simple ignorant Humanity. ‘* Why, ‘Human Happiness’ is my desti- 


nation, of course,” said Progress; ‘‘and I ‘ve come along the Electricity—Art-cultivation—stheticism—School-Board-extravagance—Dynamite—I mproved-torpedo road.’ 
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» was road that leads through Real-improvement-in-workmen's-dwellings, and River-pollution-non-fictitious-abolition, end Water-company-suppression, and Reasonable-School-Board- 
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THE SOLEMN TRUTH ABOUT “THE SEASONS.” 


SPRING. 

SPRING comes in blithe and gay, 

3irds sing on hawthorn spray, 
Buds sprout in verdant birth, 
Bright flowers deck the earth, 
Gentle winds sweetly blow, 
Soft rains make hedges grow— 
| One comes and axes 
Rent, rates, and taxes! 












































SUMMER. 
Warmer the Summer days, 
Fiercer the sun’s hot rays, 
Blossoms the ruddy rose, 
Panting the fat man goes, 
| Nature is gaily drest, 
| Bright in her mid-year best— 
One comes and axes 
| Kent, rates, and taxes! ! 








AUTUMN. 

Autumn days quickly come, 
Gold corn and harvest home, 
Fruit-trees their burdens bear, 
Droop summer blossoms fair, 
Russet leaves rustling fall, 
Dull skies are sunshine’s pall— 

One comes and axes 

Rent, rates, and taxes!!! 





WINTER. 

Jack Frost in Winter’s train 
Paves all the ponds again, 
Cold blasts remorseless blow, 
Pelts cruel hail and snow, 
Black is each branch and bare, 
Desolate ev’rywhere— 

One comes and axes 

Rent, rates, and taxes!!!! 





—»—— 


NEW-YEARLY ADVICE FOR 1884. 


JANUARY.—Do not go off to sleep, when in bed, with 
more than four jujubes in your mouth. 

FERRUARY.—Fell coppices, and begin to save up for 
Bank Holiday. Apply salt to grub. 

MARCH.—Kaise as much wind as you like, but don’t 
ask us to assist you. 

APRIL.—Should you have to consult either a lawyer or 
a doctor during this month, be sure to abuse them—after 
they have done their best for you. 

May.—Throw away dozens of coppers on the Jack-in- 
the-Green nuisance, encourage it, and ‘hex seek three 
weeks’ repose in Colney Hatch. 

JuNE.—Visit the Rhine, and get yourself fined for 
smuggling back, rank German tobacco. 

JuLy.— Try curious acrobatic feats of foldin 
cultivate acidity by consuming rough cider. 

AuGuUST.—Write to the papers about thunderstorms, 
and consult the barometer more than your wife, about 
taking walks at night. 

SEPTEMBER.—Make sheepwash of arsenic and soft- 
soap, and apply it inwardly to your mother-in-law. 
“THE BRIDE OF THE OCEAN.” OcTOBER.—Look for low fever, and when you find it, 
avoid it. Don’t a/e more than usual. 

NOVEMBER.—Take potted mignonette indoors, it you 
must ; but we advise écef in preference. 

DECEMBER.—Look over the year’s I.0.U.s._ If the 
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YOUNG CHAFFINGTON (who Aas ‘ust found his sea-legs),— Well, Captain, your ship is your 
bride, I suppose f 
CarTAIN CHUCKLEBURY.—‘‘ No, no; I’ve got a wife and family at home.” 

y mao " ’ et, ’ > " rye , ’¢ > a1} Y ¢ A¢ r+ ; . nN} 
YOUNG CHAFFINGTON. Can't understand what time a seafaring man has to get married.” weather is frosty, mix up opodeldoc and soap liniment. 


% > . . * YT R , sé ) . se > 4 > M4 . i. . > ? nr - 7 . 
CAPTAIN CHUCKLEBURY, Plenty: his time is all mari-time. | This may be secretly placed in a Jamaica rum-bottle and 
[Chafington becomes interestea in the waves. || left in your servants’ way. 





SOFT VUVHITSE SHIN. 


BEETHAW’S GLYCERINE AND CUCUMBER 


Renders the Skin 
SOFT, SMOOTH, AND WHITE, 


Fntirely removes al) 
ROUGHNESS, REDNESS, CHAPS, IRRITATION, &c., 
And preserves the @kin from all the 11) effects of ' A NEW INDUSTRY—CEYLON TEA. 
FROST, COLO WINDS AND HARO WATER, THE most enterprising ef the planters in the Island of Ceylon have recently turned their 











attention to growing Tea on their esta es, with the most gratifying results. The quality 
more effectually than any other preparation. produced supplies a need that has been uryently felt, viz., a Tea possessing the flavour of China 
It is the most perfect Fmollient Milk for the Skin ever produced fea wrthout its weakne ind the fulness of Indian Tea wit}! t its astringency—in fact, these 
For the Toilet and the Nursery it is INVALUABLI Bottles. rs Te rea texict terparts of the old-f oned Kaisows and Souchongs of China so much appreciated by connoiseurs informer years. The 
2s. 6d., of all Chemist 1 Per er Any size free for 2d. extra. tivation is ray y spreading ing arranged for sup] f the} ialities, we lose no time in advising the public of this new Tea district. 
by the Sole Maker rile r Saniples Prices, is. 8d, to 38. Per ls. Carriage paid toall part 
M. BEETHAM & SOW, Chr mists, Cheltenham ELLIS DAVIES & Co... 442 LORD STREET, LIVERPOOL. 













































































NS.” 
| 
1, with | 
up for | 
don’t | * Ai!” siched FUN, as he settled himself down in his easiest arm-chair, 
ryer or and lighted a fragrant weed, “ah ! what across-grained contradictious [British 
—after Public it is—always grumbling, ‘ Nothing in the papers,’ ‘ No news,’ ‘ Every- 
eke.in- thing flat as ditch-water!’ Yet surely the caterers do their best. 
three ‘ But it is an unsatiable B. P.,” he moaned: “ perhaps the Corrupt Practices 
A 3ill hasn’t lingered long enough about the House of Commons to satis’y it ; 
alell NA | possibly it will not admit that Louise Michel has just made a martyr of her 
p,and | SNE TP self for its special amusement; as likely as not it doesn’t believe that the 
| i Ad ie | Channel Tunnel and Railway Ventilator witnesses appear merely to excite it 
pre: | : difficult-to-tickle risible faculties, while it receives the assertion of a Galli: 
De |) : journalist that ‘the Tonquin expedition has been undertaken by the Irench 
| soft- | =\ 4 Y/ ff iid “4 «for charity’s sake, to afford the B. P. opportunities of writing to the 77mes 
nd it, | ee Ip i AeA nd venting its spleen, during the gigantic gooseberry season,’ with sceptical 
| scorn. ‘Pooh!’ it testily mutters, ‘they know how many TONWUIN beans 
it you | make five.’ 
If the | “Ah!” continued FUN; “ ungrateful B. P., that never realizes how gentle 
ment. wee Carey the informer struggles still to astonish it, how disinterested bigwigs 
le and 2Ae W/E fis write cheap articles upon cheap fish entirely for its advantage, and anti-vac- 
= hy ea | «9 cination dabblers use bottles of ink and reams of paper in order to enlighten 
7 | Se Tre | dak ‘| it—no! the B. P. is lost to all sense of thanks. ‘ Salvation Army Riots, 
| | ‘Shocking Neglect of Children,’ ‘Insane Desire on the part of a Working 
| Men’s Association to open the British Museum in the Evening, all such items 
7 of journalistic news are wasted on it. or 
“Let me see, though,” chuckled the Jester, as he suddenly dasued into I'leet Street, mounted his charger, 
and thrust his pen through a poster “ there is one thing not likely to be thrown away upon the B, P., namely, 








THE THIRTY-FIGHTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES OF ‘FUN.’” 
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pear at the Lyceum soon after Mr. Irving vacates, and the costume (for 
Galatea in Mr. W. S. Gilbert’s Pygmalion and Galatea) will, by means 
» of artful weights and cunning 
é attachments to the body, be 
made to resemble the stiffness 
and rigidity presented by the 
robes of statuary (when they 
indulge in them). If Miss An- 
derson’s acting prove as com- 
plete as her dress she will do, 
and we may be inclined to thank 
America for lending us the lady, 
and when she goes, exclaim, 
‘*Good ! Anderson other.” 








SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HOUGH Mr. Bruce cannot be said to 
have been exactly over-fortunate in his 
management of the Adelphi, he is at 
any rate showing Pluck; when that 
fails him, let us hope it may be only to 
the extent of its initial letter, and that 
he may have a lengthy run of the re- 
sidue. Allowing for the different size 
of the stages, the piece is “‘put oa” 
with quite as much completeness in its 
new home as in its birthplace, and the 
cast is in many respects superior, Miss 
Kate Pattison, who has just returned to 
us ‘‘over the big drink,” brings re- 











Tue St. James’s.—‘‘ IMPULSE.” 


It is understood that Za Princesse aux Canaries will appear in an 
finement and grace into the regions of | Enolish dress at the Avenue when M. Marius and Miss Florence St. 
melodrama, where they are strangers | John return from their six months’ tour in the provinces. There is no 
somewhat, and where they are very | doubt of the lady's capability of representing anything in the ‘‘ songster ” 
welcome, Mr. G. W. Anson's Bevis | jine—she ought to be named ‘‘the Flo of song,” in fact. So we will 
Marks, Mr, W. R. Sutherland’s Jack, Mr. A. C. Lilly’s Maitland, and | wish them a successful tour and a quickre¢our, awaiting the latter with 











Drury Lanz. —“‘ Youtu.” 





—_———_- 


Mr. Lyons’ Keene, are all performances of more than average merit, and impatience. 
are much relished, To-morrow (Thursday) afternoon and evening Mr, J. L. Toole takes 

















while the ‘‘ effects” 
—the railway acci- 
dent, the bank failure, 
the snowstorm, and 
the fire—are received, 
‘tas per usual,” with 
enthusiasm. 


Cast Adrifl,a nau- 
tical melodrama quite 
of the old school, by 
Messrs. Rk. Palgrave 
and F, Gover, is now 
running at the Sur- 
rey. Its sailors and 
seafaring men talk as 
unlike sailors and 
seafaring men as stage 
sailors and seafaring 








Tue Lyceum.—‘‘ A MourRNING PERFORMANCE OF 
CHARLES I.’ 





“ 


men are wont todo, and are received with accustomed popular approval. 
There is nothing particularly new in the piece, nothing so old as to call 


Tug Otympic.—‘‘ Turk Quern’s Favourite.” 





for violent denunciation, and 
lots of excitement—a mutiny 
among them. The acting is 
quite up to the requirements 
of the kind of piece, Messrs. 
MacIntyre and C, H. Ste- 
phenson rising a little above 
it, perhaps. 


Passion and Principle, an- 
other melodrama—the melo- 
dramatic season is in full 
swing just now—produced 
some little while ago at Sad- 
ler’s Wells, possesses one 
scene (the Thames Embank- 
ment by night, an elaborate 
and carefully managed snow 


scene of real beauty, with a mechanical change to the open river) which 
would do credit to a theatre of much higher pretensions. The story, 


without being startlingly 
new, has more claim to be 
considered original than 
many pieces of the class—a 
class rather conspicuous for 
plagiarism and lack of origi- 
nality—and is worked out 
with some appearance of 
practical stage knowledge. 
Mr. E, N. Hallows and Mr, 
George Stretton (the latter 
emancipated from the thralls 
of villany for the nonce) 
work hard and with good 
success, and the remainder 
of the company back them 
up fairly well, 


It will be an elaborate and 





Tue Court.—‘ Tug Darny Cuers.” 


probably effective costume which Mr, 


Frank Millet is designing for Miss Mary Anderson, The lady is to ap- 





a benefit at the Folly, before departing on tour; Mr. Irving and Miss 
Ellen Terry will ‘‘ assist,” so that ‘ta bumper at parting ” is certain, and 
need not be wished—though we do so heartily, all the same. 


A bright future is in store for Messrs. Holt and Wilmot’s New Grand 
Theatre, at Islington—at least, A Aricht Future is the name of the 
piece (by Mr. Sefton Parry) with which that house is to open—as at pre- 
sent arranged, on the Saturday before the next Bank Holiday. 


The author of Fa- 
thoms Deep, Mr. John , ease, 15 He 
B. Cleve, provides ~—gy 3 
the New Sadler’s 
Wells with its Bank 
Holiday piece, for 
which he promises 
‘fa novel and start- 
ling sensation scene ”’ 
—which I take Cleve 
to look upon as 
doubtful; but we 
shall see—at least, 7 
shall see, 
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Here is a poem— 
a thoughtful little 
thing of my own— 
simple, but full of 
meaning :— 
The actors of Britain, when visiting France, 

Will ‘‘ do” all the theatres steadily ; 
The actors of Gaul, when on England they chance, 

Reciprocate freely and readily. 
This feeling in artists is pleasing to see ; 

But that isn’t all I’ve to say for it : 
The Gaul gets Azs seat in the theatre free, 

The Briton’s expected to pay for it! 
This is one of those things they ‘‘ manage” better in France, 


Willie Edouin’s ‘*S parks” 
will commence ‘‘ flashing 
around” at the Avenue on 
the 16th, in one of those 
curious American medley 
affairs, like Fum on the 
Bristol, called Bink’s Photo- 
graph Gallery, The thing is 
pretty sure to be amusing 
in its way, and result in a 
growing and not Edouin- 
dling exchequer. 


1 ‘f 
/ 
/j _| / 
A ~ 


Tue Surrey.—‘‘Cast ADRIFT.’ 








Mr. S. Alport, Mr. 
Thorne’s courteous and 
obliging acting manager, 
takes his benefit this (Wed- 
nesday) evening at the 
Vaudeville. Zhe Rivals, 
with all the gathered attraction of a more than two hundred nights’ run, 
will fill the bill, and if all Mr. Alport’s friends go they will fill the 
theatre twice over, NESTOR. 





New SApLger's Weits.—‘‘ PassION AND 
PRINCIPAL.” 
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The Aloe Trade. 


‘‘In Mauritius they have gone in very extensively for the cultivation 
of the aloe. The aloe fibre companies are in high glee because their pro- 
duction has fetched the highest price in the London market, namely, £46 
to £48 per ton.” —Budget. 


MYSTICAL plant or flower— 
How does one name you ?— 
So trade’s debasing power 
Must claim and shame you? 
Link you with hides and hops, 
Guano and tallow ; 
Talk of your leaves as ‘‘ crops "— 
Mystical aloe ! 


Poets had dreamed they knew 
What your rare scent meant ; 
Poets had seen in you 
Their fate’s presentment ; 
Seeking with toil and tears 
Joys short and shallow— 
Once in a hundred years 
You blossom, aloe. 





Roses are gone, we know ; 
Lilies, who’re prouder, 

Men, who don’t pluck but mow, 
Make into powder. 

Violets yield a dye, 
Even like mallow; 

But we deemed you too high, 
Rare blooming aloe, 


Ah, trader! use your powers 
On our poor fancies ; 

Take away all our flowers, 
Heartsease and pansies. 

But this should blunt your shears 
And your prey hollow : 

It takes a hundred years 
To swell an aloe, 

















R.A, R-A-ngements. 


In ‘* The Ides of March,” by Poynter, now on view at the 
R.A,, 

A comet warns J, Cesar that he’ll troubled be ere long ; 

And various art critics note that comet with dismay, 

Declaring Poynter seems inclined to com-et rather strong. 

But the picture as a striking one all visitors should hail, 

For it serves ‘‘to Poynter moral and adorn a (comet’s) tail.” 





NOT THEIR ENEMY. 


Dissolute Hibernian.—*' WHY DON’T OI GO TO WuRRUK, IS IT? Surg, 
IT’S A PATHRIOT OI AM; AN’ IS IT MESELF THAT ’UD BE AFTII&R 
WURROKIN’ TO HELP KAPE THE SAXON? NOT A BIT AV IT! 
YE ADVOISE ME TO GO TO AMERIKEY, NOW?” 

Lnaustrious Hibernian,—‘* WELL, I DON’T KNOW THAT I WOULD, 
MICKRY. 


WuDN'T 


7 DON’T OWE THE YANKEES ANY GRUDGE, D' YE SEE?” 








THH BLUNDHRBHRRYS AT BRHAKFAST. 


for a Bishop to bet Mr. Bradlaugh’s friend a thousand pounds on a silly 
game like that is perfectly horrible. Whatever is the Church coming to?” 
‘* And what sort of game do you think those two have been playing 
for such high stakes?” asked Mr. Blunderberry grimly; and the wife of 
his bosom, with a gentle beam through her tearful eyes, answered gaily, 
‘*Oh, I know their game quite well. We used to call it ‘What is 
my thought like?’ and somebody thought of something, and somebody 
said it was like a pump, or a pair of braces, or the Channel Tunnel; you 
know it didn’t matter a bit what you said re 

**T should think not,” interjaculated Mr. Blunderberry. 

‘* And if it was like it,” continued the lady, waxing eloquent at 
the memory of her youthful sports; ‘‘ well, of course if it was like it, 





for a thousand pounds—never—only sugarplums.” And Mrs, Blunder- 
berry shook her head mournfully over her dry toast in silent lament at 
the loss of golden opportunities. 

Mr. Blunderberry, who was in a specially good humour, only grunted 
and helped himself toanegg. ‘‘I believe,” said he presently, ‘‘I really 
do believe there is something in this Thought-reading, after all.” 

**Oh, there ’s a great deal in it when you come to know the game,” 
chimed in Mrs. Blunderberry. 

‘*Mrs. B,,” said her lord and master, anger gathering upon his brow, 
“if you were only supplied with a mouthpiece and a oat of wire I would 
let you out by the week, month, or year as a self-acting telephone. The 
number of words that pass through you in the course of the day, without 
making any impression on what you are pleaseci to consider your intelli- 
gence, is little short of miraculous; and hang me if I don’t take out a 
patent for you!” 





| 


then you won, and if it wasn’t like it, then you lost; but I never played | 
| Blunderberry—who is —— trick, not you, 


‘*I’m sure, dear, I’m very sorry if I have said anything you don’t 


_ like. Come, Solomon ’’—and she playfully patted the bald place on the 


‘ ” ea; i - | : : 
‘WELL, for my part,” said Mrs. Blunderberry, turning the paper in- | top of his head with the sugar-tongs—‘*‘ come, Solomon, let us have a 


side out, and dipping a corner into the milk-jug ; ‘‘for my part, I think | 


game at ‘ What is my thought like?’” 

‘*Mrs, Blunderberry, in the sacred cause of science, and not for the 
gaping wonder of the frivolous, I request you will be good enough to 
take possession of this bank-note,”’ 

**Oh, how good you are!” cried his wife, throwing herself bodily 
upon him, and pecking at his chin and cheek indiscriminately, 

‘* Not to keep, woman—not to keep,” shouted her husband, ‘‘I just 
want to see if I can’t read the number blindfold.” And as he spoke he 
tied a handkerchief about his eyes, and catching his wife’s hand in his 
own, pressed it with a frantic eagerness to his forehead. ‘‘ The first ’s 
a five,” said he. 

‘* No, it isn't,” she cried quickly, 

“‘There! If that ain’t just like a woman, spoiling a scientific experi- 
ment. What did you want to tell me for? It’s me—me, Solomon 
The next is a seven,” 

Mrs. Blunderberry held peace, 

**T tell you it’s a seven, or an eight, or a three,” continued her lord 
and master, ‘“‘ Well? Can’t you say I’m right or I’m wrong?” 

‘It is an eight,” said Mrs, Blunderberry timidly. 

‘*Then why in the name of patience couldn’t you say so? How am 
I to do this mental feat unless I meet with encouragement, eh? Tell me 


| that, Mrs. Blunderberry, And, by Jove! there’s the "bus coming down 


the road.” And he seized his hat, and brushed it the wrong way in 
his hurry. ‘‘ Anyhow, you will remember, Mrs. Blunderberry, that I 
was right in ome of the numbers.” And he scurried from the house and 
down the garden. 

** And he’s left the note behind, after all,” soliloquized Mrs, Blunder- 
berry. ‘‘ It’s an ill wind that blows nobody good.” 
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It began life badly, did that half-crown. 


It wa 


A BAD COIN. 


——— —— ae — a= > ~_— lt ——s ~ = <=. “ 
mean and degraded enough to allow itself to lie as a decoy in the plate of the coat woman at a theatre where al 
were abolished. 
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A little later it joined a little disreputable band of other h: ilf-crowns belonging to a purse trick man, and continually pretended to drop into a purse to be sold to som 


natural for a 








hilling. After this the descent to actual crime was easy. It got into an American editor's box, and devoted itself to the Irish-American Crime Fund. 
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REJECTED; UR, THE JILTED MAIDEN. 
“LEAVE ME ALONE, OR I’LL TELL MY MA, 
OH! WHAT A WICKED YOUNG MAN YOU ARE.” 
|Dance, and Exit 
































REJECTED; OR, THE JILTED MAIDEN. 
(See Cartoon.) 


OH, the Bishop and the Maiden can’t agree ; 
A Deceased Wife’s Sister she : 

Whilst repelling her advances 

And avoiding her sly glances, 
Very shocked at her behaviour is he. 


But the Maiden doesn’t greatly seem to mind 
That the Bishop won’t be kind, 

For, however much she shocks him, 

Still she wheedles and she mocks him, 
And pretends his indignation is a blind. 


And however much he tries to turn away, 
She declines to take his nay, 
But keeps gaily round him skipping, 
Till he’s driven into tripping 
To the measure which accompanies her play. 


His antipathy thus modified in tone, 
Such a change may soon be shown, 
When they know each other better, 
That he’ll actually let her 
Be his chaplain’s wife, or even, p’rhaps, his own. 
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A SPECIALIST BXHIBITION. 





Let ’s seek—one shilling gains admission— 
The Almond-Toffee Exhibition ; 

They ’re useful, everybody knows, 

These strictly specialistic shows. 


All articles that we shall see 
Elucidate in some degree, 

Throw light upon, or somehow aid 
The Almond-Toffee-making trade. 


For instance, here we’re face to face 
With silk umbrellas in a case; 

And next our searching eye we fix 
Upon a row of walking-sticks ; 


And now a lengthened halt we make 
Before a patent railway break, 
And much attention also grant 
A Bessemer converting plant ; 


There also dawns upon us soon 

A navigating fire-balloon ; 

And there some roller skates; and here 
An automatic steering gear ; 


And we perceive, delighted, now 
A group of workers showing how 
To cut, collect, and dry your hay, 
And store it, by a patent way ; 


And here’s a patent draught to make 
The soundest tooth begin to ache ; 
And here’s a very useful hint 

For dying chilblains (amy tint) ; 


And what with tumblers, Midgets, Changs, 
And savage clubs, and boomerangs, 

And spermaceti, hides, and wheat, 

The exhibition ’s most complete. 


And——what? ‘' Zhese do not seem to touch 
On Almond- Toffee very much?” 

Why, what confounded nonsense !—pooh ! 
They show ’em—so of course they do, 


Why, take umbrellas—say you go 
To buy yourself some toffy. Lo, 
It rains like mad; to save your skin, 
The ‘‘ gamp ” comes naturally in. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe EpitTor or ‘‘ Fon,” 


S1r,—I said in my last **I shall give a full tip for the Northumber- 
land Plate in my next,” but I didn’t say whether ‘‘my next’’ would 
appear before or after the race was run, It appears after—shis is my 
next, and my tip is 

‘* Place your chips on Barcaldine, 
Don’t neglect old Shrewsburee ; 
Then, with Havock in the line, 
You will spot the one—two—three,” 


And if that isn’t the straight tip, may you live to be a hundred—and I 
can call down no worse thing upon my head than that. Here is my 
TIP FOR THE COMBERLAND PLATE. 


Oh, the Prophet ’s rather muddled in his venerable pate, 
And all abeut the winner of the Cumberland its Plate. 





He has an eye on Shrewsbury, and any bet would take, 

But Shrewsbury is looked upon as something of a cake. 

Then Havock ought to play himself with all who reach the scratch 
While Ccelebs isn’t likely, I should say, to meet his match ; 

And Ishmael, decidedly, the Prophet’s choice had been, 

But he’s looked upon Mermaiden, she whose chance is all Syrene. 


Then soft reflection, whispering suggestively to him, 

How many individuals considered *‘in the swim,” 
Enjoyiog an immunity apparently complete, 

From buffettings of fortune often suffer a defeat ! 

He pauses for a moment, by Abana’s chances stayed, 

And feels inclined to link himself to Lady Adelaide ; 

But thinks of Nelson at the Nile, ‘‘a famous victory!” 
Yet plumps for Tertius, giving thus the only winning three. 


And so I hope to make my pile, and pay you that wretched fiver you 
say I.O,U.—that is, I owe you, of course—then perhaps I shall have a 


little peace, TROPHONIUS, 


THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT, 

ys N ze Lords on Sursday, /e 
: 22me Fuin, ze noble lords 
give noble velcome to ze 
Bill Grants of Milors Volse- 
ley and Alcester. ‘Je com- 
prendre pourjuoi ze Radi- 
cals say ze Lords are behind 
ze times; c'est, Pasce gu'tls 
ont conserve lhonneur, 
vich is ver much behind 
ze Radical clock. Voila! 
Ze Duke of Marlborough 
demand for vy vas not zare 
a boy near ze Hen and 
Chickens? Ven I demand 
of him wm pew plus tard at 
vat vas he driving, he say 
laffaire Lively. I reply 
it vould vraiment be lively 
for ze Hen and Chickens. 
In ze Commons zey are 
encore on ze Bill of Sir 
James. I enqvire of Sir James for vy is ze House like ze German Army? 
He say, no idea, and I dig him in ze vaistcoats and say it is because it 
go in so much for Krupp Practice, and, /oule suite, I hook my sling. 

Friday.—Milor Born Sell read ze tvice ze Bill of ze Pawnbrokare. 
Sans doute it require ‘‘ duplicate” reading, mais, je crois! ze brokares 
of pawns vill not ovare zair bittaire biere ‘‘ pledge” ze Lor’ Chancellor. 
Sir Cross in ze Commons desire to know vy ze Home Secretary vas ze 
not at Home Secretary to ze people who live Peckham Rye, and object 
to treason and atheism at zeir doorsteps on Sundays? Sir Harcourt is 
ennuyée of Peckhams, It is no vonder zare is so much stump speech at 
Peckhams; ze Rye vas it not alvays famous for ze donkeys? More 
Krupp Practice. 

Monday.—Ze two Houses are in committee. Ze Lords on ze Bill of ze 
Vife vichis Deceased’s Sistare ; ze Commons on ze Corrupt Practices Bill, 
Lord Beauchamp say, ven ve liquor up, gue c'est leméme chose—it is 
Corrupt Practice in bose House. 

Tuesday.—Ze noble Lords discuss ze Standing Orders of ze Railvay 
Companies, our quoi, do zey not considare ze railvay standing disorder? 
C'est & dire, ven zey make tventy people stand in ze von carriage built for 
ze esqvare dozen. Milor Hartington tell us in ze Commons ze row at 
ze Curragh was nozzink but a trifling accurraghence. core ze Bill of 
Corrupt Practice. a foi! ve do not make much Aay vile ze sun of ze 
Session shine—zare is too much chaff, 

Vennisday.—Ze Bills of Mr. Anderson zat zose who do not pay up 
sall not be lock up, and ze Scotch Banks (peut étre ze Banks of Doon) 
are discharge. 

Sursday.—Ze ‘‘noble” (?) lords turn round, right about—no, wrong 
about—face, and reject, zat is, turn out, zare Deceased Vife Sistare Lill 
after all—vife sistare go away, come again annozzare day. 








x 7%, ‘ \ 











THE military men who recently went in for rioting in Ireland cannot 
well be accused of cowardice. They were all Curragh-ageous persons, 

A Goop Sopject For **Spourers” TO ORATE UPON,—The Pawn- 
brokers Bill. 

ADVICE to those who have as a ‘‘ hobby” a second Suez Canal.— 
“Cet 2%.” 

HOw TO TREAT A PARLIAMENTARY ‘‘ De-BATE Noire.”—Talk it 
out, 
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“HOW THE RICH LIVE:” 


By SHINY SEAMS anv HAL 'LOW! 
CHAPTER III. 


| 
Ir bas already been hinted in these papers that the great bugbear of 
the rich is the necessity of being in fashion. There is nothing exem- 


plifies more striking'y the 





with my sisters to a tea-meeting : the event was signalized, 1 remember, 
by my purchasing on my way home several sheets of figures prepared by 
the late Mr. Skelt. I mention this because this chapter is to be all 
about a “‘ T” meeting, which I thought at first must have some family 
connection with the former of these two matters, but which I subse- 
quently found to have far more to do with the latter, for my Skelt pur- 


chase was my first introduction to the mysteries of the drama to which I 
am now a prolific and suc- 


cessful contributor, and the 





life-long struggle to which 
these unfortunates are born 
than the matterof lodgings. | 
Society has no recognition 
for the man who cannot 
blazon ** W,,”’ or at least 


fee Aas 


vert. 


paper and visiting cards. 
But the fashionable locality 
is limited, while the de- 
mands upon its space are 
not. The result of this isa 
system of furnished lodg- 
ings, chambers, ‘‘ flats,” 
\c., by which whole fami- 
lies are crowded under one 
roof, and people herd to- 
gether like the occupants 
|of the ark, Exorbitant 
prices are demanded and 
readily paid for these re- 
fuges, for it is well known 
that for one such place there 
are at least a dozen appli- 
cants only too eager to 
shap it up on any terms. 

It is the custom to de- 
nounce the rich as frivo- 
lous; and not being rich 
myself, I do not deny it. 
The rich are, you must re- 
member, under three great necessities—-of occupying time, of spending 
money, of being in fashion, Can you wonder, then, that the milliners, 
jewellers, the theatre, the ball-room, the flower.show, and so on, are 
crowded? There is occupation, fashion, expense, to the full 

But this pursuit of fashion—the grim necessity of the rich—isa terrible 
evil. Jlome duties and ties (also collars and shirts) are all forgotten. 
Child (as we have seen in our first paper) is neglected by mother, hus- 
band by wife, second cousin by grandmother, and uncle by deceased 
wife’s sister. 

Here is the home of a noted ‘‘fashionabless.” Mrs. Auflan Egan’s 
room is easily entered. The footman (with whom we are acquainted) 
announces us, and Mrs. Egan, who of course knows very few of her 
friends by sight, supposing us on her visiting list, receives us warmly. 
To my polite question, ‘* Why the deuce she leads such a life?” she re- 
plies readily and fully, ‘‘Ah! we were quiet enough people once, living 
on our place in the country ; but of course we had our tenten in town, 
and our boy got among the fashionables, and we lost sight of him alto- 
gether. It was so lonely with- 
out him that I plunged into 
fashion myself to drown me- 
mory; I haven’t thought seri- 
ously or gone to bed till next 
morning for years, and my hus- 
band has followed my example 
from desperation.” 

This story is true. Had these 
people been able to avoid that 
fruitful source of evil, ‘‘ the town 
house,”’ the first mis‘ortune that 
sent them wrong might never 
have happened. This is the 
case with thousands, 

**And where is your son 
now?” I ask, 

**Oh, he’s on the stage, I 
think,” she answers, ‘I fancy — 
I saw his name among a number 
of others at the bottom of some 
programme or other.” This 
HERS THAI reply brings me to the subject of 

my next chapter. 
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CHAPTER IV, 
YEARS ago, when I was a not part ularly good | 
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“T" in “T meeting” 
stands simply for ‘‘ theatri- 
cal.” 

A “T” meeting is held 
under the auspices of some 
influential manager, who, 


er Sv 





able craze, has been inun- 
dated with applications for | 
engagements and hire of the | 
theatre from the wealthy 
and proud, and has deter- , 
mined to clear them off with , 
one tremendous effort. lew | 
persons who know nothing 

about it can form any idea 

of the indignities the rich 

have to sufier under the cir- 

cumstances. The theatre 
is anational benefit. Iam, 
one of its staunchest sup- | 
porters, and it returns the | 
compliment; but when 
fashion declares for ‘‘ going | 
on the stage,” there is no | 
denying that it is hard on 
the riche They have no 
choice, remember. 

Bur, silence, and let us 
‘ring up” —ting !—on a 
‘“T” meeting. The manager is ‘‘ discovered” seated at his table with 
a book before him, in which the names of applicants are entered, At 
one side of the table sits his acting manager, the gentlemen standing 
round the room are the various candidates’ theatrical agents. The 
candidates come in one by one; but my companion has drawn them all 
present at once, so that you may miss none of them. ‘‘ We” are some- 
where in the group—zv/ere may be discovered only after strenuous effort. 

HIere is a stout dowager duchess, who wants to give a matinee, 

‘*I should like the theatre next Thursday. I intend playing Xomeo 
and Fuliet and a farce, with two songs and a recitation between the 
acts, I should wish you to make all arrangements for flowers; there 
will be five bouquets and three baskets for myself, three bo——” 

‘‘But, your Grace,” interposes the manager, several times attempting 
to break in upon her volubility unsuccessfully. The manager is tender- 
hearted, it pains him very much, but the theatre is engaged, and he has 
no alternative but to disappoint her. Speechlessly agonized, she de- 
parts. It isacurious figure that takes her place. ‘* Why, McMouther !” 
exclaims the manager; ‘‘ what 
do you want?” 

** Well, sir, I think ’tis very 
hard,’ replies McMouther in his 
deepest voice, ‘*that I, who’ve 
worked for years and earned, 
My meed of praise and glowing 
notices. Should be in my old 
age debarred. From earning 
bread by strutting dukes. By 
mouthing earls and lisping coun- 
tesses. Who’ve never served 
the pro ’s apprenticeship.” (And 
the rich have to bear this!) The 
manager points out that, whereas 
countesses, etc.,, have only taken 
to the stage within the last year 
or so, McMouther has been out 
ofan engagement from bis youth. 

‘**’T is solely owing,” he re- 
plies, ‘‘to enmity of grossest 
kind. Toenmity of Only Jones.”’ 
But he is hustled out, making 
way for a very pretty girl with 
two children, ‘‘No, sir,” she 
says, in answer to the manager’s question, ‘*I can’t act myself, but we 


thought of posing as a photographic group for the shop winuows, 
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The Classic Gods. | 


It’s shocking to think of the riotous ways 
That Ignorance causes wherever it strays ; 
What different manners we have to expect 
When national teaching has had its effect. 


A mortal, though made of the likeliest stuff, 
Without education is simply a rough, 

And, whether inclined to complain or rejoice, 
Expresses his views at the top of his voice. 





He goes to the play with his boisterous laugh ; 
He treats the performers to underbred chaff ; 
He revels in personal comments ; he jeers ; 
He loudly proposes, and executes, cheers. 


He makes his behaviour disgracefully free 
With persons in better positions than he, 
And rallies his betters, and chaffs the select 
Without the most shadowy trace of respect. 


But algebra renders one’s epithets choice, | 
And plane trigonometry lowers the voice, 
And dactyls demolish irreverence, while 
Hexameters alter the laugh to a smile ; | 


And if, as a graceful addition to that, 

You cover the head with a mortar-board hat, 

And wear on the shoulders a little black gown, | 
The space for improvement is greatly cut down. 


So let the unlettered who honestly crave 
To see how the tutored at Oxford behave, 
Be present, when next the Enczenia falls, 
Within the Sheldonian Theatre’s walls, 


And when on a future occasion they may | 
Form one of the ‘‘ gods” in the home of the play, 

Let ’em copy the choice academical air— 

And Allah forbid we should chance to be there ! | 











IT is reported that the Whigs have left the Cobden Clu 
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ina body. What a Whig-ged proceeding! The club must 
be in an exceedingly bald state, we fear, now that it has not 
a W(h)ig to call its own. 





THE ‘*WorRK OF THE MINT.”—To be sauce to lamb. 





AN UNINTENTIONAL CONFESSION. 


Young Lady (apropos of Old Party's complaints ).—‘' HAD ANOTHER AT- 
TACK, HAVE YOU? AND WHERE DOES IT MOST AFFECT you?” 

Old Party (rather given to tippling).—‘‘OH! IT’S ALL IN THE HEAD 
AND Lrecs, LADY—ALL IN THE HEAD AND LEGs.” 








WARBLES OF THH WHEE. 


SUITED TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 


No. 1.—A SONG WHICH GOES—EVERYBODY KNOWS WITHER. 


Arr—‘‘ J loved a lass, a fair one.” 


UCH storms and 
earthquakes 
scare one, 

So violent 
they ’ve been; 

She’s home 
again, _ that 
rare one, 

Her Majesty 
the Queen ; 
I'd praise her 
greatly, too, 
but what’s a 
chap to do? 

- They never try 

to “square” 

one — Falero, 
lero, loo | 
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Handel 
Has been a big 
SUCCESS ; 


\ I’ Phe Festival of 





The ‘‘ ventilator” scandal 
Is getting in a mess— 
There ave some parties who defend them, so they do; 
But each must be a Vandal—falero, lero, loo! 








@ To Corgxgesponpents The Editar does not bind himsel/ to achnowlsadee, rrturn, or pay for Contributions 





The Military Show at 
Old Islington was great ; 
A Congress has a go at 
The Fisheries of late ; 
The Mansion House has, too, some Irish lace on view— 
A thing for them to crow at—falero, lero, loo! 


Louise Michel has ‘‘ copped it ” 
For half a dozen years ; 
The ‘‘ Sister Bill,” they ’ve stopped it 
Again, as it appears, — 
They wi// continue to oppose its passing through, 
It’s surely time they dropped it—falero, lero, loo ! 


The ’Varsities at cricket, 
To harshly judge were rash, 
Upon a fatal wicket 
The Oxford went to smash ; 
For sending paupers to America we'll rue, 
It’s not at all the ticket—falero, lero, loo! 


Away in Damietta 
They ’ve cholera, we ’ve fears , 
Our harvest hopes are betta 
Than they have been for years ; 
And dynamite is, too, a-fading from the view, 
Which suits us to the letta—falero, lero, loo ! 


In Greece the Prince of Waley 
Would like a School of Art ; 
While Putney Bridge is daily 
A-sliding more apart ; 
They ‘ve tried to mend it, too, with tacks and bits of glue ; 
But still it wobbles gaily—falero, lero, loo! 


lm mo casé will they be veturned unless 


accompanied by a stamped and divected envelope 
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A SOFT ANSWER. 


Fair Horsewoman (predisposed to lecture),—* BRTTING, SMOKING, AND BILLIARDS! WHAT DREADFUL HABITS YOU MeN GO IN FOR!” 
IT’s PERFECTLY KILLING,” [Lecture adjourned. 
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Cousin Fack.—** NOT SO DAMAGING AS YOUR Hapit, Lapy Loo. 








A (Ma)-Koko-nut to Crack. 
( With the Editor's apologies to the Public.) 


STRANGE news from the Congo has just been disclosed, 
That the natives Makoko, their king, have deposed ; 
And our bard dares to send us what 4¢ calls a joke (ob !) 

**It is plain to the merest observer,” says he, 
‘*That the mention of Congo suggests making tea, 
But those natives do not seem inclined to Mak(e)-koko!’ 


Bribe-beery and Corruption. 


Mr. LABOUCHERE, writing on the Corrupt Practices Bill in a daily 
paper, says, *‘Since the Ballot Act, beer, indeed, has become a more 
frequent and a far more insidious form of bribery than money.” 
surely the giving of beer to voters could be severely punished, almost, 
indeed, as though it were an assault, for would it not come under the 
head of mal(t)*‘ treating”? Under these circumstances all electors should 


henceforth become Local (H)op-shunners. 


But 


A DAILY paper says “‘ The Bankruptcy Bill bas been disposed of.’’ 


We wonder how much it fetched, and who was the purchaser? 





NEW LHAVSHSS. 


‘*Eighteen Months’ Imprisonment,” by D. S., illustrated by Wallis 
Mackay (George Routledge and Sons )—Eighteen months !—and quite 
enough too—perhaps more than our readers would care to undergo. The 
book —we take the author’s word for it—‘ has no pretension to literary : 
merit.’’ Still, it may be read with interest. 

““The Bachelor’s Own Book ; or, the Progress of Mr. Lambkin ” 
(David Bruce and Son. Glasgow), —This is a reprint of a set of highly 
humorous eichings by the late George Cruikshank first published forty 
years ago. They are excellent examples of the work and talent of the 
great Caricaturist. 

‘* Two Blue Shoes” valse, by Mrs. Foster Barham (Mutrie and Sons). 
Just the sort of music to which “slippers” may safely and faultlessly 
make a valse step. 

‘* Mailed,’ English words by Henry S. Leigh; music by Ferdinand 
Gumbert ; ‘‘ No Name” and ‘* Over the Water,” both humorous songs, 
words and music by Henry S. Leigh (W. J. Wilcox and Co). Leigh’s 
part in these songs show all his peculiar power of producing easy, 
flowing, and humorous verse, and that his faculty for composing 
equally flowing and appropriate music was scarcely less. The songs 
possess additional interest in being almost the last of his works, having 
been published within a month of his lamented death, 


+ ate, 
aw, ea SF 
Rate oe 








The Original and only 
J Genuine produces delicious 
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Established 1837. 
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THE MASHER AT THE SEASIDE. 


First Boatman, —‘‘ WHAT’S THIS ’ERE A-COMING ALONG, BILL?” 
Second Boatman,—‘*‘ DUNNO. WOT’S HE GOT ROUND HIS N&CK TOO?” 
Third Boatman (contemptuously ).—‘* OH! I RECKON THAT’S A SOMMAT TO KREP HIS EAD UP ABOVE WaTER.” 














THE BLUNDBRBERRYS AT BRHAKFAST. 


‘‘No fish this morning?”’ said Mr. Blunderberry aggressively, as he 
tossed a piece of bacon with his fork upon the disb, and scowled re- 
proachfully at his better half. 

‘*No more fish enters this house,” replied Mrs. B., with a greater 
display of courage than was usual with her, ‘‘ The harm fish does, no- 
body knows.” 

‘*Mrs, Blunderberry, if you only had a row of capital letters down 
the back, and another up the front of your dress, you might make a 
first-rate double acrostic; but as a domestic riddle I give you up. In 
the name of the South Kensington Exhibition and the Westminster 
Aquarium, what fish do you mean?” 

‘*Greenwich !’’ sobbed Mrs. Blunderberry hysterically. 

‘* What do you know about Greenwich ?” asked her lord and master 
rather uneasily, conscious that two days before, when he was ‘‘ detained 
by important business in the City,” he had enjoyed himself very plea- 
santly at ‘‘ The Ship.” ‘* Have they refused to pass you for lieutenant 
at the Naval College? Has the Astronomer Royal declined to admit 
you into the Observatory as a heavenly body? If your head were only 
bright enough, and your train only long enough, you’re sufficiently 
erratic to be a comet.” 


putting mustard in her tea and sugar on her bacon, ‘‘I found the bill 
in your waistcoat- pocket, and you know what whitebait leads to.” 
**Cold punch,” murmured Mr Blunderberry guiltily. 

**It leads to Gladstone, Mr. Blunderberry; it leads to Chamberlain ; 
it leads to the Thingummy Club, and upsetting the Queen and her 


somebody else. To think at your time of life you should join those 
horrid men who want to overturn us all!” 

** Stuff and nonsense, Mrs. Blunderberry! What do you take me for? 
I never was a Whig.” 

‘*] know you never wear a wig, dear; but goodness knows what you 
may come to if you—you go in for whitebait and—and revolution.” 





‘* Whitebait — whitebait, Solomon!” sobbed Mrs. Blunderberry . 


throne, and taking away everything fram everybody, and giving it to | 





“Mrs, Blunderberry,” said her husband with solemn impressiveness, 
**you have fathomed a dark and deadly secret. I was at Greenwich 
last week. Iamamember of that caucus-ian mystery which strikes 
terror into the heart of the average Englishwoman. Listen! Next Fifth 
of November you will see me—if you dare to breathe another word upon 
the subject—carried through the streets of London, a mask upon my 
face, a bundle of matches in one hand, and a lantern in the other. You 
are the saviour of your country, Mrs. B, You only want a Britannia 
metal dish-cover from your pebble brooch to your waist-belt, and a tin 
saucepan over your fringe, to be a second Joan of Arc, A butter-knife 
and a ferocious expression would fit you up complete as another Char 
lotte Corday.” 

**Oh, Solomon !’’ wept Mrs. Blunderberry,. crying gently into the 
marmalade ; ‘‘then it is indeed worse than I thought—more terrible 
even than the papers said. There were women there! Oh, Solomon! 
And by the style of costume you describe—actresses!{ I wish I had 
never seen you! Grin-in-in-idge white-bub-bub-bait duck-uck-ling— 
and creatures Ugh! you ought to be ashamed of yourself!” 

** Mrs. mnacervens sire it not that you have really found out some- 
thing, you ought to have been a female detective. Fitted on a brass 
stand, you would only need a magnifying lense to be an extra-power mi- 
croscope, A bottle of ink and a ream of foolscap would fix you as the 
editor of a society journal, You know too much, Mrs, B.,—but, as it 
is possible sometimes to instruct even the best informed, I will take you 
down to Greenwich next Sunday, and you shall see for yourself the 
depth of iniquity to be found in a fish dinner.” 

** How good—how noble you are, Solomon!” 

‘*T am,” said Mr. Blunderberry, as be put on his hat, ‘It is the 
best way out of it,’’ he soliloquized as he trotted down the garden path. 
‘*T am not going to have that dinner thrown in my face every day fur a 


week.” 


‘* There ’ll be no occasion for me to speak to Chamberlain,” said Mrs 
Blunderberry to herself, ‘‘ and I can wear my blue bonnet with crushed 
strawberry trimming.” 
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SLASHHBS AND PUFFS. 

HE motive for the revival of Zhe Flowers o7 
the Forest at the Globe is not far to seek. 
Miss Harriet Jay having made a striking 
impression by her delightfully spontaneous 
and fresh performance of the Eton Boy in 
Lady Clare, it was but natural that she 
should look around for a somewhat similar 
part. In selecting Lemuel, the gipsy boy, 
in Buckstone’s old play, she would seem de- 
sirous of proving herself possessed of stronger 
powers than those sufficient to meet the 
demands of airy comedy. The part makes 
strong demands upon its exponent, and it is 
no less than due to Miss Jay to say that she 
comes through the ordeal very well indeed. 
The great scene where the boy, having con- 
fessed the murder, is dragged off by Cynthia, 
was played with an intensity which left no- 

ng to be desired; indeed, this scene was 





Tue Stanvarp.— Hux- 
MAN-AT-TEA ! thi 


so excellently played by all three ladies 
concerned—Miss Jay, Miss Clara Jecks, and Miss Ada Murray—as to 
rouse into genuine enthusiasm a house grown languid over a many-scened, 
defectively cast, and ill stage-managed piece. 


The piece as it stands has not the slightest chance, I should say, of 
proving permanently, or even for a short space, attractive. In spite of 
its well-conceived plot and clever situations, the old-fashioned nature of 
its dialogue, and the myriad scenes of its dreadful construction, are dead 
weights which there is no struggling against. Its humour is none the 
worse for being old-fashioned, though the modern interpolations stand 
out conspicuously, like new patches on an old garment, but its criminal 
procedure has all the 
wild originality pecu- ‘\ hi/) y 
liar to the stage. ferinc +7 
With a very little skil- | ' 
ful manipulation, 
what a thunderingly 
good modern play it 
would make, though! 





The quiet intensity 
of Mr. Charles Kelly’s 
Style is admirably 
suited to such a part 
as Ishmael, and he 
played it with earnest 
care; there was a 
curious stolidity about 
Mr. Arthur Buck- 
law’s Captain, which 
riveted the attention at once; Mr. Lawrence Cautley was indeed a 
cautley and precise young man, but his Alfred was not without flashes 
of promise all the same; Mr, H. E. Russell’s Kinchin appeared to me 
artificial ; there is a cheerily confident aspect about Mr. Percy: Bell al- 
ways, @ quietly apparent conviction (with no conceit about it) that what 
he is saying is really funny—it’s a foregone conclusion, you needn’t 
trouble yourself about it, it’s all right sort of air—which is quite infec- 
tious, and you catch yourself roaring with laughter, and thinking he’s 
saying dreadfully funny things, when really he's doing nothing of the 
sort, Ile made me quite ashamed of myself ever so often with his 
Cheap John. Miss Ada Murray played 
Cynthia very carefully and creditably, but, 
except in the scene already mentioned, with 
no very striking grasp of the part; Miss 
Leslie Bell made a very fair Lady Agnes, 
showing some command of emotional expres- 
sion, with the true ring in it ; but Miss Clara 
Jecks must be credited with a genuine suc- 
cess with Starlight Bess—a part ranging 
from the lightest of comedy to the strongest 
of tragedy. Most bright and pleasing in the 
early scenes, her acting in the later ones dis- 
played a truth and power upon the posses- 
sion of which she is to be heartily congratu- 
lated. There is nothing to be said of the 
rest of the cast but what is as well, or even 
better, left unsaid. 


Tue Giosg.—"‘ FLowgrs oF THE Forgst. 





Mr. Frank Harvey’s Wages of Sin, played 
by his Beatrice Company at the Standard and 
Sadler's Wells last year, is now taking a short run at the Olympic. I 
ion’t think I ca r anything to what I said last. It isa 


Tus Apg.rui.—" PLucx.’ 
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play put together with some skill and stage knowledge, as far as construc- 
tion and ‘‘ situation” go, of the class the necessary ingredients of which 
are a perfectly virtuous hero, a perfectly villanous villain, and a perfectly 
idiotic heroine, These plays are pretty certain of success if planted in 
the _— right 
spot, and 
duly embel- 
lished with 
a downtrod- 
den wife 
sewing for a 
bare living 
in the fami- 
liar damp- 
walled attic, 
a dying 
baby, a co- 
mic wicked 
person, a 
papa who 
steals the 
money 
meant for 
baby’s physic, &c., &c. Mr. Harvey’s company is well suited to its 
work, except that Mr. H. Bennett might be improved upon with some 
ease. Miss Charlotte Saunders is a tower of strength and a mine of 
genuine drollery, and Miss Annie Baldwin quite grasps all the points of 
the peculiarly weak-minded and illogical Ruth, though she plays part of 
the first act witha too rapid and expressionless monchalance. Miss Polly 
Hunter *‘ makes” her comicalities with considerable tact. Mr. Frank 
Harvey and Mr. J. Carter-Edwards are very goody and very naughty 
respectively, showing plenty of resource withal, and Miss Eyre Robson 
is a sufficiently amusing though not very artistic Juliana. 











Tue Savoy.—‘ EvE-HOLE-HANDY (11!) 5 OR THE PEER AND 
THE P&ER-EVE. 


If any one desires for a cooler this weather (and I suppose there is a 
fellow of that kind here and there) there’s a lovely panorama of the 
Arctic Regions at the Victoria Coffee Hall. It was painted by the late 
Clarkson Stanfield, R.A., and is said to be the best marine painting in 
existence—though who the man was who said such a big thing and what 
became of him afterwards is more than I can say. 


Mr. Thomas Thorne takes his benefit at the Vaudeville to-morrow 
(Thursday) night—shall look out for you there. 


Mr. Gospodin A. Lubimoff has put me in a difficulty. I am sure 
nothing will convince him (nor a large number of other honest people) 
that the tone of my remarks upon his performance of MVapcisse at the 
Vaudeville is not the result of resentment for personal inconvenience. 
But, though I consider it distinctly improper, and matter for strong 
condemnation, to invite persons who by their duty are compelled to 
accept the invitation, to a theatre on a tropical July afternoon (or any 
other time for that matter), and then provide them with no accommo: 
dation whatever, I as distinctly disclaim any feeling of injury in the 
matter. In the first place, one is enabled to go away—no light com- 
pensation, In the second, I know the circumstance arose on the occa- 
sion from no worse cause than the thoughtlessness of an unbusinesslike 
actor. And in the third, Mr. Lubimoff’s acting-manager, Mr. Louis 
Sabine, did all in the power of mortal man to induce the theatre to 
increase its seating capacity twofold, and obviate the inconvience, giving 
me, personally, an amount of attention which must have been a con- 
siderable tax upon him, and 
of which I am very sensible. 
Mr. Lubimoff, to my mind, 
showed no particular talent 
as an actor. His emotion 
was of the kind which is as 
troubled over a scratched 
finger as a broken heart; his 
delivery was irritatingly de- 
liberate, and often quite 
inaudible; his emphasis 
mostly wrong, and his idea 
of the character incorrect— 
the quiet bitterness of the 
cynic being quite lost. There 
was no variety in the per- 
formance, and except in the 





Tue Princess’s.—‘‘ AUNT CHARLOTTR’'S 
cases of Mr. E. F. Edgar MADE.” 


and Miss Florence Wade (it 

will be remembered I only saw the first act), there was nothing in ‘‘the 
support ’’ to relieve the dulness, It is right to say that Mr. Lubimoff 
| made up picturesquely, showed some not ungraceful action, and has a 





very fair command of English. NESTOR. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE Ep!Tor oF ‘' Fun.” 


S1r,—A well-earned bean-feast to the disgracefully over- 
worked printers of this journal, compelling us to go to press 
a day earlier than usual, prevents my knowing with exacti- 
tude whether my selection has come off first in the Cumber- 
land Plate. Iam morally certain that it is so, however, so 
allow me to triumphantly ask, ‘‘ Who sent you absolute first, 
bar none?” and proceed with my 


TIP FOR THE LIVERPOOL CUP, 


Before the lot is plainly seen 

A recent winner, Barcaldine 

(Which name, however, I opine, 

We should pronounce as Barcaldine) ; 
We may distrust and charge with guilt, 
But still we can’t resist, The Jilt ; 

Put on the Goggles, too, we may, 

And turn our trotters Boulevard way 


But far away from touts and grooms, 
We'll hasten where Whin-Blossom blooms, 
And eke the trusty cleric hope— 

’T is only they with Alban cope; 

But hear the Prophet cry ‘* Beware !” 
Amid them all pray have a care, 

There is an havock air about, 

And Havock is the horse, no doubt. 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Sir WILFRID.—If you so much object to water, why 
don’t you have your umbrella re-covered? Bets, however, 
are not recoverable by law. 

A CONTINUOUS SUPPORTER.—The horse started (vio- 
lently) at the long price (well knowing he wasn’t worth the 
money). 

FLAG-FALL.—(1) Yes. (2) When the wind is easterly. 
(3) We don’t know. (4) Purchase all our back numbers and 
see. (5) Sometimes. (6) In quarterly instalments. (7) See 
answer to ‘‘ WINKLE” (this answers ‘‘ JERUSALEM Pony”’). 
SARAH.—Although they pipe your nose, you needn’t pipe 
your eye. 

WINKLE.—“' Taken and off” means the bet was first 
taken, but subsequently rescinded or declared “‘ off.” 

Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 








*‘SEASIDE toilets,” says Myra, ‘‘are now made of che- 
uered zephyrs.” They, doubtless, look as nice as (z)ephyr, 
though one would think the material more suited for curtains 
or the wind-oh ! 
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A PRAISEWORTHY ACT. 


First Sporting Man.—'* Do WkLL AT NEWMARKET THE OTHER Day?” 
Second Sportine Man.—‘* NO; FIRST TIME I’VE BERN UNLUCKY FOR A 


LONG SPELL, 


TOOK TWO BAD ‘TENNERS;’ BUT THERE! I MUSTN'T 


COMPLAIN.” 

First S. M.—**Gor RID OF 'EM?” 

Second S. M.—* Y8s; AND IN AN HONEST, LEGITIMATE WAY, TOO, I 
SENT 'EM AS CONSCIENCE MONEY TO THE CHANCELLOR OF THE Bx- 
CHEQUER,” 








MOST GRATIFYING. 





THE paper to-day, we rejoice to say, 
Is full of extremely delightful news ; 
We ’ve chosen some items to render gay 
Perusers of widely divergent views : 


If one of our readers has lately been, 
As “witness,” exposed to our wags, 
And suffered from barristers’ causeless spleen, 
And left with bis character torn to rags, 


He'll chuckle with joy at the banquet laid 
For a prominent light of the English Bar, 
And the pretty and flattering speeches made, 
Will fill bim with sympathy nought can mar. 














To appetite-harbouring folks who find 

That eggs (as a favour) are fourpence each, 
While fowls are a luxury out of mind, 

And steak is an article out of reach, 


Who learn when they purchase their scanty ‘‘ grub ” 
That eating ’s a wild and insane expense, 

The dinner they had at the Cobden Club 
Must carry a comfort the most intense ! 


How pleasant to hear of the gain we reap, 
The fathomless blessing Free Trade bestows ! 
wr vy to hear that our food is cheap ! 
( t ** costly” may signify goodness knows 


—— 


Going, going! 

_ Mrs, Dewia S. PARNELL (mother of the M.P.) has announced her 
intention of selling the furniture and effects of the family residence, ‘‘ Iron- 
sides,” New Jersey. ‘* The sale,” it is said, “ will include all her pret- 
tiest and most valuable articles of furniture, paintings, books, dric-d- 
brac, &c." The lady’s manifesto is not without a touch of pathos. So 
perhaps Fon will be excused for ringing a short ‘*‘ par”’-(k)nell over the 
probable passing away of these articles from the Parnell ménag-. 











Mr. ALDERMAN MEAGHER, who was recently elected Lord Mayor 
of Dublin, and who is a strong Parnellite, will, it is said, be a candidate 
for Meath. If this gentleman resembles some Parnellites we could men- 
tion, it is to be hoped he will stand a Meagher chance of success ; though, 
doubtless, the Monaghan business will make him (M)eagher to try it. 
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‘* Oh, no, there's no mistake,” 
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said john Bull, “ what's this 
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said Nature; 
violent phenomena of other lands, and that you were doing what you could to alter it by making a submarine tunnel to connect your country with—eh 
a taste of the phenome: 


An earthquake | 
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JUST TO PLEASE HIM! 


See Reports of Earthquake in Cornwall.) 
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it was intended or you. You see, they told me that you were tired of living in an isolated country free from the 
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THE MASHER CANDIDATE OF THE FUTURE. 


WHEN WOMEN HAVE THEIR RIGHTS AND THEIR VOTES MR. GLADSTONE WILL INTRODUCE | \\ 
A SPECIAL “WOMAN’S CORRUPT PRACTICES” BILL. 
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THE MASHER CANDIDATH OF THH FUTURD. 
(See Cartoon.) 


WHEN Woman has the suffrage gain’d, 
And so become a voter, 

We wonder will she feel constrain’d 
To pose as a promoter 

Of lady-killing candidates ? 
Or, curbing her affections, 

Will she support old grim baldpates 
At General Elections? 


Will she prefer the pretty youth 
She thinks she’d like to marry, 

To one whose seekings after truth 
Undoubted weight would carry? 

Pout whilst the practised statesmen teach 
By words she views as snarling, 

But smile assent to the limp speech 
Of some curl’d scented darling ? 


Should she display such preference, 
She’d back the youth with dollars, 
Low, maybe, in intelligence, 
Though high in heels and collars: 
But, oh! we hope we ne’er may see 
The day—that worst of crashers !— 
When Parliament has come to be 
A company of Mashers! 























~— 





| 
! 











JULY 11, 1883. 


FUN. 








WARBLES OF THH WHBE. 
SeT TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 
No. 2.—A SONG WHICH GOES—WITHOUT AN AUTHOR. 
AIR—"' Love me little, love me long.” 


sie O matters right 
and matters 


wrong,” 
Goes the burden 
of my song ; 
Make the mix- 
ture hot and 
strong, 
Sweeten it to 
taste, 
Firstly, as it will 
befall, 


‘*Savages” at 
Albert Hall 
Make to-night a 
festive call, 
Thither let us 

haste, 

‘* Matters right 
and matters 
wrong,” 

Is the burden 
of my song, 
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There are funny people, lots ; 
But I think the greatest pots 
Search for Pharaoh’s chariots 
Underneath the sea, 
When our hats to Ince we doff, 
In for Hastings, none should scoff, 
No one can accuse us of 
Ince-sincerity. 
‘* Matters right and matters wrong,’ 
Is the burden of my song. 


Fight they ’ve had at Woolwich (sham) ; 
/wely’s captain couldn't bam- 
Boozle them, and glad I am 
They could find no flaw ; 
Blazed a fire, you understand, 
Well behaved the fireman band ; 
Rapid restoration and 
Cheers for Captain Shaw. 
‘* Matters right and matters wrong,” 
Is the burden of my song, 


So they had their little *‘ grub” 
At the wicked Cobden Club! 
Clemenceau? Ah, there’s the rub! 
What an awful thing! 
Eastbourne-wards have lately been 
England's future King and Queen, 
And their kindly deed, I ween, 
Is the last we sing 
Of ** matters right and matters wrong,’’— 
Hope you like our little song, 








Fun in Harnest. 


Few types of suffering humanity claim more of Mr, FoNn’s sympathy 
than the poor blind—perhaps because they flatter him by seeing all his 
jokes. At this golden season of the year, therefore, he asks his rich 
readers, who on sand and shingle are drinking in the cool fresh sea- 
breeze, or in country glades and gardens are basking in summer sun- 
shine, and revelling in the fragrance of the roses, to think a little of 
their many, many fellow-creatures, who, bearing in patience life-long 
darkness, yearn at this summer season for one day’s emancipation from 
the stifling courts and alleys, to exchange but for a few hours the hot 
flagstones for the cool springing grass, the din and clatter of the streets 
for the rustle of boughs and song of birds, Any who would cast a little 
light and gladness where there is much darkness and sorrow should 
communicate with Mr. J. T. Edmonds, Honorary Secretary, South 
London Association for Assisting the Blind, 15 Brixton Road, 8. W., or 
Mr. George Tozer, Honorary Treasurer, London and Westminster 
Bank, Westminster Bridge Road, who are organizing the annual excur- 
sion of this benevolent association. 





DEAF TO ALL WARNINGS,—The amateur mountain-ear. 





| We speak of Parliamentary Committees, 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMBS. 


BY THE * POWERS!” 

INQUIRER. Your visages are bright with a joyous confidence, O Rate- 
payers! The corners of your eyes are crinkled with lines of cunning 
anticipation. Your whole demeanour is as that of them who say in- 
wardly, ‘‘Ho! ho! Waita bit! We shall see!” 

RATEPAYERS, Such are indeed our feelings, For see, the neighbour- 
ing railway company is taking upon itself to run its engines along our 
pavements and round our back gardens. Already it has run over and 
slain all our domestic cats; it has ruined the new-laid gravel upon our 
garden-paths; it has cut up our grass and flower-beds ; and we do but 
wait until it shall have slain all our pet dogs, broken all our cucumber- 
frames, and pulverized all our slaveys while in the act of hanging out the | 
linen ; we say we do but wait until it shall have thus let itself in heavily, 
to exact a fearful and pecuniary compensation at the hands of the law, 
Hush, meanwhile !—do not warn the company—let them find it out ! 

* * * * - 


INQUIRER, Why is your confidence less joyous than heretofore, good 
Ratepayers? Why has your joy less confidence than of yore? The 
lines of cunning at your eye-corners are less crinkly. Yet all your pet 
dogs lie flattened upon their native pavements by the iron horse of the 
neighbouring railway company ; and your cucumber-frames are in atoms ; 
and all your slaveys have been cut off in the act of hanging out the linen; 
nay, in your hands I perceive the bags of money recovered as compensa- 
tion from the railway company 

RATEPAYERS, Alas! we hold, indeed, these bags of money, but it is 
our own money which we are bearing to the company to compensate 
them for their expenses involved in withdrawing their engines from our 
back gardens ; for we find that the Parliamentary Committee pave them 
a right to run round our back gardens, slay our cats, dogs, and slaveys, 
cut up our gravel and flower-beds, and smash our cucumber-frames, 
We are not so joyous as before, nor does that former feeling of cunning 
anticipation suffuse our bosoms. But we will wait; fora time will come 
when the company may inadvertently overstep even the elastic privileges 
of their Act of Parliament, and then Why, see, even as we oul a 
gang of labourers, sent by the company, arrive and proceed to make 
blow-holes in our dining-room floors, They cut a round hole in the Turkey 
carpet; they saw through the floor; they dig in the ground underneath ; 
and behold! a great column of black impenetrable smoke arises from 
the vitals of the earth and shuts the dinner from our view. We choke; 
we grow very ill; all our families grow very ill; our servants recover 
damages from us for illness; our furniture is ruined. No matter; we 
will appeal to the law, and exact from the company heavy and substan- 
tial——~— 

INQUIRER, Yet your manner is hardly so joyously confident as before, 

RATEPAYERS, Eh? No; we have learned more about Parliamentary 
Committees. 

* . + 


INQUIRER. This is indeed strange and sad! 


— 














* * 
You are in rags; and, 


by your ne thus at your boot-laces, I perceive that you are hungry. 
ormer well-to-do-ness ? 


Where is your 











RATEPAYERS, We had to compensate the railway company so heavily 
for making the blow-holes into our dining-rooms, that we have nothing 
left tous, We are dragging our weary steps to the company. 

INQUIRER. Ha! doubtless bent u some great revenge? 

RATEPAYERS, Hush, for pity’s sake! Not so; we do but seek the 
company to beg that we may not be seized to work as slaves upon the 
permanent way—for we find that the Parliamentary Committee has con- 
ferred upon them powers enabling them to take us, 

INQUIRER. But why do you not up and abolish——? 

RATEPAYERS. We intend to—— 

INQUIRER. What, railway companies? 

RATEPAYERS. Oh, no! 7Z%ey are not an absolutely unmitigated evil, 
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“HOW THE RICH LIVE;” 


By SHINY SEAMS anv HAL ’LOW! 
CHAPTER V. 


HAVE said that, it being a fashion- 
M able craze to obtain an engage- 
ment or give a matinée at a 
theatre, the rich have no option 
but to devote their energies for 
the time being to this object. 
The misery, degradation, and 
personal inconvenience this en- 
tails upon the inhabitants of 
Wealthyopolis will scarcely be 
credited. It is bad enough for 
those who succeed—the worry of 
competition, the necessity of 
cringing here, of flattering there, 
the fatigue of rehearsals, the auda- 
city of stage managers and pro- 
fessional actors who presume to 
press upon them ¢heyr ideas, the 
snubbings of the Press, and the 
laughter of unsympathetic pits 
and galleries—are the sad accom: 
paniments of their social triumph. 
But for those who fail, in addi- 
tion to the worst of these ills 
(rendered double misery by being trouble for nothing), there is the 
ignominy to be borne of being compelled to ‘‘take a back seat” in 
ociety, as well as the added horror of a moral compulsion to takea great 
many front seats (and sit in them /) at the performances of their more 
fortunate fellows. Ab, you middle and lower classes |—you who can sit 
in your shirt-sleeves this sweltering weather, or lie face upwards, or 
downwards at your happy choice, in St. James’s Park and sleep—do you 
ever think of the misfortunes of your richer brothers ? 

The theatrical manager is near enough to this class to see its trials, 
ind he does his best : he is tender-hearted, and puts as high a letting 
price upon his theatre and runs up the extras as much as he can, to lessen 
the pressure, The actors engaged to support the wealthy martyr follow 
his lead nobly. But nothing aids the unhappy herd; fashion goads them, 
and they must go forward. So the manager, who cannot arrange for 
more than one piece to be played at the same time, with a sigh lets his 
theatre for every afternoon to the earliest comer or the highest bidder, 

Notes of the various applications lie on the manager’s desk at his 
side. From these I copy, surreptitiously and without his kind permis- 
sion, the following :— 

1. Maria Stubbs. (Father retired soap-boiler.) Wants an engage- 
ment ; salary no object, and don’t mind small parts. Prefers burlesque. 
Figure short, but good; knees with slight inward inclination. Once 
played Red Riding-Hood’s Grandmother in a charade. 


2. Percy Stanley. Youngest son of an earl. At present at Eton, but 
desires a change. Saw Mr. 





A DANGEROUS YOUNG SPARK, 





3. The Dowager Duchess of Gretna Green, Has nine children, the 
youngest fifteen, Wants an engagement in the ballet. 

Here the manager snatches the notes from my hand, or I might mul- 
tiply instances, but enough has been shown to prove that there is no class 
of the rich to which this exacting incubus does not penetrate. 

But a lady is preferring her case to the ‘‘T’”’ meeting. She is accom: 
panied by a lad. A weird, Will-o’-the-Wisp, Huxley and Darwin, 
water-kelpie lad, with a head that expands and contracts and wobbles 
about like a half-filled balloon in a way that attracts attention at once, 

** You really must find a place for him, Mr. Grooves,” says the lady, 
‘* you really must ; the stage is the only place where he is not likely to 
set the Thames on fire.” 

‘* Set the Thames on fire ?”’ is the inquiring ejaculation of the manager. 

‘*Yes. Oh, he seems quite determined to do it, I assure you. He’s 
always getting boxes of matches and going to Kew or Richmond, or 
Marlow or Maidenhead (he comes back smelling dreadfully of tobacco, 
too). We have to watch him constantly. It was only the other day we 
found him in the 
Thames Subway with 
a freshly purchased 
box of vestas—a mo- 
ment later, and the 
river would have been 
in a blaze.” The 
manager, who is fully 
conscious of the im- 
portance of taking all 
precautions against 
fire, engages him as 
call-boy, and his mo- 
ther retires happy. 

But there is one 
phase of this fashion- 
able rush after all 
things theatrical—a 
rush which has raised 
‘‘the” profession from its days of ‘‘ roguery and vagabondage,” indeed, 
when it can boast the companionship of dukes and princes—which I have 
not yet touched upon. The fashionable who cannot get upon the stage 
itself shines with a lesser light if he knows all its slang and gossip, and 
above all if he becomes a regular ‘‘first-nighter.”” The most energetic 
followers of this aspect of the craze are the beings known as ‘‘ Dossy 
Chappies.” 

The ‘‘ Dossy Chappie”—"* dossy ” being itself theatrical slang, sig- 
nifying any painfully prettily got-up person—is the faultlessly dressed 
youth or middle-aged buck to be observed in theatres on all ‘‘ first nights,” 
or during the earlier weeks of a new piece. He is always spick and span, 
unwrinkled, and obtrusively suggestive of innumerable *‘ tubs,” Every- 
thing fits him beautifully. There is a legend of a ‘‘ Dossy Chappie” who 
was melted down and poured into his clothes, but I know this to be an 
untruth, because a ‘‘ Dossy Chappie” never melts—he is stiffness per- 
sonified, Whatever his pleasure—and he waxes languidly enthusiastic 

once in a while cver the 














** DOSSY CHAPPIES.’ 





Irving last holidays, Would 
like to play Much Ado; 
has never acted, but re- 
cited last ‘‘ Fourth,’”’ and 
doesn’t want more than 
twenty pounds a week, 
Wants Miss Ellen Terry to 
be engaged for Beatrice, 

3. Mrs. Smatter. Anx- 
ious to go on the stage, 
and wishes to give acouple 
of matinées, Will play Julia 
in Zhe Hunchback, and 
Constance in Zhe Love 
Chase. Wants good cast 
got out for these pieces, 
acting manager engaged, 
and Covent Garden sub- 
sidized. Will subsequently 
accept any subordinate part 
at a London theatre. 

4. Mr. Aspi Rant (pupi 
of Mr. Prosser Pong) wishes 
to play Hamlet on first 
vacantdate. Castand pre- 
liminaries arranged. Has 
played the part in private 
frequently to invited audi- 
ences (supper afterwards) 








Totties and Lotties of bur- 
lesque—whatever his phy- 
sical exertion—and he can 
quite well defend himself 
with nonchalant force in a 
street row—never a crease 
or stain appears upon his 
dazzling white collar and 
tie, his well-fitting swallow- 
tail and clinging nether 
garments, his shining shirtt- 
front and spotlessly white 
vest with crimson kerchief 
nestling between, his 
sweetly clocked socks and 
tapering pumps, His very 
language is a dialect of his 
own, What these ‘‘ Dossy 
Chappies” have to go 
through in their devotion to 
the popular fad no one can 
guess, — bad plays may 
weary and unruly pits may 
worry, but they mus iat- 
tend the ‘‘first night.” I’ve 
known them to sit up all 
night on the steps of the 
box office to secure seats 
till scarce a trace of their 











with much applause. In- 


tends adopting the stage. 





**dossiness’’ remains, and 
not muCh-happiness ! 
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Statesman and Farmer, 


Land states that the Marquis of Salisbury has turned farmer, and 
that he, as a rule, devotes two days a week to his new hobby, arranging 
all matters of detail, and, in point of fact, actively interesting himself in 
the real work of agriculture. 


I CRAVE your attention, O readers of Fun, 
Whate’er be your rank or your station— 

Yea, whether you ve riches, or whether you ‘ve none, 
Pray list to my little narration. 

There ’s a rumour abroad—it is true, I dare say— 
And I’m sure you'll agree that it’s charming ; 

'T is contained in the refrain I’ve put to this lay, 
‘*Lord Salisbury ’s taken to farming !” 








You ’ve heard of the marvellous marquis, no doubt, 
A peer who’s as wise as he’s gracious ; 

You ’re aware that his lordship knows what he’s about, 
And that he is also veracious ; 

You have seen how he sorrows o’er Gladstone and Bright, 
Asserting their falsehood ’s alarming ; 

Lo, this, then, is he who (if rumour be right) 
Has recently gone in for farming. 


Two days in each week does our precious pet peer 
(Who’s the foe of each Radical ‘‘ vulture ”) 

Go dibbling, and draining, and ploughing, we hear, 
Determined to learn agriculture ; | 

And he harrows his fields—(he Aas harrowed his foes— __—| 
These last, though, he seldom is harming), 

And the seeds both of turnips and troubles he sows, 
Now our great feudal fumer goes farming, 


He often in politics loses his head, 
And, in agonized tones of despair, crows ; 
But in farming his speeches won’t stand him in stead,— 
Though, perhaps, they might serve him as scarecrows ! 
This farming fad, maybe, will do him some good, 
Our New Cincinnatus disarming ;— 
Why, he e’en in the *‘ Lords’ may behave as he should 
When his satire is softened by farming ! 








AN evening paper asserts that the heavy ‘‘ bearskin ’’ worn 
by the Foot Guards is an admirable protection against a hot 
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sun. Ourcontemporary does not, of course, allude to ** cubs,” 
although they are certainly bear’s-kin. 


= 





Mr. A. DUNCOMBE is the Conservative candidate for the 
East Riding of Yorkshire. Weshould hardly think he would 
be popular, for few people like to see a Dun-come to their 





THE BOY WHO DIDN’T KNOW TOO MUCH. 


Mr. Brisket (concluding a diatribe against Education ).—*‘ WHAT I WANT 
TO KNOW, MRs, JUGGINS, IS—WHAT IS THERE THE Boys AN’ GELLS 
DON’T KNOW NOWADAYS?” 

Youthful Customer (interrupting conversation )-—‘' WHY, WE DON'T KNOW 
WOT THESE ’ERE RABBIT PIES IS MADE OF, GUV’NOR; AN P’R’APS IT’S 
places, AS WELL WE DON’T!” 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 
PRES Feudi, I sink your 
vife, vich is decease 
sistare, she vas hollow 
before she vas out of ze 
(stm. Ea EZ ' wood, Bien merci, ze 

HEADY} a “hae Duke of Marlborough and 
43 ZF ai, AEE ze Bishops in ze Lords vill 

not read ze Bill ze tree 
time 3 to read it two time 
€:; vas zey sink vonce two 
ie: much. I console Milors 
y Houghton and Bramvell 

ven I say to zem aat if ze 
vife vich is decease sis- 
tare cannot mate her 
brozzare - in-laws, it is, 
entendez, because zat she 
is check mate by ze 
Bishops. Entre nous, if 
I fall in love vit ze sistare 

of my vife, I sall take care marry ze sistare before my vife is decease. 

In ze Commons ve go in Supply vit ze Army Estimates, (I suggest 
ve should go in supply ze ice cream, and demand who vill have a 
coolare; but I am call to ordare.) // me semble ze vorst foe of ze 
English soldat is aujourd'hui, as in ze Crimea, ze red tape—Commissa- 
nat! Fotld lennemi! Captain Maxvell hope ze uniform of ze army 
vill be as much re(a)d as Fun, and I add I hope it vill be distingué by 
uniform efficiency, Milor Cecil is chapriné, parceque ze guns vich load 
at ze fantalon are not serve out. I catch ze Spikare in ze eye, and say 
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if zey are hard up for gun ze House can spare lots of small bores, re- 
gardant maintenant Randy and ce chér Bartletts. 

Juin 29me.—FPlusieurs noble lords are alarm at ze state of ze army. 
Milor Hertford desire return to long service. On ait, ze coloured 
sergeant (sans doute he is in var paint) say in vain to ze rustigue, a Ja ze 
Ghost to Hamlet, ‘‘’List, oh! ‘list!” Milor Morley say sings are like 
ze diable, zey are not aussé noir as zey are paint, 

Ze Commons are again on ze Practices vich are Corrupt. Ze candi- 
date must not send hire carriage for votares to get hire, c'est a dire, pilus 
haut in ze poll. Sir Fairplay move for Select Committee to report how 
ze Ministry can best deal vit education. I say deal it out to ze Radicals. 

Fuillet 2me.—Milor Derby sink ze Australians have not ze visdom of 
Solomon to desire annex his islands, 

In ze Commons ze Brazen Sir Thomas introduce me to jolly leetle 
party zat he say is ze Corqueror fresh from ze Battle of Hastings. I 
say “ Quel bonheur! Mr. Ince, it is, as your song say, years Ince last 
ve met.”” He sank me for zis Incere velcome, and demand vill I show 
him ze Ince and outs of Parliament? Zen Corrupt Practice: ze pidce de 
résistance is ze amendment of Truseful Thomas gw’s/ soit corrupt practice 
for Membare who have serve his country by giving up his seat to make 
vay for greater man to receive title vizin ies years. Ve sit till von of 
ze clock, vile Randy, Biggar, Lewis, ef ciz,, bait ze G. O. M. vit vat I 
sall call Truseful Tomfoolery. On dit, Healy is up again. 

Fuilla 3me.—Earl Granville tell ze Lords of ze second invasion of 
Egypt by an enemy f/us terrible que les Anglais, le choléra, Apres cela, 
ze noble lords go in Committee on ze Pawnbrokare Bill, and spout ver 
much of ze sings vich go up ze spout, 

Ze Commons are long time in Committee on ze Corrupt Practices, 
A propos ot Clause 15, vich say ze tap-room sall not de g/us be committee 
room, ze Tories sink ze claws too sharp. Maintenant, it is carry. 








GP To Corrzsronpants.—Thse Editor does not bind himself te achnowladge, yrturn, or pay for Contributions. lm mo cass will they be veturned wnless 
accompantid by «@ ttamped and directed envelope. 
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NOT A PEERLESS PUN. 


Seaside Swell, —** HAVE YOU HEARD THAT LITTLE JOKE OF MINE I MADE ABOUT THIS PLACE THE OTHER DAY, Miss DE BROWNE?” 

Ladies. —‘*‘OH, NO! WHAT WAS IT?” 

Seaside Swell, —‘'* Bet you,’ SAID I TO FRED HERE, ‘THAT BRIGHTON IS BETTER OFF FOR LEGISLATORS THAN MOST SBASIDE 
places.’ ‘How?’ saip HE. ‘Wuy,’ I REPLIED ALL IN A MOMENT, ‘IT NOT ONLY HAS MEMBERS OF PARLIAMENT, BUT Two 


PIRkS AS WELL.’ WASN’T BAD, WAS IT?” 


[Zhe Ladies do not seem greatly impressed. 








The Great Secesh. 
(ANY WHIG TO HIS COBDEN CLUB.) 


MESssRS, PRESIDENT and members, I’ve been watching long, and longing 
For a hint of some improvement in your character and line, 

Very loth to stir a finger lest by chance I should be wronging 
Your position in the realm by any overt act of mine. 


Members may gape, but the portals of their club should not be gapers, 
And I've seen them open slowly for the ingress of the Cad, 

I have seen them give admittance unto men who write for papers, 
I have seen them hail A. Arnold, and it only made me sad. 


Heathens hailing from dim regions which e’en Cockle’s has scarce 
coasted, 
Swore their trade in scalps and cowries they would never more protect, 
And we had to read their memoirs, and we had to have them toasted, 
Water more than toast they needed—not e’en then did I object. 


And I heard men twaddle Turkish as to what they’d lay a tax on, 
While ad valorem in Tartar was a theme that pleased me much ; 
And I only faintly hinted that though sweet in Anglo-Saxon, 
The ‘‘ most favoured country” question may pall slightly in Low Dutch. 
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And I saw the speeches lengthen, and I saw the dinners dwindle, 
But I stood my ground superbly (lunching well at half-past three), 
Knowing well that an example is required to fitly kindle 
Faith in man, a stout example of a county stock like me, 


But I could not stand this, Dilke; no, though the dinner came up hotter, 
And they timed the speakers sternly to ten minutes each or so; 

No, I put my foot down this time, I assure you, Mr. Potter; 
Chamberlain was bad, but, there, I draw the line at Clémenceau. 


One of those ill-shaven ranters against landlords and religion, 
Primed with nasty dry statistics, contradicting people flat, 

With a whole hive in his bonnet, and that bonnet red and Phrygian, 
Could a member for his county pass the salt to men like that? 


No; reluctantly I leave you ; I’m not ripe for execution, 
And I’ve taken information, and I know what this move means: 


| When a Frenchman is a doctor with a taste for revolution, 


If he doesn’t turn round sauces, he will turn out guillotines, 





SLEIGHT OF HAND EXTRAORDINARY.—Turning a Church into an 
Archbishop. 











Make writing a luxury and delight. 


|JohnHeath's| 
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Here's an ornithological fishing match, 

Each competitor's having a tidy ‘‘ catch ;” 

But some one's had wisdom to (w)ring their necks, 
Lest they swallow each prize, and their umpire vex. 





These rings keep the birds from devouring the fish, 
(As our London “* Ring” kept such food from our dish), 
And the Pelican Umpire with glee looks on, 
Intending to feed on the lot anon, 





Thus that pelican, look you, nearer viewed, 
Resembles the folks of the Hillingsgate brood : 
He'd let others crave food, and trom want fall ill, 
So long as big profits 47s pouch shall fill ! 
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THH BLUNDERBHERRYS AT BRHAKFAST. 


“HURRAY!” cried Mr. Blunderberry, ‘‘beaten—floored—dished !”’ 
and he banged the table with his open hand, upset the bread and butter 
on to the carpet, and lifted the cover from the broiled haddock. 

*‘ Good gracious, Solomon !’’ exclaimed the wife of his bosom, ‘‘how 
you startle one, What has happened?” 

‘* You ’ve lost it, ma’am ; lost it by sixteen votes! You haven’t got 
it! You shan’t have it! You can’t have it! Never—never!”’ 

‘* Goodness gracious, what have I lost?’’ asked Mrs, Blunderberry, 
rummaging her pockets. ‘‘ I dropped the keys the day before yesterday, 
but I found them in the afternoon, And here’s my pocket-handkerchief, 
and here’s my memorandum-book, and here ’s——”’ 

‘* Tut, tut, woman !—the franchise—do you hear me ?—the franchise 
‘* ut I don’t want any,” said Mrs. Blunderberry, witha sigh of relief. 
‘‘ Think the franchise is something you buy by the pound like cheese, 
or the basket like strawberries? Think costermongers bring the fran- 
chise round in a barrow and change it for old clothes?” 

‘*No, no, Solomon! of course not, I know better than that ; but you 
are so sharp, and catch one up at every word. I meant to say I didn’t 
care for one,” 

‘‘ Ah, now I understand,” replied her lord and master: ‘‘ you knew 
all the time that the franchise was a self-adjusting corset. Didn't you? 
Unless perhaps your inner consciousness revealed to you the truth that 
it was a blue bonnet with crushed strawberry trimming. You saw the 
franchise in a shop window in Bond Street, and sighed and looked, and 
sighed and looked, and sighed and looked again. Then you asked the 
price, and said, ‘No, thank you, I don’t want one.’ Oh, no!” and 
Mr. Blunderberry growled savagely at his egg; ‘‘oh, no! you don’t want 
one! If you had one you’d have a glass case made for it and a velvet 
stand, and you’d put it in your cabinet of curiosities. You'd know what 
to do with the franchise if the House of Commons gave it you!” 

‘* But, Solomon,”’ said Mrs. Blunderberry, a ray of intelligence illumi- 
nating her face, ‘‘ but, Solomon, I really am not so ignorant as you sup- 
pose. I do know what the franchise is.” 
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‘Well, ma’am—well? Whatisit? Do not keep your anxious 
husband longer in suspense than is absolutely necessary. Instruct your 
marital Blunderberry, Acquaint him with full particulars.” 


Mrs. Blunderberry, absent-minded, poured the cream into the cruet- 
stand as she answered, deliberately, ‘‘ The franchise is a thing-———” 

‘* Very good,” interjaculated her husband, ‘‘ go on,” 

‘*The franchise is a thing which goes about the country at election- 
time, and—and—gets extended.” 

‘* By Jove, Mrs. B. !” exclaimed her husband, making a savage on- 
slaught on the butter. ‘‘ By Jove, ma’am! considering your power of 
definition, if you would only swell yourself to the necessary dimensions, 
and bind yourself in half-calf, you’d be a dictionary. If you’d consent 
to become a political catechism, no Member of Parliament would be 
complete without you. If you'd arrange yourself alphabetically on 
shelves, you'd be the finest reference library in the kingdom, But, 
Mrs. Blunderberry, as the wife of so insignificant a man as myself you 
are wasted—absolutely wasted.” 

ms Solomon, dear, don’t be so impatient. Tell me what the franchise 

is. 
‘* Madam, a man who is presumably unblessed with such a treasure of 
a wife as I possess, lately proposed in the House of Commons to extend 
the franchise to your sex, which is what is denominated ‘female suf- 
frage.’ 

**Oh, Solomon, as if we poor women did not suffer enough without 
any more suffrage! If we women only had votes we'd soon put things 
on a different footing. Take your nasty franchise if it’s to give us more 
suffrage ; we don’t want it.” 

** Mrs, Blunderberry, I quite agree with you. You don’/ want it; and 
what is more, you won't have it.” And proud of his rejoinder, as he 
chuckled to himself, Mr. Blunderberry walked down to meet his omnibus 
a good three inches taller in his own estimation than Providence had 
made him. 

** Why haven't we poor women got votes?” sighed Mrs, Blunderberry 


sadly, as she watched him through the garden gate. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


» ONSIDERING that Miss Florence St. 
John and her comrades of the regular 
Avenue Theatre company will be up 
and away to the provinces long ere 
words of mine now written can reach 
the reader’s eye, it savours at the first 
blush somewhat of supererogation to 
notice the performance of Barbe. Bleue, 
now superseded by Mr, Willie Edouin 
and his merry troupe. But the pro- 
duction was so good in most respects, 
and proved so a'tractive, that I should 
think it very likely to see the light again 
on the company’s return to town in 
January, and before the production of 
Tua Avenug.—BOouLOTTE, STRUCK La Princesse el Canaries—at any 

WITH A SAPHIRE, PREPARES To fate, if words of mine can conduce to 

STRIKE HIM WITH ANOTHER that result, as well as induce any one 

STONE. to go and see it who has not already 






done so, why—there they are ! 


The piece has not been played in London for some time, and is prac- 
tically a novelty. There is more strength and burlesque meaning in its 
music than is to be found in most later works of the kind; its story has 


‘some point, and if the late Mr. Kenny’s verse is not distinguished for 


over-reverence for rhyme, it is at least intelligible. My recollections of 
its first production in England—something like eighteen years ago—are 
rather dim, but I can just call to mind seeing it performed at the 
Olympic, where it followed 7/2 Lady of Lyons, with Miss Kate Terry 
and Mr, 
Henry Ne- 
ville in the 
principal 
parts, I for- 
get who 
played Bou- 
lotte, and : 
my only re- y, 
membrance / : 
of Blue Me y 

Seardisthat -subi 
she spoke--I 


don't know I br 
why — with 


oe 4h t/F , 
\ Ma i} : 4) 
an Irish ac- i ‘i \ sh, 


cent; but Lo que Avenue.—From Frower-Girt To Princess; Lire 1s 
have a dis- ALL A LOTTIE-RY. 

tinct recol- 

lection of Atkins as a very funny Popolani, and Miss Nelly Farren as a 
sprightly Count Oscar (transformed for the nonce—again, I don’t know 
why—into a policeman); and poor Amy Sheridan’s tall graceful figure 
and expressionless style rises, in my mind’s eye, with all the vividness of 
reality. I think there was a Miss Galton in it too, but I don’t know 
where. Schneider was the next to play it (in the original French) ; and 
Miss Emily Soldene and the late Miss Julia Matthews afterwards ap- 
peared in English versions, 








In those very old days they didn’t cast pieces quite so strongly as they 
do now—at any rate, not often—and the 
Avenue cast was so exceptionally strong, 
that it might occasionally raise thoughts of 
talent wasted ; but, there, one is never satis- 
fied! Miss Florence St. John’s performance 
will compare favourably with any of her 
predecessors in the part (of whom Schneider 
was incomparably the worst as a singer) that 
I remember—there is nothing very new to be 
said of her voice, it is pretty well in the 
zenith of its sweetness, fulness, and richness 
I suppose, and her method is simply delight- 
ful; but her acting improves with every new 
part she undertakes, and though she is still 
rather soon at the end of her resources in that 
respect, there is a hearty earnestness and in- 
terest in her work displayed, which is very 
refreshing to witness. 





Tun Avenug.—M. Marvuis 
Brug Bgarp says, 


“READY TO MARRY-US _ Mons. Marius is an inimitable Popolani. 
pense | I'he resuscitation scene was extremely droll, 
particularly the imitation of a photographic 

perator; and the solemn dignity of his “‘ farewell” business with Oscar 
t act was the height of artistic bu: e absurdity. Mr. H 











thar 


Bracy sang a3 sweetly and acted as tamely as is the wont of bouffe tenors ; 


Mr, Arthur Williams made some fun out of the rather epicene part of 
Prince Saphire; Mr. 


T. G. Warren’s sing- 
ing (and, indeed, act- 
ing, as far as it was 
called for) gave pro- 
minence to the part 
of Count Oscar; and 
Mr. J. J. Dallas's 
performance of King 
Bobéche was another 
proof of what can be 
done with slight ma- 
terials bya thoroughly 
good comedian. Miss 
Maria Davis did good 
and __individualized 
service as Queen 
Clementina ; and 
Miss Lottie Venne 
was as quaint, perky, 





THe AVENU2.—BOULOTT# DETERMINES NUP TO BE 
BOULOTTED OUT. 


and sparklingly amusing as she always is. 


The dull time has come upon us. Drury Lane closed on Saturday, 
to reopen on the 4th of next month with Messrs, Fawcett Rowe and 
Augustus Harris’s new drama—with all Harrisian glories to Fawcett into 
favour, The Adelphi is closed, to open again any moment with 7%e 
Streets of London, with Badger to warn us—or Warner to Badger us, 
whichever you prefer. The Lyceum closes on the 28th, and knows 
Irving and Co. no longer for awhile ; but Miss Mary Anderson, as Par- 
thenia in /ngomar, starts it into life again on 
the Ist of September; on which same date 
the Folies Dramatiques also reopens its sud- 
denly-closed doors (its doors are always sud- 
denly closing—it’s a wonder people's fingers 
are not pinched !), The Princess’s is closed 
for a five weeks’ holiday, re-presenting the 
Silver King on the 18th prox. The St. 
James’s closes on Friday, and opens again — 
a decided gain—on the 17th of September 
with a new piece called /smeralda, by Mrs. 
Burnette and Mr. Gillette. The Court and 
Globe are closed. Toole’s also is closed, 
and will remain so until the 26th, when the 
late T, W. Robertson’s AZ. P. will be revived 
there by a ‘‘summer company.” Summer 
companies also disport themselves at the 
Gaiety, Olympic, Vaudeville, and Avenue, 
only the Haymarket, Strand, Savoy, Co- aa AVENUE. — Barpe- 
medy, and Royalty pursuing (for the present) <2 lea a TB 


. 3LEUR-D AND Barse- 
the even tenour of their way. ARITY. 





Mrs. Herbert Purvis (#¢ée Florence Sedley) will reappear in London 
shortly at a matinée, This will be welcome, for we haven’t had any 
matiné:s lately, and, of course, we miss them Sedley. 


Saturday next is the date fixed for the Adelphi mazinée in aid of the 
Royal College of Music. A concert and a new three-act play will con- 
stitute the programme, and no doubt it will be found a strong constitu- 
tion, 


Mr. G. H. Mac- 
dermott has written 
a play, and Messrs. 
Holt and Wilmot 
have bought it. It 
is called Aacing, in 
Eight Furlongs, and 
is to follow Miss 
Minnie Palmer, the 
little American lady 
who has created such 
a sensation in the 
provinces, at the 
Grand, at Islington, 
in October. More 
Racine after her. Let 
us hope that acing 
will have a good run. 





THe AVENUE.—THE SILENT ToMB AND THE 
GALVA-NIZE! 





Mr. J. H. Barnes will play Ingomar to Miss Mary Anderson’s Par- | 
Lat th yceun NESTO! | 
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Society Sempstresses. 
‘‘Among young ladies of the highest social position it has become 
fashionable to take lessons in dressmaking." —/Veekly Paper. 


FASHIONABLE DAMSELS, /og. : 


Oor sphere, you ’ll agree, is considered alluring, 
Yet at times our ewnui is beyond all enduring ; 
Our amusements are few, don’t you see? so fresh ones we aim 
at procuring. 
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Of late 't was the rage with some ladies of fashion 
To go on the stage, or to show High Art ‘‘ passion ;”’ 
But we’ve found out a ‘‘ fad,” we engage, which we needn’t 
expend so much cash on. 


And this lately-found freak soothes awhile our distresses, 
’T is a pastime unique, which each wealthy girl blesses ; 
We play at »odistes, so to speak ; for we're learning to make 

our own dresses ! 


Yes! lessons we take both in cutting and sewing, 
And “‘ flounces”’ we make in a manner quite knowing ; 
And though sometimes our needles we break, we are daily in 
cleverness growing. 
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It’s such fun, you can’t tell, to ‘fit’? and to measure, 
And to *‘run,” ‘‘ tack,” and ‘‘ fell” is to ws a new pleasure ; 
And in ‘‘piping” and ‘‘ruching” as well we have lessons | 
whene’er we ’ve the leisure. 





Oh! we ‘‘kilt” and we ‘‘gore’”—all the dressmakers 

beating — 
And we do so adore making ‘‘tabs” and ‘‘ box-pleating ;”’ 
It isn’t (at present) a bore, though no doubt, like most plea- | 
sures, ’t is fleeting. | 


Those who livelihood earn at this costume employment 
With envy will burn when they see our enjoyment ; 

But why should they show such concern? Their anger is | 
but to annoy meant, 


Still, our skill we will try, though the dressmakers wrangle, | 
Till fresh whims by-and-bye shall our fancies entangle ; 

To be laundresses, soon we may sigh, or perhaps start an 
amateur mangle ! 








To be taken Cum Grey-no(se) salis ? 


Tunnel scheme comes the report that a French engineer kindly 
proposes to build a bridge across the Channel, from Cape 
Grisnez to Folkestone. What an ‘‘arch” offer! Mustn’t he 
fancy we re green-eh? HIM,” 
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A REASON FOR EVERYTHING. 


First Sub.—“I say, OLD CHAP, YCU’LL BE GETTING INTO TROUBLE 
_ WITH THAT DoG oF yours, HE BIT ONE OF THE MEN CROSSING THE 
SIDE by side with the news of the rejection of the Channel BARRACK SQUARE YESTERDAY.” 

Second Sub,—‘* DON’T BELIEV# IT! Ov, IF HR DID, THE MAN MuSC 
HAVE BEEN RUNNING, OR WHISTLING, OR SWINGING HIS ARMS, OR 
BLOWING HIS NOSE, OR DOING SOMETHING OR ANOTHER TO PROVOKE 
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THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 
URSDAYS, ze 5 of July.— 


L ff Milor Carrington inform 





ze House of Lord ze Local 
Government Board go for 
to alter ze inspection of ze 
childs of ze house vich 
vork, vich are Local 
Government Board and 
lodginged out. Zare vill 
be grand ‘inspection of 
infantry,” but in not under 
arms, Zare is great row 
vezzare ze public should 
go-- be sometime shut out of 
—° ze Criminal Courts. Ze 
House decide gue oui. In 
ze Commons ze Member 
for I demand if convoy of 
arms to ze Ameer of Afgha- 
nistan have been collare by 
ze Afridees, Mr. J. K. Cross (ze Member for I vould make any von cross) 
reply zat ze camard is A-mere invention. mcore Corrupt Practices. 
Friday (ma foi! zis vas presque roasting day).—Lord Truro shine up 
a kick because zare is too much flog in India. Ze Earl of Kimberley, 
tres poliment, tell Lord Truro he is not true but soft roe—ze cat vit 
nine lives and tails is more scarce in India. Ze Earl of Forbes move 
for return of hours of vork on ze chemin de fer. Ze motion is vizdraw ; 
mats u semble, ze vorkers on ze lines have to put up vit lines vich are 
ver hard. In ze Commons Mr. Mason, who must be ver’ free mason, 





desire to extend ze franchise au. dames, I say Quoi, cerlainment! vy, 
certainlys! At ze next election ze charmante Mees Jollidogue vill plump 
(guzl bonheur! how she is plump alreadys) for me. Mais, c'est perdu ze 
motion, maintenant, only by 130 vers 114, 

Monday.—FEarl Derby is call over ze coal by Milor Stanley of 
Alderley, ze Archbishop who Cantbury, and ze Duc of Buckle who far- 
ccgue ze Church of England is not maintain in Hong Kony by ze 
‘* Heazen Chinee.” Zare is great shindies ovare ze Militia. //usteurs 
noble lords say it is too short, ozzares gue mom. I say it is generally 
about five feet nozzink. Ze Commons resolve if Mr. Bradlaugh call to 
see zem, as invited by himself, he sall have ze key of ze street. Ze 
Great Big Bill porte le deuil et se /amente for ze leetle Bills vich have zis 
Session been sacrifice, like felits chiens, before zey have seen ze light. 
Ze espeech of ze Grand Young Man, Mr. Herbert Gladstone, at Acton, 
have disturb Tottenham—zat is, ze Colonel. Vorse zan all, Gladstone 
pere vill not espank ze young maraud, but pat him back. 

Tuesday.—Milor Stanley desire papers regarding ze court-martial on 
Price, marin of ze Triumph ; mais Lord Norsbrook vill not supply zem 
at any price. Milor Derby, ven Colonial Navies are sur /e tapts, avec 
naiveié, sink zey sould keep on going to do vizout zem. Ze Kadicals 
are /owjours pitching into ze House of Lords, and I am not surprise to 
tear in ze Commons zat ze pier of Pimlico is to be remove. Mr, 
Chaplin move to make ze Government look sharp after ze Deceased 
Vile Sistare—pardon! 7e va dire—ze live cattle, vich is decease, I sall 
mean disease. Ze House go home vit ze milk in ze morning. 

Vennisday.— He suis ravi dapprendre zat oil is pour on ze trouble 
vatare of ze sveet vatare of ze Suez Canal, and zat ze directors sing vit 
M. de Lesseps, ‘‘ Come along, come along, have annozzare!” ‘e suis 
tres chagriné, gue mon compatriote l’amiral Francais have explode so 
much mad gas in Madagascar. 
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the builder, and disappeared. 
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** Hullo, Mr. Shipbuilder,” said Father Time; 
ve left great holes in her—forgotten a lot of plates,” said Time. 
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‘fin a bit of a hurry?” 


ier right on to that iceberg.” 
whatever happens—time 's money. 


‘*Got to beat you,” panted the shipbuilder; ‘‘must launch her within the next two 
Must launch her—owner can’t wait,’ puffed 
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AGAINST TIME. 





‘Dont matter—can’'t help it. 


**Can't help that,” said the 
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WESTMINSTER WIMBLEDON. 


SHOOTING AT THE RUNNING DEAR OLD 

































WESTMINSTER WIMBLEDON. 


(See Cartoon.) 


RIFLE-SHOOTING as a sport 
Popular doth now appear, 
And a most enticing sort 
Offers in the Running Deer: 
When the iron-plated creature, 
Rigidly correct in feature, 
Down its sloping rails they launch, 
Swift the leaden bullet hisses, 
And it either hits or misses— 
Sometimes landing on the haunch. 


Similar in various ways 
Is the independent plan 
Whereby politicians blaze 
At the Running Dear Old Man: 
For when he performs his duties, 
Some one certain sure to shoot is 
At his form with might and main ; 
Whether, too, they miss or pot him, 
Still they find they’ve never got him, 
Since he’s game to run again. 
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WARBLES OF THH WEEK. 


SeT TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 
No. 3.—A SONG WHICH GOES—TO A TUNE IN “‘ THE RIVAL SOLDIERS.’ 
AIR—** 4 Gless is Good,”" 


H, the fost is 
good, and the 
News is good, 

And the 7Zée/e’s 
a bird of a 
feather ; 

The TZimes is 
good, and the 


Standard’s 
good— 

And they ’re all 
good papers 
together. 

A Neptune is 
good trom 
Norway to 
sail, 


With Captain— 
that’s John- 
son—in it. 

The boat was 
good, for it 
weathered a 


gale 











Which threatened it every minute, 
y 


Oh, the /ost is good, and the Mzws is good, &c. 


Oh, the actor’s good, but the dinner was bad 
(Here’s wishing him luck with the Yankees) ; 
St. George’s, Bloomsbury,’s good, my lad, 
And a ground for many thank ’ees. 
Oh, Sheridan's good when there’s ill to do, 
He’s good at the blustering antic ; 
His courage is good, and belligerent too, — 
A good way across the Atlantic. 
Oh, the /vs/ is good, and the News is good, &c. 


Oh, Wimbledon ’s good, and Henley is good, 
And ‘‘ Lord’s”” must be good for the batter, 
For ‘‘ Players’ and ‘‘ Gents’’ soon proved that they cuuld 
Kun up a big score at the latter. 
A nurse is good, and a cross is kind, 
The more if Her Majesty gives it. 
Captain Webb is good, but don’t seem inclined 
To value his life, though he lives it. 
Oh, the 7s! is good, and the News is good, &e. 


James Carey ’s a good way off by this time, 
We think he’s escaped rather lightly. 
Committees are good—they are even sublime— 
And ‘‘ blow-holes”’ are vastly unsightly, 
A strike is good, for nothing, I ween, 
But hardship to David or Dann’! ; 
And a rail is good (as a joke, I mean), 
That thinks about crossing the Channel ! 
Oh, the Fost is good, and the /Vews is good. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe Epitor oF ‘‘ Fon,” 

S1r,-—Have you yet recovered from the wild burst of chagrined sur- 
prise that swept through your envious being when you discovered that I 
was ‘‘all there” over the Liverpool Cup?* Has the jaundiced hue yet 
departed from your mean-spirited visage? and how is it that you do not 
return my I.0.U., although I sent you the fiver I owed you—No, 
- 17093, June the 12th, as any thought-reader will tell you—more than 
a week ago? 

Goodwood is the next thing on the cards, but I haven’t a word to say 
about it till next week, when I will give unlimited tips—correct, incorrect, 
and neither one thing or the other. 

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

ENQUIRER.—You cannot recover, especially if, as you say, the thief 
has bolted with the bed-clothe 


R.A.—You draw your st 


ake (use an HB). 
Yours, &c., TROPHONIL 


hor r 
«t x“ ‘ x 





THH STRIKH IN THE IRON TRADHE. 
REMARKADLE& FORESIGHT IN THE POLIC® AUTHORITIES! 
FULL ACCOUNT OF THRE ARRANGEMENTS, 


IT may not be generally known that the present strike in the iron 
trades was foreseen, and prepared against, some weeks before its occur- 
rence; and this accounts for the otherwise marvellous promptitude with 
which the One Policeman was thrown upon the scene of action at the 
very first outbreak. 

Several weeks ago the first steps in the matter were taken by the 

authorities : a general competition in strength was ordered to take place 
among the members of the police force throughout the country, the re- 
sult being the selection of twenty promising officers to compete in the 
final. 
The training of the twenty was somewhat severe, and our special re- 
presentative was graciously permitted to witness the progress from day 
to day. The course of training required a total abstinence from sleep 
(even with one eye open), the c »nsumption of twenty-five large raw steaks 
per day, a combat every two hours by each candidate pitted against fifty 
roughs armed with brickba's, and other exercises. 

The ‘‘disabled”’ exercises were particularly interesting: for these a 
constable would first be carefully prepared by the surgeon by having his 
legs, arms, and head broken, and his eyes bunged up; and in this con- 
dition he would be deprived of his staff and required to engage in an 
encounter with ten roughs armed with sticks and thick boots. This 
phase of the training was said to be one of the severest of the ordeals ; 


and, indeed, this was proved by no less than seven out of the twenty | 
chosen competitors being compelled to retire in consequence of its telling | 
The competitors were also trained in | 
heat-enduring, this being considered necessary in consequence of the| 


severely upon their constitutions. 


handiness of the puddling furnaces for throwing an opponent into at the 

scene of expected action. Each constable was required to sit on a well- 
made-up kitchen fire for one hour daily, 
Later, 

OUTBREAK OF VIOLENCE—PROMPT ARRIVAL OF THE POLICEMAN. 

As our readers will already have read in the daily papers, the twenty 


thousand rioters who marched from Oldbury were at once intercepted by | 


The Policeman. ‘The promptness of the authorities in this matter can- 
not be too highly commended Weare informed that special trains had 
been engaged a week before, and stood ready to pour The Policeman, 
at a moment's noticc, upon the scene of action, wherever it might 
happen to be, 

FORTHER ACTION—THE POLICEMAN TRIUMPHANT. 

The rioters, to the number of twenty thousand, marched to-day to 
attack the ironworks of Messrs. Puddle and Barr, but were successfully 
foiled and restrained by The Policeman, who, having received a warning 
of their intended doings, at once proceeded to remove the ironworks to 
a p'ace of comparative safety. Being unable to ob‘ain assistance, he 
performed the whole of this work unaided, the puddling furnaces giving 
him no little trouble to carry them. After this he proceeded to take up 
2) advantegeous position on the road, and await the rioters. 





fter much exertion he succeeded in surrounding the mob, which 
then dispersed. 
LATEST PARTICULARS—]EOPARDY OF THR POLICEMAN, 


The Policeman was placed to-day in a position of some jeopardy. 
Hlaving expected to encounter only some twenty or twenty-five thousand 
of the rioters, he had left his staff at home, and was thus somewhat at a 
disadvantage, when a mob of some fifty or sixty thousand made its appear- 
ance. The irritation of the mob at having been previously baffled by 
The Policeman was intense, and showed itself in a thick hail of bricks 
and large stones. The Policeman, having had all his limbs broken, 
was, after a desperate struggle, tripped up, thrown into a furnace, put 
through the rolls, hammered with the steam-hammer, and otherwise 
severely handled. 
stand the treatment. The mob were at length compelled to retire. The 
Policeman has made no arrests. 


st 














His preparatory training alone enabled him to with- | 


' 
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“HOW THE RICH LIVE:” 


By SHINY SEAMS anp HAL ‘LOW! 

CHAPTER VI. 
3 URNING to my notes, I see I still 
' have the theatrical subject to deal 


with, I seem to experience 
some difficulty, indeed, in get- 








ting away from it, but the craze 
is so thoroughly eaten intosociety, 
it makes such constant and cruel 
demands upon the time and at- 
tention of the rich, and it is the 
cause of so much of the misery 
they endure, that I should be un- 
tue to the object of these papers 
were I to spare myself or my 
readers one iota of the horrible 
details that make the rich man’s 
life a misery, and himself an ob- 
ject of compassion to all the truly 
venevolent. It is not only that 
his time and attention are sub- 
jected to so severe a strain, but 
the object itself is so ridiculous, 
trivial, and unsatisfying. The 
theatre is all very well in its 
right place (which seems to be 
somewhere about the Strand by financial evidence), but that it shculd 
absorb all the thoughts and most of the time of a vast and important 
majority of the community is as patent an absurdity as the endeavour of 
the frog to assume the proportions of the bull, and, let us hope, will 
have the same end, But Fashion has thrown her egis over the lunzcy 
for the moment, and opposition is frozen into silence! 

There are not wanting those who believe the case of the present gene- 
ration incapable of remedy. ‘The fever has entered into their blood, and 
if you gave them means of emancipation to-morrow they would rig up 
stages in their drawing-rooms or back gardens, offering their neighbours 
small parts as compensation for disturbance. But Iam not one of these 
hopeless ones ; already there are not wanting signs of amelioration ; the 
constant matinée has done much, and there are chances that the craze, 
by its very stupendousness, will grow a common thing, and cease to be 
peculiar ; and Fashion recoils from commonness and unpeculiarity. 

But, meantime, the madness lives and flourishes, and, among other 
things, they have established a school for its propagation. This school 
may do good never intended, not only by conducing to the commonness 
I have spoken of, but by giving young people a ‘‘sickener ” of the thing 
to begin with. It is a visit to this school which is to occupy our atten- 
tion this week. 

Our first selection is a common enough type. This young lady will 
develop into that (in every sense) indifferent actress who, with expres- 
sionless eye, immobile face, and metallic voice, remarks — simply 
remarks—‘‘ Oh, horror—all is lost! Nothing remains for me but the 
grave!” and retires with cheerfulness. 

Very different is the bright-eyed little lady next to her. This is a born 
actress: she made play with her eyes in her cradle and behind her rattle, 
just as she does now behind her fan. If society had never thought of 
theatrical matters, she would still have acted all through her life. She 
is always posing prettily, assuming airs of innocence, of shocked sur- 
prise, of heartfelt concern, which cannot possibly be real. She is ready 
to play any part on the shortest notice—the sympathizing friend, the 
innocent romp, the demure maiden—in short, as my collaborator sug- 
gests, she is ‘‘a good study.” 

‘* And your granny teaches you now?”’ says the kind instructress, as 
I finish my notes. 

‘Yes, teacher; and when I grow up, I’m going to teach granny— 
to suck eggs.” 

So may it be! 

There are a lot of pretty girls in the room, and my companion spends 
very much more time in taking sketches than I think necessary; but 
I can't get him to come away, even by endeavouring to distract the 
young ladies’ attention from him to myself. We, however, reach ‘‘the 
studying-room ” at last. 

All sorts of faces here—from the wicked tyrant to the comic country- 
man, each face the index of the part being studied. Here one, with 
lowering brow and scratch-wig, is contemplating murderous revenge ; 
next him an ‘old man’’ dodders and simpers ; his neighbour again is 
asking, with appropriate gesture, the time-honoured question, ‘‘ To be, 





| Or not to be?” A smock-frocked countryman sits next, opposite to him 


a little lady cons the part of the distressed heroine, while beside her a 
merry-faced lass is evidently committing to memory the saucy speeches 
of some stage waiting-maid. One is being initiated by the teacher into 
the mysteries of the ‘‘make-up,” Farther on sits a ‘* comic villain,” 








while at the head of the table is a jovial farmer cheek-by-jowl with the 
wicked revengeful woman of melodrama, 

This is the room in which they learn all the secrets of the craft. Here 
they are inducted into the rysteries of wig-paste and bole armenian, 
crépe hair and powder-puff. Here they learn 
the correct mode of removing their gloves at 
the footlights, of running their eyes round the 
frieze, and exclaiming, ‘‘ So ¢Azs is the place?” 
&c., of revealing their inmost thoughts aloud, 
of never leaving a room without turning their 
back to the door and slapping it open to the 
scorn of the handle, of lifting 2n eyebrow, of 
waving a hand, and the thousand other details 
that go to make the sum total of this fasci- 
nating pursuit. 

The ballet girls are trained in another de- 
partment. It is impossible to get my com- 
panion away from these until closing-time, 
and I have to leave him at last sketching the 
artful little vixen in the margin, who is very 
aptly described as ‘‘ more than seven,”’ 

And so we leave the school as the scholars 
troop (or troupe) out—one pair in particular we 
notice dance forth hand-in-hand. They are 
in training for Harlequin and Columbine, and 
it is a pretty sight, we are told, to see them 
dancing homewards in their spangles and gauze, pirouetting and posing 
in front of waggons, underneath cab horses, and by the side of omni- 
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MORE THAN SEVEN! 
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THE STUDY—GOOD CRECHE-ovs! 


buses, until they reach home, and papa and mamma “ take the slap ” like 
Clown and Pantaloon, and they all finish up with a brisk and lively rally. 
(More horrors next week.) 


CORRESPONDENCE. 
‘ (To the Editor of FUN.) 
SIR,—I am glad to see that hep have taken up the matter of the ici, and how they //z«. The 
thorough-paced ignorance of the subject displayed by both your ‘‘ Commissioners ” is highly amus- 





ing, and tends considerably to heighten the uproarious merriment always to be derived from your 
exhilarating payes. I enclose my card (painting, glaziering, and jobbing in all its branches at the 
hortest notice), and am yours, &c. IVAN KNOW. 
(Te the £ ditor of I UN.) 
IR,- i theugh by no means as strong asthey might be, will do excellent service in 
lling ent the useless hives of oligarchs and members of an efiete ari stocracy. Not pro- 
ly ti hamberlain is President, and compulsory caucus the law of the Jand, will the shameless 
ise property which you so fearlessly show up be brought to an end,and wealth more equally 
f i; but your efforts will do much to further the good cause. Let Mr. Seams and Mr 
w pursue the unholy stream—they will find worse yer! Yours, &c., THE LION ROUSED 
°° We select the above as the only two favourable letters we can find amid an overwhe ng 
ass received. The remainder teem with such remarks as that r articles are ‘‘ exagyerated, 
d entieMian poes § lar asS to ay ve Bos j a@uof these < t ectors we sa) 


y.“Yah!"—ED. I 
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The Chambord Succession, 
Four HEIRS AND FANCIES. 


Don Carlos. 
Ir I am the one selected, 





In order to well begin 

I’d collar my late respected 
Elderly uncle's tin ; 

I’d call up the Basques to plunder, 
And I’d bid Brittany advance— | 

Without me, for I shouldn’t wonder 
If they didn’t like me in France. 


Prince Victor Plon-Plon. 


I haven’t great expectations, 
But reason at least to bless 
This wisest of dispensations— 
There’s one pretender the less ; 
Each king of divine right going 
Gives kings of mere luck a chance, 
And mine may come soon—I 'm growing, 
But not quite so quick as France. 


The Orleans. 


Of course we inherit power, 
Of course we inherit pelf; 
But, lily, you ‘re but a flower— 
The best of all gods is self; 
And life may look pretty sunny, 
And hope yet may lightly dance, 
Provided we get the money, 
And leave the power to France. 


The Republic. 


I don’t want to boast about it, | 
Nor call him a duck and dear, 
But, ‘pon my word, who can doubt it? 
The one real heir is here. 
The legacy ’s scarce worth trying 
By trick of the tongue to enhance ; 
It’s this, —a pretender dying 
Must leave added peace to France, 
































Dr. JAPP has written a very interesting article on ‘* Rice” 


in a monthly magazine. Although British born, the learned 
doctor writes in quite a Japp-an-easy manner, 








A Lapigs’ MAN.—One who is fond of figures, 


Caddicombe.—‘' Y’ KNOW, I CALL THIS AN OLD Woman’s Game.” 
Miss Prettypert.—“‘ H'’M! YOu DON’T SREM TO PICK IT UP!” 


A SMART “RETURN.” 


[And CADDICOMBE rather fancied she emphasized ‘* you," 











BATHOS. 


West Ham. WALTER FORD, of 67 Temerie Street, Hackney Roan, was 
summoned for selling putrid meat to the poor in the Victoria Dock Road. Mr. Phillips 
said that he had had two or three cases of that kind from that neighbourhood, and 
that they were all as bad as they possibly could be, and he had then most distinctly 


said that he would in the next similar case send the defendant to jail without the 
option of afine. It was impossible to conceive a more serious offence than the sale of 
putrid food to poor people. //v should not send him to prison this time, but impose 


a fine of £20 (!!!) 








You ought to bave looked at the magistrate’s face 

As he listened, in wrath, to the facts of the case; 

Oh, the glare of his eye as he angrily broke 

Into “‘ Fancy !’’-s and ‘‘My!'s at the baseness of folk ! 


Oh, the grind of his teeth—why, it frightens me now ! 
Oh, the terrible ter:ible lines on his brow ! 


I shudder to think of his minative scowl, 
His grim interjections and menacing growl. 


And then when his feelings no longer could stand 
The tale, and he covered his face with his hand ! 
And then when his horror asserted its sway, 

And he had to be tenderly taken away ! 


These things the observer will never forget, 
They cling to the terrified memory yet ; 

He withered you bodily up at the time, 

Did the deep indignation he felt at the crime, 


For years in his study a volume had lain 
Descriptive of tortures once practised in Spain ; 
With awful intentions this volume he took, 

And gloated most dreadfully over the book. 


He wanted a guide to the. way he should treat 

The felon who'd vended that horrible meat ; 

He mused on the ‘‘ maiden,” the bowstring and sack, 
He thought of the thumbikins, pendulum, rack, 


At length he decided that nothing would slake 
The thirstings of justice but death at the stake, 
With drawing and quartering, branding, and such, 
And feathers and tar as a finishing-touch. 


And when he had fully completed his sketch 

Of the terrible punishment meant for the wretch, 
He went into court to effect his design 

By letting the prisoner off with a fine! 
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WIMBLEDON WHIMS. 
































1. Some came down on Bicycles. 2. Getting under Canvas. 3. A Highlander. 4. A Man with many “‘ Points,” though not the Winner of the Queen's Prize. 
5. Positions at the Butts. 





NEW LHAVES. EFUN’S FUNNY BOOKS. 


The Sjuire sets a rich and varied entertainment before its readers. FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. One Shilling each; post-free, 1s. 2kd. 
Its ‘‘ Book Parcel”’ and ‘‘ Post-Bag” are always worth opening. lent prea 

The 7heatre.—The portraits this month are of Miss Ellen Terry and ; 

8 : ae FUN’S COMICAL CREATURES,—comic picTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 

Mr. Hermann Vezin. There are three remarkable sets of bmg The ‘*In which some amusing prose and verse serve as accompaniment to more than six score of very 
Vale of Tears, by the Editor; At the Gate, by Herman ; and amusing woodcuts, from grotesque drawings of animals by Ernest Griset."—Weekly Dispatch. 
‘©The Whirlpool,” by Arthur W. Pinero; and other valuable matter. ’ —COMIC PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE 

Macmillan's.—‘‘ The Wizard’s Son” continues in the foremost place, FUN'S HOLIDAY BOOK, 
and there is an instalment of ‘‘ Fortune’s Fool,” besides many other 
papers of moment and of mark, 








‘It is replete with wit and humour, and admirably suited for leisure reading.”—Doncaster Gazette. 


FUN ON THE SANDS,—comic PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
For the road, rail, and river, 














Jinsley reaches us (after a long interval) in its sixpenny form. It is _ _ ‘ in 
as lien, 9 full, and as good as it was when it cost twice the **tin,”” THE ESSENCE OF sesaiitiataan Fi ee Met ees: Ae: « A pl: 
Household Words has the continuation of ‘‘ Fair and False,” many yo 
other stories equally good, and lots of ‘‘ Odds and Ends,” x ais . to 
The Century and St, Nicholas are both full of most delicious work. | J. F., SULLIVAN'S WORKS. Boards, 2s. 6d. ; post-free, 35. each. 
They run hand-in-hand (we had almost said neck-and-neck), and are | THE BRITISH WORKING MAN, by One who does not Believe in Him. 


AND OTHER SKETCHES. 


** However funny or grotesque Mr. Sullivan's pictures are, there is nearly always aserious purpose 
in them, and we close his book wiser, if not sadder, from its perusal.”"—Grajphic. 


‘beautiful to behold.’’ 
The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Tome, Boy's Own Paper, and Girl's 
Own Paper are ever looked forward to with pleasure, and read with profit. 





























[he Lark, No. 2, contains ‘‘ Songs, Ballads, and Poems,” by W. C. | THE BRITISH TRADESMAN, And Other Sketches. 
Bennett, which are characterized by all the vigorous and forcible expres- | INCLUDING THE COMPLETE BUILDER. 
sion for which he 1s notable. ‘*His letterpress is as funny as are his drawings. We hail with real pleasure his volume."— 
Longman’s,—In Mr. Payn’s ‘* Thicker than Water”’ the plot thickens, ~ ne SeOee, 
_ the interest deepens, and the reader is left at a specially attractive point. “FUN' OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
. —_—___— — d 
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ANGELINA think him a most interesting character.) 


sider him a horrid person.) 


THE ONLY TIME HE TREMBLED. 


Ancient Mariner.—‘*‘ HRV I SEEN ACTIVE SARVIS? Ay, AY! ON EVERY SEABOARD IN THE WORLD A’MOST. 
ARM, AND RAKIN’ FORE AN’ AFT, TILL YOU’D THINK ALL THE THUNDER IN THE SKY WAS LET LOOSE AT ONST,” 


YARD-ARM TO YARD- 
(EDWIN and 


Angdlina.—‘‘ DID YOU EVER WISH YOURSELF OUT OF AN ENGAGEMENT?” 
Ancient Mariner,—‘*On’y ONST, MARM; THAT WAS MY FIRST ENGAGEMBNT—TO GET MARRIED !” 


(EDWIN and ANGELINA corte 











TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF *' Fun.” 
SOMETHING ABOUT GOODWOOD. 


SIR,—I said last week that I would give unlimited tips for Goodwood 
in this letter; but I am a turf prophet, and no reliance whatever is to be 
placed upon my word. I shall ot give you unlimited tips; I shall give 
you one. Next week I shall give the rest. It’s no good expecting me 
to hurry, because I shan’t doit. Here is, first of all, my 
TIP FOR THE GOODWOOD STAKES. 

Consider the Prophet a man of his word 

(Survive, if you can, the exertion), 
And look for Thebais to fly like a bird 

And punish half-hearted desertion ; 


There ’s Shrewsbury—Shrewsbury, plucky and game !— 
Would eat up the field for his dinner ; 

Dethroned is for ever belying his name, 
But Alizon I take for the winner. 


As I said before, the others next week ; but meantime keep your eye 
on Knight of Burghley for the Steward’s Cup, and on Barcaldine, Dutch 
Oven, and Border Minstrel for the Goodwood Cup. If you have another 
eye about you anywhere, you might keep it on Baliol or Goggles for the 
Chesterfield, Final tip, don’t engage too heavily on the strength of 
these tips. Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 








A WRITER ina daily paper calls the Renshaw Brothers “‘the two 
Dromios of lawn tennis.”” In their exciting match for the championship 
at Wimbledon, however, they can hardly be said to have made a ‘‘ comedy 
of errors.” On that oceasion each Ren-shawly seemed to have an 
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| eagle’s eye. 








On the Pleasures of Memory. 

Mr. STOKES, who is well known for his endeavours to make memory 
**hold its seat in this distracted globe,’’ has been engaged to display his 
marvellous mnemonic feats at the Westminster Aquarium on Mondays, 
Wednesdays, and Thursdays at two o'clock. We know a few borrowers 
on whom we should like the professor to experiment, for they always 
aver that their failure to settle up arises from sheer forgetfulness. Mr, 
‘*Memory”’ Stokes (like a certain published-every-Wednesday-at-153- 
F leet-Street-price-one-penny-periodical of a comic character) claims to 
be able to ‘‘ diffuse a merry element” among all and sundry, and though 
not given to table-tapping séamces, he declares that his system ‘‘ cheers 
the spirits.” Mr. S. alsoannouncesa method of ‘‘ rapid drawing.” This 
should especially commend itself to the theatrical-managerial mind. 
But the whole entertainment will be found to be highly interesting to 
all classes of society. 





A Ready Reply. 
REFERRING to a special telegram, announcing that ‘‘the state of af- 
fairs at Herat may be said to be normal,” an evening paper asks, ‘‘ But 
what zs the normal condition of Herat?” to which Fun thus responds— 


You ask, ‘‘ What’s Herat’s normal state?” 
And FUuN replies, in mood emphatic, 
‘*Lo! it must strike the dullest pate 
That Herat’s normal state ’s (I1)erratic. 
Pray note these lines, and understand ’em— 
That’s all. Quod (H Jerat demonstrandum,” 





VEGETARIAN diet has been impugned—without cause, however. A 
good and sustaining dinner may be made of two thick slices of bread 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


F Mr. Willie Edouin were to take the 
last act of A Dream, or Binks’ Photo- 
graph Gallery (my! what a title for 
clumsiness !) and, by a judicious use of 
the pruning-knife, cut out every bit of 
it, the result would be a thoroughly en- 
joyable evening’s entertainment. Per- 
haps I wouldn’t really recommend 
guite such a drastic remedy, for that act 
is the means of bringing into promi- 
nence the very considerable and unique 
ability of a more than ordinarily clever 
company; but it is deplorably dull, all 
the same, after the first quarter of an 
hour (and it took an hour and a half to 
play on the first night !). The reason 
is obvious: all the wild, recklessly 
comic, opera-bouffe, acrobatic, music 
hall, and ‘‘entertainment” incidents, 

clever and amusing enough in themselves, are purposeless, and without 

aim as far as any story goes, and consequently wearisome to an audience 
that has come to see a play, and feels that the story is kept waiting out- 
side on the doorstep too long, 





Tue Avenve.—KiTTy BInks, AND 
LIVELY AS A KITTY'UN, TOO! 


But the piece is quite worth going to see again and again, if only for 
the perfect comedy of the first act (some very slight bits of pantomime 
excepted, but which are not objectionably o tensive). This act is a pic- 
ture of prosperous and affectionate home life quite idyllic, and the 
comedy feeling of the performers most excellent and true; the manner, 
bearing, and action 
of all are in delight- 
ful harmony with the 
general picture, and 
abound in_ those 
subtle and almost un- 
noticed details which 
convey the sense of 
reality. The second 
act is wholly unwor- 
thy of connection 
with such an artistic 
conception, ‘The re- 
volving scene is in- 
genious, but there 
was an unfortunate, 
though not very seri- =". 
ous, hitch about it 
when I saw it. 





Tue AvENUEBE.—GRANDPA AND GRANDMA'S Pas, 


The company, as I have hinted, isaclever one. Mr, Edouin himself, 
both as the genial and humorous senile Binks, and as the same gentle- 
man when an eccentric-mannered and seedy photographer, is exceed- 
ingly quaint. There is a steady prosperous middle age in every eye- 
lash of Mr, Richard Golden’s Thomas Binks, and he even manages to 
make more than something out of that modern incubus, the ‘‘ masher” 
(here christened, as is the American habit, a ‘‘dude’”’—and long may 
the ghastly term remain on the other side of the Atlantic). Mr. James 
T. Powers is most remarkable for his acrobatic and pantomimic feats, 
which are mirth-provoking and, to a reason- 
able extent, novel. His acting is good too; 
but his delivery, burdened with his native 
intonation, is at times rapid to unintelligi- 
bility. Miss Alice Atherton very worthily 
sustains the vd/e of leading lady: her old 
Mrs. Binks is a very finished study, and her 
Kuby Chillington (aged 21) as good as cir- 
cumstances allow ; her impersonations of ce- 
lebrities in a picture frame are clever—Rip 
Van Winkle wonderfully good; and her 
** reading ’’ of the part of the injured heroine 
in a burlesque on the eccentricities of melo- 
drama (a somewhat musty subject, by the 
way), is very freshly funny. Miss Victoria 
Reynolds makes a capital and sprightly soz. 
brette: her dancing powers are considerable, 
and, as was to be expected I suppose, Ame- 
Tue Avexve.—Bixnks, tHe wican—which means, in this instance, full of 
queer and unexpected turns. Miss Dora 





PHOTOGRAPHER, IN HIS 





Pxo!)-TOGs. Wiley is the singing member—they all sing 
reasonably well, but with no particular style 
| —and discourses sweetly ; but she is not guiltless of the common crime 

Why can they never sing a simple ballad like ‘‘ Annie 


vood singers, 





Laurie” to the proper notes? I’d forgive them the out-of-character 
cadenzas and flourishes if they ’d only give me the right notes when they 
come to 
them. Is it 
extra high 
art to sing 
incorrectly ? 
Miss Nata- 
lie Brande 
plays some 
subordinate 
characters 
with credit ; 
sheisnatalie 
costumed, 
and by no 
means an 
natalie in- 
significant 
point in the 
picture. 








Tue AVENUE.—ECcCENTRIC PowgRs AND GOLDEN YouTH. 


The chronology of the piece is a little confusing. The first act is 
dated certainly not much later than the present century; the second, 
forty-five years earlier. Yet (with the exception of one lady, who wears 
something rather like what the costume of the period may be supposed 
to have been; Binks, whose apparel it is impossible to date, it is so 
dilapi-dated ; one lady who appears as a sort of glorified Swiss peasant ; 
and another, whose dress, with the exception of the hat, was never worn 
at any time in any country, except that peculiar land behind the foot- 
lights) the costume, manners, customs, and characters are essentially 
those of the present year of Grace—conspicuously so the ** masher ” be- 
fore mentioned. But I suppose it 
don’t matter, and one needn’t make 
one’s hair grey trying to reconcile 
things. The acting is good, the singing 
is fair, the dancing is first-rate, and the 
whistling chorus is so funny that even 
Miss Atherton herself is obliged to 
jaugh ; so what more is to be desired ? 


Mr. Joseph Derrick’s extremely funny 
Confusion, produced at a Vaudeville 
matinée two months ago, ‘‘and fully 
noticed by us at the time,” has been 
promoted to the evening bill for a short 
summer season. Mr. Groves, Miss 
Larkin, and Mr. F. Thorne repeat their 
remarkably clever performances, and, 
with some changes from the original 
cast, the piece goes with roars from be- 
ginning to end. Mr. H. A. Jones’s An Old Master opens the programme, 
Mr. Thomas Thorne playing the principal part in a very pleasantly 
tender vein, not without-heartiness. 





THE AVENUE.—THE ACTRESS AND 
HER BROuGH'M. 


Mr. Lubimoff, the Russian tragedian, apologizes ‘* all round’’ to those 
members of the Press who found themselves without seats at his recent 
matinée. The Press can do no better than accept the apology as 
heartily as it is tendered, and as I do for my part, 


A friend of mine took me by the buttonhole and said, ‘*I am in- 
terested in Miss 
Alleyn; go to the 
Pavilion and _ see 
her, if you can.” 
Of course I cam do 
anything for a friend. 
I went, and I hadn't 
seen the lady five 
minutes before / 
became interested in 
her myself. It’s 
rather far afield, and 
she only plays for 
three more nights; 
but any one with a 
taste for real and 
coming talent should 
take the pilgrimage 
and see her. 
NESTOR, | 





Tue Avenue.—THE PHOTOGRAPHER WISHES TO TAKE 
HER, T ME DOESN’T WANT A NEGATIVE. 
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ANOTHER VAGARY. 


At the Lambeth Police Court a boy was charged with throwing stones in a public thoroughfare. The magistrate inquired how it was that 
respectable lad’ was locked up for such an offence, and discharged the boy.” 


*a young and 


ws 





iad we o with. “— ? > oe 
Anocked your head ofi with a stone, has he, sir? Very sorry, 1'm sure; but I daren't take him in charge because he's a young and re 
Here's his papers and certificate from the magistrate to prove it. : 
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Dear me, what’s that?” said the magistrate indignantly. ‘‘ Why, if there isn't a scoundrel in the act of dragging 
I'll go and give him in charge. Eh? Why, it's one of my brother magistrate’s young and respectable lads! 

pray proceed. Iam so short-sighted.” Which was true. 


loz of wood acro the railway 
1? } ; 
I really beg pardon for interrupting— 


























> 





SO me ee ee i i a cet ati trp tei 


a ee Cee 


o ee othe 








o 


JOLy 25, 1883. 


™ FUN. | 











CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


THAT BOND OF UNITY. 
TiME—A few years hence. 


First ENTHUSIASTIC UTOPIAN (exchangeable term for ‘‘ Share- 
holder in the Channel Tunnel Company”). And only to think that the 
absurd Parliamentary Committee of 1583 should have failed to report 
in favour of such a scheme! 

SECOND ENTH. Urorian. And that, after all, the Tunnel, now an 
accomplished fact, should be going to be opened this very day, and that 
we should be running down to join in the Dover-Calais festivities! _ 

First ENTH. UTorian (with a bright inspiration), What I say 1s, 
it needed but this link to unite the clasped hands of the twin nationali- 
ties in a warm grip of sympathetic and overflowing brotherhood—to 
cement the sympathetic—a—sympathies of two fraternal—nay, brotherly 
—nations into an adamantine and fervent bond of—of—sympathizing— 
a—sympathy—to bind together in a mutual—— 

Seconp EF, U. Bond of loving and mutually appreciative bondage 

First k, U. Exactly—bondage—no, no; not bondage — the — 
never mind; the eternal well-spring of the throbbing affections of an 
undying and interresponsive—a—peoples, Ih? 

SECOND E, U. I’ve always thought the very same myself. There’s 
no doubt that all difficulties and jealousies between England and France 
are now banished for ever, while a freer intercourse, to which sea-sick- 
ness is an utter stranger, shall create a better understanding between 

—{h? But here we are at Dover. What a wonderful display of 
flags! What marquees! What overflowing champagne! What bands 
of music! What sumptuous banquets, and what patriotic and liberally 
public-minded moral speeches by the directors of the interested com- 
pany ! What universal rejoicing !—But what is this? A hush has fallen 
on the assembled rejoicers—an ugly rumour goes round 











First EF, U. It gathers force! It is to the effect that 4e is coming 
through the Tunnel, ‘There is general and silent gloom and foreboding 
upon the faces around ; the sky has clouded, and it begins to rain; the 
champagne has turned sour. See, he emerges from the Tunnel! He is 
under the impression that the Tunnel belongs exclusively to him. He 
is flinging the glasses about and swearing at I’ngland. He is pouring 
the soup over Sir I:dward Watkin. . . . France supports his claim 
(for he is M. de Lesseps) to the Tunnel, and a war is imminent between 
the two countries. No. Joy! The war has been averted by the sur- 
render of the Tunnel to M. de Lesseps. France has satisfactorily ex- 
plained that he has a delusion that all canals and tunnels belong to him, 
and that he ms¢ be humoured and have all he lays claim to, or it might 
aflect his brain. ‘‘The bond of fraternal etcetera between the two 
nations is happily restored.” Confound the bond! Who wants any 
fraternal bond? What 7 look at is that we’ve lost all the money we 
put into the Tunnel Company! 

FiksT EXCLUSIVE INSULARIST (formerly First ENTHUS. UTO- 
PIAN). Now Lesseps has got through the Channel Tunnel, he zvo’t go 
away. Never mind, let us forget our troubles in the rejoicings over the 
opening of the new East London Bridge. What joy among the crowd 
of last Londoners! What bunting! What——But a gloomy silence 
falls upon this assemblage too! Ha! Yes, Ae bas taken up his position 
on the centre of the new bridge, and is wildly waving his hat. There 
are straws in his hair. He is hoisting the French flag. He claims the 
bridge, and refuses to be given in charge. There is imminent danger of 
a war with France, as France has telegraphed that he is not to be given 
in charge. Hopes of peace have happily been restored by the conces- 
sion of the East London Bridge to Lesseps. 

SECOND I.xcL. INsuL, Allow me to congratulate you upon the 
definitive and final settlement of the long uncertain relations between 
england and France. 

Fikst Exci, INsox. I will. How delightful that a lasting peace 
should be secured on such cheap terms as the surrender of all British 
canals and bridges to Lesseps—the former owners to maintain them and 
pay him a subsidy for possessing them, and he to charge a toll to the 
public for the use of them. Hooray! Live the fraternal bond! 





WARBLES OF THE WHEE. 
SET TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 
No. 4.—A SONG WHICH GOES—A LONG WAY. 
Air—"' Bright Chanticleer proclaims the Dawn.” 


AN Chanticleer 
more loudly 
crow? 

Is all the world 
for France? 
Have other na- 
tions, do you 

know, 
A shadow of a 
chance? 

It’s Tunis now, 
it’s Channel 
then, 

And then it’s 
Tonkin been ; 

Anon these en- 

terprising men 
In ‘Tamatave 
are seen, 

4 Then hey, ho, 

a chivy ! 

cL For the Suez Ca- 

, nal, tantivy ! 





a a 


Hark! hark! tantivy! 
All over the world they ’re seen, 


But let us, while we’re in the mind, 
Look out for other news : 
Here Lincoln’s bishop has resigned, 
And put us in the blues ; 
And Wimbledon is over now— 
A Scotchman took the prize, 
Which came and made us all, I vow, 
(Juite speechless with surprise, 
Then hey, ho, chivy ! 
Hark forward ! hark forward! tantivy ! 
More news! Tantivy! 
Come give us more supplies. 


The Eton-Harrow match—sad dole— 
Has ended in a draw, 
With Marchant’s bat and Parker’s bow! 
To give it an eclaw / 
The Agricult’ral Show at York 
Was all that one could wish ; 
And see! Columbia Market ! lork! 
They ’ve opened it for fish ! 
Then hey, ho, chivy ! 
Monopolists all are—tantivy !— 
Awake—tantivy ! 
They ’ve opened it for fish! 








The Strait Tip. 

THE French are now proposing to make a tunnel under the Straits of 
Gibraltar, Such a proceeding, if permitted, might involve England in 
straits of quite another kind. This Strait idea savours somewhat of a 
crooked policy, and we think that the proposed (Gibr)altar-ation is not 
likely to find favour, 





Sensational Dram-a, 

Apvicgs from Holm Island report the breaking out of a great fire 
at Dram. The origin of the fire is not stated, but it is presumed to have 
arisen from spontaneous combustion. This Dram seems, by all accounts, 
to have been pretty strong, not to say fire-y. The effect of the fire is 
said to have been highly dram-atic, 





A Question of Freshness. 
FISHMONGER,—"‘ Stale, marm, stale? Why, Lord bless your soul ! 
we 've only been opened here a week, and we didn’t ’ave them there 
soles when we came here!” 





SOME persons have been known to charge certain M.P.s with want of 
courtesy and polish. Yet, a night or two ago, the ‘‘Commons” gladly 
welcomed back their Manners to the House. This refers to Lord John 
of that ilk, whom FUN rejoices to see restored to health again. 
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FRENCH AND ENGLISH. 


A TUG FOR THE SUEZ CANAL. 


(See Cartoon.) 


FROM distant times, whose misty trace 
We can’t pursue, 

A tugging pastime has found grace 
This country through : 

’T is a good muscle-stretching game, 

And ‘‘ French and English” is its name. 
Comprenez vous ? 


A line—that represents, perhaps, 
“ The silver streak ”— 
Divides the rope-compelling chaps 
Who vict’ry seek ; 
Then both sides to their task incline, 
Till one hauls t’other ’cross the line. 
Crest magnifique! 


The discords we’ve just lit upon 
Past doubt proclaim 
In politics they carry on 
The same old game. 
Both French and English try to do 
Their best—each other :—but, Mossoo, 
Ah, tot que paime! 
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HINDU COOK’S TOURS. 


A Bombay native paper says a sort of Cook’s Travelling Society is to be established, to bring 
Hindu students, merchants, &c., to England cheaply, all religious exigencies being observed. 


Look forward, coming season— 

You cannot well look back— 
And plan exotic sprees on 

The coming of the black— 
The black, the brown, or yellow, 

We can’t yet state his hue ; 
But welcome a good fellow 

In Cook’s Hindu. 


Not like the rush of ’Arries, 
Clad in audacious tweeds, 

On Athens, Rome, or Paris, 
Will come these better breeds ; 

And not Mossoo’s persuasion 
That all things cost two sous, 


Will stamp this new invasion 
Of Cook’s Hindu. 


No, not by joke and gesture 
Will they tell how they ’ve supped ; 
No, not by voice and vesture 
Will they our taste corrupt. 
His gestures may teach breeding 
In Masher-lands not new ; 
His cooks may teach fine feeding, 
E’en Cook’s Azdu. 


And seen, perchance, reflected 
In polished skins our own, 
Some dolts may see detected 
A certain lack of tone; 
And some may wail, “ He’ll win us 
By tact and taste, it’s true; 
But what can fe see in us, 
The Cook’s Hindu?” 
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Authors’ Insurance, 


A letter in the Athenaeum lately drew attention to the subject of in- 
surance of authors’ manuscrints against loss by fire or other accidental 
destruction. 

AH, joy! A splendid notion, a suggestion really grand, 

Is this which I’ve been reading in a paper just to hand; 
Long, long has it been needed, to save genius from distress, 
Some system of insuring a poor author’s /SS, 


The idea has often struck me, and I’ve thought, ‘* What 
should I do 

Should aught destroy my manuscripts?” (I have a tidy few). 

Two chests of drawers (large ones) and six trunks do I 

ess, 

Besides some smaller boxes,—full of precious /SS. 


Should the ‘‘ devouring element”’ (‘* Reporterese”’ for ‘‘ fire’’) 
Make havoc of my writings, it would rouse my grief and ire; 
Or should the saturating hose of firemen make a mess, 

It quickly might reduce to pulp my precious A/SS. 


Yet e’en should this insurance start, what value could I set 
Upon these bantlings of my brain? (They ’ve not been pub- 
lished yet/ 

But if the world could see them, they would meet with great 
success, 

Men would praise my name for ever, for my priceless J/SS.) 


For instance, here ’s a drama (I have written many more), 

It has dialogue most brilliant, and sensations, too, galore ; 
No manager will take it, which is stupid, you ’ll confess— 
Why, a million scarce would pay me for these precious J/S.S, 


And here, in this big bundle, are some poems sound and 
strong, 

That would crush, ay, into nothingness, all other works of 
song. 

Were ‘hese to see the light I should be Laureate—no less— 
Would the Koh-i-noor repay me should I lose these A/S, ? 


Here are novels I have written—full of power and pathos 
these— [decrees. 
Yet that they should blush unread by all (save me) stern Fate 
Here are farces that would make you scream—burlesques that 
would impress— 

What insurance could repay me for such glorious J/SS, ? 


I have thought of purchasing some safes my writings to protect, 
But till something I have penned is doughs, that thought I 
must reject. 

And a BRUTE suggests, could I insure, I might get something 
He hints I else shall ne’er get paid for any A/SS, / 
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A (CAM)PAI(G)NFUL JOKE. 


Bucolic Passenger.—‘* I sopposk, SIR, YEW WOULDN'T HA’ CARED TO HA’ 
CAMPED DOWN AT THIS ’ERE WIMMLEDON WHEN THEM WET DAYS WAS?” 

Town Traveller.—‘*No; I SHOULD RATHER HAVE DE-CAMPED, 
CAMP(P)AIGNS ARE ALL VERY WELL IN THEIR WAY, BUT NOT WHEN 
THEY RESULT IN RHEUMATIC ONES,” 











THE CURLING CHAMPIONSHIP, 
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A LOT of queer creatures of complex stamp 
Went off on a visit to Wimbledon Camp ; 
And some belonged to the natural tribes 
Which science, admitting as facts, describes, 
While others were such as you ne’er shall see 
On the page of a natural historee. 


But every-one-of-them’s ruling phase 

Was his strangely voluted and curly ways ; 
The object of each’s aspiring lot 

Was tying himself in the queerest knot ; 
And none of their club had a word to say 
To acreature devoid of that ruling trait. 


For they of the club were the most select, 
The cleverest creatures in this respect ; 








And each of the number had gained a cup, 
A belt, or a medal, for curling up ; 

And where is the need to explain that they 
Were awfully proud of their ruling trait? 


Some cruel fatality made them fix 

On Wimbledon Camp to display their tricks, 
For all of a sudden they spied a sight 

That turned one and all of ’em deadly white— 
There, holding some weapon, a creature lay 
That made their supremacy fade away ! 


They sought its identity, blue with rage, 

In vain upon Science's learned page ; 

They couldn't discover one word about 

This creature who’d beaten them out and out ; 
And each so wondered and worried his brain 
That he'll never be right in his wits again. 








Four-footed Conundrums, 
Wuy is an ewe who has strayed from the flock like a prisoner who is 


Baa, baa! 


paign and the Crystal Palace during the Electric Exhi 


let down and the other’s litup. Neigh, neigh! 
Why would a cat make a good sportswoman ?— Because she likes to 


go to the meat. Meow, meow! 
Why is a dog who goes into the sea like a gentleman going abroad to 
Kissengen for the benefit of his health ?—Because he takes the water, 


Bow, wow! 








giving a speech for his defence?—Because he has a right to be herd, } 


What is the difference between a horse being are are. cam- } 
ition ne is 
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“HOW THE RICH LIVE;” 
By SHINY SEAMS anp HAL ’LOW! 
CuHaprTer VII. 

Ip I were asked to say offhand what was the greatest curse of the 


‘| rich, and what was the greatest blessing, I should turn it over in my mind 
‘| for an hour or so. I sateen 
[think my answer to the rh ae 


Then wT 


. as TE TRY, 
first query would be, Con- Y | piss 
tinental travel, mea { } Be 
them to journey by sea ; ow // i e/a 

a te one, bak. ! = = ) 4 
Of courseI might bewrong ff Att te, 

—such a thing might occur. 
Many people will advance 
the fact that Britannia rules 
the waves as sufficient rea- 
son that her sons should be 
more thancomfortable upon 
the — billow, and it is 
just possible that it affords 
the shivering, wrapped-up, 
cowering-in-a-corner, limp, 
copper-palated, rancid-oul- 
smelling, Nasmyth-ham- 
mer-in-the-headed, __infer- 
nal-machine - working - in - 
the-insided traveller, de- 
picted below, as much sa- 
tisfaction as the Ruler of 
the Queen’s Navee (who, 
we all know, ‘‘never 
goes to sea”) to recall the 
fact that 
“‘Her march is o’er the moun- | A -_- 

tain wave, 

Her home is on the deep.”’ 

His soul, for all we know, may be swelling with pride at the thought 
of the Briton’s birthright to rule the waves ; and in spite of the probably 
approaching imperative necessity of calling into requisition the services 
of the steward, he may complacently reflect that ‘‘all his shall be the 
subject main,” 

Same time I don’t think so. 

But there can’t be much doubt about the bed. It is the only refuge 
the rich man has, Out in ‘he world, he may have to plod round picture 
galleries that must be ‘‘ done,” till back and head are wracked ; to dance 
attendance, with active corns in drawing boots, upon exacting duchesses 
at flower shows; to blister knee and shin on horseback ; to spoil diges- 
tion and ruin health at public dinners; to weary limb and brain at balls; 
but bed releases and relieves him from all. There, and there only, is he 
free from the heartless and grinding demands of society. It is part of 
these heartless and grinding demands that he is often kept from it—which 
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THE CHANNEL TURN-ILL. 





is not one of the least of the evils the rich have to endure—but once | 


there, he can defy society. The mask of politeness, the fashionable 
dress, all, all are cast aside, and as the tired slave to circumstances creeps 
between the blankets with a contented sigh, the feathery billows rise 
around him on every side, and shut out the world of exaction and cruelty 
in which the rich man’s lot is cast. 

What wonder if at times he shows a strong reluctance to quit the haven ! 

But many, for varying reasons, 
are unable to goto bed. Balls, as 
I have already hinted, may keep 
them up; or perhaps they are 
Members of Parliament, and there 
is a consecutive all-night sitting for 
several weeks; or they have de- 
voted themselves so conscientiously 
to discharging the duties of their 
position that their brains have grown 
confused and unable to remember 
where they live, their legs weak 
and wandering and unable to sup- 
port them, so that they have nothing 
left to do but to sit contentedly in 
the middle of the road and smile; 
others, again, are abroad on the 





tinental journey. 
Oh, the horrors of that Channel 


er ; passage! The narrow “‘hall” ofa 
suburban dwelling is nothing to that passage. If you could truly picture 


to yourself what the poor things who are compelled to take it have to suffer, 


you would bury your face in your pocket-handkerchief, and run to the 
side at once. 


** DONE UP" IN A PACKET. 


deep in the first stage of that Con- | 





hich we came across in our wanderings I will endeavour to 
vo — e my companion will endeavour to sketch, if he is well 


cabin was no better and no worse than hundreds of its class (first 
sd ie). "Teas eal ad sooner Hea pb hel 
i —an of va an : i 

Sana, Hann engines Sae--e It had the usual hat-peg, 
cy and small, suggestively- 

gurgling wash-basin, the 
usual porthole, occasionally 
obscured by an extra dash 
of the sea that rushed by 
with an incessant hiss. The 
thud of the engines and the 
slow, monotonous move- 
ment of a secretive chain, 
mixed with the creak of the 
timber and the wail of a 
swinging oil-lamp, were all 
that broke the deathlike 
stillness. On the lower 
‘‘shelf” lay a woman, 
young, lovely, and accom- 
plished, but pale and 
clammy ; by her side stood 
an inverted hat-box with 
a glass of brandy upon it. 
Her husband (she was a 
bride scarce ten hours old, 
and on her wedding trip) 
had flung his great-coat 
over her ere hurrying away. 
‘‘He was feeling queer,” 
she whispered to us in a 
weak and (so to speak) fale 
voice; **the breakfast was 
rather rich, and he had 


gone out to try and get a breath of fresh air.” One shuddered to think 
of him, changing about on the upper-deck trying to discover in what 
part of the packet lay the least motion. . 

As one realized the meaning of this scene, and knew that it was only 
one of many daily enacted within postal reach of the happy poor who 
never have to travel—nay, who regard with callous indifference the suf- 
ferings of their less happy betters—one could understand the sigh of envy 
of the former that rises daily from the bosom of the latter. ; 

As I am drawing to the end of this chapter, my collaborator reminds 
me that there is a drawing I haven’t ‘‘ worked in” yet; there it is 
below, and I don’t quite know what to make of it. Stop a bit; sup- 
pose I make him the steward? Yes, that’ll do; I'll make him the 
steward. 

This is the steward. He is a light-hearted, jovial young fellow, who 
makes light of the sufferings of his clients, and has a way of recommend- 
ing brandy every ten minutes, which must have an exceedingly satisfac- 
tory effect upon the refreshment returns, in which he is suspected of 
having a personal interest. In his gayest moments he gives imitations 
of popular actors. In our sketch 
he is imitating Mr. Toole, or Mr. 
Irving, or Mr. Bancroft, it is diffi- 
cult to decide which ; and passes, I 
should say, some not unhappy hours 
among his brandy-bottles and huge 
tin basins. 











( More grimnesses next week. ) 


CORRESPONDENCE. 
(To the Editor of Fun.) 

S1r,—I quite agree with your contribu- 
tors, Mr. Seams and Mr. 'Low, and your 
correspondents, in their estimate of the 
dreadful trials of the ‘* Rich,” and shall be 
happy tolecture on the subject up and down 
the country for as long as you like at a 
fair salary. Yours affectionately, 


Main CHANCR. 


(To the Editor of Fun.) 


_ Srr,—May I suggest that a subscription 
list be opened in your columns to which 
the rich may contnbute so that they may 
have an opportunity which they will doubt- 
less seize with avidity, of getting rid of the 
wealth which is the fruitful source of their dreadful misery? I shall be happy to re- 
ceive any sums whatever and expend them judiciously upon myself to the best of my 
ability. Yours, &c., 

M. P, Q. Nyus. 





THE STEWARD. 
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A “TOUCH” UP. 


Lady,—‘* YOU SHOULD TOUCH YOUR HAT WHEN YOU SEE A LApy, LITTLE Boy!” 
Boy.—** WELL, I NEVER SEE ANYTHING THAT ’UD TOUCH YOURN!” 
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SOMEWHAT HANDICAPPED. 


Joseph Connolly, of Spitalfields, was charged before Sir Robert Carden with a 
serious assault. Prisoner took prosecutor by the collar and wanted to toss him for 
beer, and attempted to kick him. Then prosecutor struck him with his cane, and 
prisoner seized him by the throat, kicked him in the knee, and broke his collar-bone. 
Sir R. Carden expressed his regret that prosecutor had struck the prisoner, as that 
prevented his dealing with the case in the manner he desired. 





THE novice and the innocent are frequently at fault 
When trying to proceed against a party for assault ; 
When pleading to the magistrate, they ignorantly place 
Their confidence on equity—and then they lose the case. 


To properly embark upon and nicely carry out 

The lagging of a vaga for knocking you about, 
Requires a special faculty, and isn’t to be done, 
Like firing off a blunderbuss, by avy mother’s son. 


It needs the self-forgetfulness, the rigid self-restraint, 
The stolid single-mindedness and patience of a saint, 
And many other qualities not commonly supplied 





To fallible and feeble human beings far and wide. 





To help intending candidates for damage and redress, 

We've mentioned just a thing or two it’s prudent to possess ; 
And now a lot of trouble and confusion it will save 

To tell ’em, in a word or two, the way they must behave. 


We ll say there comes a rowdy, and the rowdy knocks him down, 
He musn’t be indignant, and he musn’t even frown ; 

But, seeminy to decidedly enjoy it, all the while 

And during all the subsequent proceedings, he must smile, 


We'll take it that the rowdy, having nicely got him down, 

Shall set himself to batter him, from feet of him to crown, 

With bites and boots and bludgeons, as shall suit his little whims, 
And finish his experiments by breaking all his limbs, 


The victim must be heedful that at each succeeding whack 
He doesn’t show vindictiveness, and hit the rowdy back : 
Success—if he survive it all—his enterprise may crown— 
But mind, he quite annihilates his chances by a frown ! 








Fashion Follets. 


GAUZES are being largely worn just now. These ought to gauze 
striking effects. Doubtless, ere long, many a smitten youth will exclaim, 
**It is the gauze! it is the gauze, my soul |” 

Scottish plaid costumes, marked according to the different clans, are 
much in vogue. They are only worn clan-destinely, we presume, 

Tulle and aerophane bonnets are very fashionable. We should think, 
however, that they are tu(lle) likely to give the wearer an aer-of-feigning. 

‘* Large hats,” says a writer on summer dress, ‘‘ give youthful pretty 
faces a very Watteau-like effect.” Watt-eau-ver the face? 


It is said that braid trimming, in imitation of yt hem» is about 
i 


to become fashionable. 


eye! It may suit some of a certain ‘‘ kidney,” but we certainly prefer 


a more flowery wear. 


What a strange method of ap-peeling to the 





er To Connesronpents.—The Hdite~ does not bind himself to achnowledge, vtturn, or pay for Contributions. ln me case will they be returned wunleu 


accomfanied by a stamped and directed envelots 
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THE CRICKET FIELD. 






The Gentleman who was “bold” (bowled). 
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A “Leg Hit.” 


An “‘ Overthrow.” 








Ce 


THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 
N ze Lords on Sursday, ze 

12 Julys, Lord Salisbury 

desire to know vat have 

happen in Madagascar, and 
vezzare ze ship of var has 
gone zare encore. Milor 

Granville inform ze House 

zat ze only ship moving @ 

present in ze affair is states- 
manship, and from ze fo/i- 
tesse of ze Gouvernement 

Francais zare is no reason 

to fear collision, 

In ze Commons ze Bill 
of ze District Railvay is 
read tree time; mats, il 
semble zat ze Board of 
Vorks have not sat enough 
upon ze blow-holes. J/a 
foi! ze row made by ze 

railvay company and ze stupides who have back zem is more great 
nuisance zan zeir smoke. lu course, ze Membare for I, ¢andis gu il est 
A mericain, is up regarding vat he call ze insult to ze English flag. I 
say he should leave it to Englishmen. Ze Premier, in Grand Old 
Manly espeech, justify ze pension to Prince Lucien Bonaparte. Azentét 
apres he inform Messieurs Monk, M‘Coan, and Sir Norscote vat is 
matter of historys, zat ze money subscribe for ze Canal of M. de Lesseps 
vas raise in ze belief zat his rights vere exclusive. Sir Lawson try 
ver hard to raise ze Bradlaugh bogey, but ve are too much busy vit 
Corrupt Practice. Ve ‘‘go home,” in ze vords of your poet (e72 passant, 
I return chez mod in hansom), ‘‘ about two in ze morning.” 

Friday.— Earl de la Varr bring in ze Lords his Bill for Continuous 
jrakes, vich is to prevent continual breaks down. It meet vit grave 
opposition from Milor Bury, and ef it is vizdraw. 

In ze Lower House ve have encore ze Membare for I—zis time on ze 
Suez Canal. He give notice he is not satisfied vit ze Compagnie Fran- 
gatse. C'est tres gentil ze vay Sir Norscote remind him he is not yet 
Leader of ze Opposition, Sir Norscote give notice be vill divide and 
take ze sense of ze House sur l’affaire, ** subject in all humility to my 








honourable friend,” c’es¢t @ dire, ze Membare for I. core Corrupt 


Practice for ze last time. Houp-la !/ 

On Monday ze Lords are agt, farce gu’ils croient ze Board School of 
ze School Board (f’esfere I have got zis right vays up), is ér0p dur 
pour les pelits enfants, too hard for ze leetle heads ; but Lord Carlingford 
say it is nozzink but newspaper scare—ze school managares know zeir 
vork, and ze Board vill not interfere vit zem. 

In ze Commons Sir Norscote tro over ze agreement entre M. de 
Lesseps and ze Government enough cold vatare for half a dozen canals. 
Ven ve go into Supply ze Membare for I remark zere are only tree ships 
of ze English Navy at Madagascar, vile zere are seven vatsseaux Francais. 
His qvestion is rule out of order. 

Tuesday.—Tree English engineers have on board um vaisseau 
2’ Espagne been put in irons in ze Red Sea. Ze irons have enter ze soul 
of Lord Salisbury. De plus at Singapore ze Spanish capitaine have take 
no notice of ze writ of have his corpus. Earl Granville reply ze remedy 
of ze men is in ze Jays augue! ze ship belong. Maintenant, it is all right 
up to now. 

A pres cela Lord Granville, like Otello to ze Ghost of Hamlet, ‘‘ unfold 
an unvarnished plain tale” to ze Lords regarding ze Suez Canal. Milor 
Salisbury sink it would be bettare vit more English influence and less 
Lesseps. 

Toujours perdrix, In ze Commons again we have ze Suez Canal. 
Ma fot! I hope zey vill cut it short, if it is cut at all. Mr. Childers tell 
us all about ze capital and interest of ze compagnie; some Membares 
sink it capital joke, and ver interesting. 

Encore aussi ze Membare for I, who seem to vant to fan ze flame in 
Madagascar, I sall call him Jingo Junior. At last ve go into Com- 
mittee on ze Agricultural Holdings Bill vit great hoorays. 

Vennisday.—Z core ze Agricultural Bill. Ze gang below ze gangvay 
call Mr. Balfour ze Agricultural Bill Hook, he have last night so much 
cut up ze Bill, and aftare ze amendments of to-night, ma foi! ze Bill vill 
be ver much vork of patch. 








**THIs is hawkward,”’ as the illiterate wood-pigeon said when he saw 
the falcon on the swoop. 


GAEL-Y WON AGAIN.—The Queen’s Prize at Wimbledon. 
A-MEER PRESENT.—The subsidy to Abdurrahman of Afghanistan. 








fies to its intrinsic value, and is fully re- 


cognized by the medical profession, as 

evidenced by the habitual way in which 

g it is prescribed by leading men amongst 

them, both at home and abroad JT 

Lancet, after devoting three long oe to remarkable cases of Neuralgia 


cured by Tonga, recently wrote: “ Tonga maintains its reputation in the 
treatment of Neuralygia;” whilst the Medical Press and Circular speaks 


of Tonga as “Invaluable in Facial Neuralgia;" and adds, ‘It has proved 
effective in all those cases in which we have prescribed it.” Tonga may be 
obtained from all Chemists, and from the Sole Consignees and Manufac- 


turers, ALLEN & HANBURYS, Plough Court, Lombard St., London. 


ee 





SPECIAL NOTICE,—/mfortant | 
Reduction in the price of Tonga. The T 4. | S | fi 
original 4/6 size is now reduced to 2/9, 
and larger sizes are put up at 4/6 and be av a ways Sa e 
The great reputation gained by Tonga t 
during the last two years sufficiently testi- | ‘ O 
FOR « . 
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PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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A Weird Warble. 


I SAUNTERED lately through the street 
(Which, by the way, I often do), 
And on my way I chanced to meet 
A merry-visaged youthful crew. 
Strange mystic rites with cherry-stones, 
They acted on the kerb-stone’s verge, 
And then, anon, in cheery tones 
They murmured this mysterious dirge, — 
‘* Billy Jones broke his bones, 
Tumblin’ over cherry-stones !” 


I stopped, for horror chilled my blood, 
My tresses stood on end awhile, 
To hear those urchins in the mud 
Thus chant in such a heartless style. 
‘* Dear me!” thought I, *‘to what a strain 
Of levity these boys give vent ! 
Methinks they should refer with pain 
To such a grievous accident— 
When this same Jones broke his bones, 
by falling over cherry-stones !”’ 


And so aside these boys I called, 
And said, in sympathetic tones, 
‘* IT grieve,—indeed, I am appalled 
At this sad fate of William Jones, 
Oh, boys! you knew him, it appears— 
Perhaps were wont with him to play— 
If so, ’t were fitter you shed tears, 
Than in a lively air to say, 
‘ Billy Jones broke his bones, 
Tumbling over cherry-stones !’ 


‘* Tis accident that you record 
l trust had not a fatal end? 
Maybe he lieth in some ward, 
Where doctors do his hurts attend ? 
If so, go visit him ; and oft 
With cheering accents soothe his pain.” 
When lo! they shouted ‘‘ Ain’t he soft?’ 
And taking sights, exclaimed again, 
** Yah ! Billy Jones broke his bones, 
Tumblin’ over cherry-stones !” 


Old Songs Reset. 
No. IX. 
Air— Zhe Cottage by the Sea. 


CURATE days now flit before me— 
Stipends small of long ago, 

When the Rector lorded o’er me— 
Fill’d my wretched life with woe. 

Then of state and power dreaming, 
Folded in the time to be, 

Came the light of glory streaming 
From the Palace of a See! 


Fancy saw the mitre shining 
On my grey and honour’d head— 
Saw my guests off silver dining, 
Heard the grace my chaplain said ; 
Drank the wine, enjoy’d the dishes, 
Join’d the ladies at their tea, 
Vanity of human wishes 
For the Palace of a See! 


Now that years have fled above me, 
Gone are all the dreams of youth ; 

Round me are the souls that love me, 
All reality and truth. 

Now my life’s long day is closing 
In a peaceful rectory, 

Sweeter far for Death’s reposing 
Than the Palace of a See! 


- a te 


Water-falling off is there! 
DRESSES are now made with trimmings 
called ‘‘ water-falls” at the back. This must 
be Ni-agra-vating to many, though those with 
tubby figures (if any) will probably be thankful 
for the cask-aid, 
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Little Spiffins. 
Youthful Rustic. —“* Naw, 
AH ! AN’ 
Little Spiffins (graciously ).—** INDERD ! 


LAST YEAR. 


A POSITIVE BENEFIT TO THE 


SIR, MORE’S THE PITY! 


Wary?” 


COUNTRY. 


—‘*D’ you HAVE MANY LONDONERS DOWN HERE, MY Loy?” 
WE HAD A PAINTER-MAN DOWN 
WAARN’T EVERYBODY SORRY TO GET RID ON UN!” 











Youthful Rustac.—‘‘ A-PAINTIN’ IN THE ORCHARDS AN’ FIRLDS, HE WUR THAT USB- 


FUL AS A SCARECROW. 


(Anxiously.) 


A em ——— 


NE’ER A BIRD 


‘* Be YEW A PAINTER-MAN, SIR?” 


A Strange Pledge. 


‘UD COME ANIGH WHILES HE WUR ABOUT.” 


ee ee ee ee 
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A PETITION in favour of the Embankment blow-holes has been signed by some two hundred and 


nineteen London pawnbrokers. 
why take interest in these things? 
they are also stated to have no ‘redeeming ” feature. 


somewhat inexplicable. 


A PRECIOUS MISTAKE.—That Cleopatra’s ‘‘ golden galley”’ was rowed with ‘‘ silver ores,” 


These useful business folk are noted for taking ‘‘interest ;” but 
True, they are said by some to be uncle-ean affairs ; 
Therefore this pledge of affection seems 


but then 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


OT much—not anything, in fact— 
can be said in favour of Mr. J. F. 
Dunn’s ‘‘new and original co- 
medy-drama,” Xetaliation, which 
saw the light in the course of a 
morning concert at the Adelphi, 
for the benefit of the Royal Col- 
lege of Music (an obscure institu- 
tion, the existence of which is not 
generally known). It (the “‘new 
and original comedy-drama,” not 
the Royal College of Music), dis- 
played a certain distinctive cha- 
racter in presenting in all their 
naked absurdity many familiar 
stage tricks and conventionalities 
which caused it to be received 
with considerable enjoyment, of a 





Tue ApeELFut —LEIGHTON AND TOO . : 
= aten “alee kind not very flatterirg to the 
author, particularly towards the 
close, When Mr, Fabert explained that he was ‘under the thumb” 


of the villain through having (as far as could be gathered) casually com- 
mitted forgery, the audience could not Fabert their mirth ; Miss Lucy 
Lee, entering into the spirit of the thing, and walking calmly out of a 
top: floor window only to return safe and sound, and just in time to show 
that the villain’s first wife was dead three minutes and a quarter before 
his second marriage, was greeted with warm, congratulatory applause 
for her gymnastic skill; and Mr, Beck’s final ‘‘ carse you——! ” was 
greeted with such triumphant joy that it was cut short in the budding 
springtime of its youth, and failed upon his faltering lips. 


There is not much chance for distinction in such a piece, but the 
cast was strong. Miss Alexis Leighton, by the sincerity of her acting 
in a rather pur- 
poseless scene in 
the last act, stayed 
for awhile the tide 
of mirth, and won 
a very well-de- 
served and hearty 
round of applause ; 
Mr. A. Wood 
made an irritating 
old man uniformly 
funny by sheer per- 
sonal humour; and 
Mr. Philip Beck 
was as completely 
and uncompromis- 
ingly wicked as 
ever, The re- 
mainder of the cast 
played with loyalty anc excellence, but there is nothing to be gained 
by repeating their names, 





Tue Gataty.—‘‘ VIRGINIA AND Pat.’ 


The concert was a very good one, Madame Antoinette Sterling, Miss 
Emily Parkinson, and Mr. H. Horscroft being included in the lis: of 








singers. The instrumental solos were noticeable for variety— piano, 
violin, flute, harp, concerfina, and éassoon figuring each in turn. 


Tae Solaicr’s Wife is the title of Messrs. Sims and Pettitt’s forthcoming 
piece at the Adelphi, 


for which you ’d bes’ soldier self in readiness. 


The 4th of August promises to 
be one of those merry times for 
the noticer which crowd upon 
him more and more as the years 
roll on and theatres increase, 
when he is expected to divide 
himself into many parts, and see 
many plays at once. To begin 
with (principally because it is not 
a play at all, I suppose), Covent 
: : Garden comes with its Promenade 
we iY ~~ * Concerts on that evening; but 





 ameea 
an — _ - - — ° ° 
6 Se aie more to the purpose is it that Mr. 
ox. Or Harris, on the same night, pro- 
Tne Vavorvitte.—‘‘An Op Mastgr."” duces at Drury Lane the drama 


. which he and the gentleman who 
Rewe’s in the same boat with him fo: the nonce have constructed; and 
tha: Messrs. Holt and Wilmot open their new Grand Theatre at | 





Islington. To ‘‘do” the two will tax the powers of the most agile and 
ubiquitous of our not-easily-defeated craft. 


Pending the production of The So/dier’s Wife, which is ‘‘in active pre- 














g = SAY OH SAYYOU paration, | 
GE SD || prea 5 the Adelphi 
\ has opened 


i Se” for a short 

season with 
the seem- 
ingly ever- 
attractive 
Streets of 
London, 
Mr, War- 
ner's__per- 
formance in 
the part of 


AN SSR aly tt 
OS ange 


\\ Y \ SS SS 
: \\ \ \ 4 i. 
Re ~— i 43 / Badger is 

: about’ the 


Tug HayMARKET.—FAay-DOORER. best thing 

he does, 

which bears out my opinion that he is a very much better comedian than 

—shall we say?—tragedian. There is something very refreshing about 

his rendering of this the usual merry-hearted scamp of melodrama, who 

is forgiven because he is funny ; though, after all, there is not much of 

the scamp about Badger. The fact is Mr. Warner understands and feels 
humour ; I doubt if he does pathos fully, 


There are one or two interesting points about the production, by the 
way, which raise it in interest something above the ordinary revival. 
There is, first of all, the welcome appearance on ‘‘this side of the 
water,” of Miss Alice Raynor, a clever little actress who has done much 
good and earnest work at the Surrey 
and elsewhere, and who has, if I mis- 
take not, something of a future before 
her; she has a sympathetic voice, and 
no mean power of pathetic expression, 
but she mustn’t grow so proud of this 
latter as to bring it into play on inade- 
quate occasions. Another point is the 
bright and clever performance of Dan 
by Miss Clara Jecks, a young lady who 
is rapidly becoming an artist of the first 
water; then there is the first appearance, 
in a part requiring anything of inven- 
tion, of Mr. Mark Quinton, one of the 
survivors of matinée ; he comes through 
the ordeal very well, and has evidently 
not mistaken his vocation, 





New Sapver’s Wrtis.—“ ALL 
Lost! "= ** MotTus!” 


With a capital bit of character by Mr. 
J. G. Shore, a consistent performance of Crawley by Mr, J. Beauchamp, 
a characteristic Puffyand Mrs. Puffy by Mr. Proctor and Mrs, f1. Leigh, 
and a respectable Mark by Mr. J. A. Rosier, as well as a very fair ‘‘ tail” 
of a cast, it is evident that there has been no want of care in presenting 
what is, after all, a mere stop-gap. 


I forgot to say that Miss Ada Murray is very nice, and does all that 
is to be done with the unpleasant Alida, though fora rich heiress she seems 
rather short of dresses ; but perhaps she spends all her pin-money on her 
Count, which would her-count for it. 

— Offenbach’s La 


Vie Parisienne, 1 
hear, has been 
chosen by Mr. 
Henderson for the 
opening of the Cri- 
terion, a ceremony 
which is proposed 
for the 6th of Oc- 
tober; seventeen 
years ago was this 
piece first pro- 
duced, and created 
some little excite- 
ment among the 
Parisian larve and 
butterflies. 








New Cross Pub- 
lic Hall is aboat to be converted into a regular theatre, with Mr. W. 
Morton of the Egyptian Hall at the helm. NesTOR. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe EDITOR oF ‘‘ Fon.” 
SOMETHING MORE ABOUT GOODWOOD. 


S1r,—To begin with, I’m not so sure that my tip Jast 
week is to be absolutely relied on; 1’m inclined to think that 
the following additional verse should be by right attached to my 


TIP FOR THE GOODWOOD STAKEs, 


But the man who would mildly prefer to enjoy 
A fortunate height that the facu!ties dazes, 

Had better, by chalks, back the swift Corrie Roy, 
Or stick to Palermo, and back him like blazes. 


As I said before, with regard toa 








Tip FOR THE STEWARD’s Cup, 


Though some are good and some are bad, 
And some hold back ard some importune ; 
In some you ’se certain to be ** had,” 
And some are sure to lead to fortune, 
Be it Jate or be it early, 
Still 1 yo for Knight of Burghley. 





That’s bold! But what is prophecy without boldness, 
;and who knows but what it may turn up trumps by a fluke? 
| But off we go again with my 


TIP FOR THE GOODWOOD Cup, 


You ’ve seen no sign— 
No sign you ’’ve seen— 
Of Barcaldign— 
Of Barcaldeen? 
The reason ’s plain 
To any one, 
For Barcaldain 
Is Barcal-done. 








Dutch Oven too, 
As you may see, 
Will number 2, 
Or maybe 3. 
But Border Min- 
Strel, when all’s done, 




















AN ILLUSTRATION. 


Will toddle !n First Cracksman.—‘' D’ y’ FAR, BILL, WOT'S THIS ’ERE 'JGH ART THE 
As No. I, PAPERS WRITERS SECH A LOT ABOUT?” 
Second Cracksman.—‘‘LUMMY! DON’T YER KNOW, JOSEPH? Why, 


Finally (I shan’t give it in rhyme), whatever horses pretend | J’,p_ qELL yER. YOU AN’ ME CAN CRACK A CRIB OR DO A BASHIN’ 
to contest a field enter to try for the Cup of the Chesterfield, | Jon as NRAT AND CLEAN AS ANYBODY IN THE PERFESSION, THAT'S 
thinking to win either hardly or easily out where the leaves = _{{anT! Now, IF WE MOVED IN A ‘IGHER SPEAR WE SHOULD PROBLY 
are a-flutter all breezily, if it’s not Goggles the thought is BOTH A-BIN LAWYERS, AN’ WE SHOULD 1HEN HAVE GORN IN FOR 'IGH 
erroneous, so you may take it from Mr, TROPHONIUS. Hart.” 




















IN THE INTBRESTS OF SCIENCH. 


‘A French paper gives an account of some ‘curious’ experiments which Signor 
Canestrini has been making on insects. He has cut off the heads of anumber of flies, 
ants, grasshoppers, and butterflies, and he has observed that decapitated insects retain 
their sensibility for a very long time. Flies seem to regard the operation as the most 
natural thing inthe world. . . . One quite fails to see the raison d'tre of Pro- 
fessor Canestrini’s operations, The effect of decapitation on the human subject is 
well known ; and the Professor may go on decapitating insects till Doomsday without 
contributing anything towards modifying its unpleasant consequences."—S?. Famtes's 
Casette. 











Le1’s add information unadded before 

To strengthen the budget of Science's lore ; 
It’s quite immaterial how you begin— _ 
Try something or other, it’s sure to come in, 


Just get me—I ’m far from particular what— 
Well, get me—I’ve hit it—just get me a pot ; many Wales 


A pot with a handle —just any old thing 
Affording a hold for attaching a string. 


And get me (you ’ll find you can easily meet 
My simple requirements) a dog from the street ; 
I stipulate only the dog mustn't fail 

In one little matter—he mus¢ have a tail. 


Still further to foster success it would tend 
If the tail of the dog had a knob at the end; 
Yet, though it would make it a likelier job, 
It’s not indispensable, isn’t that knob. 


And get me—now what shall | tell you to bring ?— 
Oh ! bring me a bit of superior string ; 

It ll do if it’s thick ; but I care not a pin, 

Because it will equally do if it’s thin. 


Now carefully fasten the string with a knot, — 
One end to the animal, one to the pot ; 

Now tug it and test it—you’re certain it's tight? 
Now howl at the dog till he bolts in a fright. 


H{[e dashes right onward, with never a swerve ; 

Don’t touch me— don’t speak to me—let me observe ; 
And scierce shall hare the results as a treat, 

At the very next learned-society-mcet. 





— 





THE London seascn, now drawing toa close, is said to have been 
one of the worst ever known. This is attributed to the frequent absence 
from town of the Prince of Wales ; hence are heard, in certain quarters, 


of woe. 
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AN ACT OF BENEVOLENCE. 


The United States Cabinet have issued an order to 
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Cousin Jonathan had a sudden sting of conscience. ‘‘Here's another p%or Irish fellow coming over; I will spare hir 
forbade him to land. J. Bull was touched to the heart, and 47s conscience pricked hir 
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‘But Ican't possibly have him b-ck now; he has been so c’ose to America, that he’s sure to be infected with dynamite,’ 
best of it in Australia or somewhere. 
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the Custom House authorities at New York to assist in preventing the landing ef paupers, 
any having «already disembarked, to have them reshipped to the port whence they came. 





and, in the event of 





And with true kin 












So poor Pat had to make the 


ull I thar.k yer for p-evintin’ me landing?” said he. 
I said Pat; ‘‘but 
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BUSINESS. 
Professor Gladstone.—“ ALLOW ME, SIR, TO RECOMMEND OUR CELEBRATED CORRUPT PRACTICES POMADE 
FOR IMPROVING AND BEAUTIFYING THE STATE OF THE POLL” 





















































BUSINESS. 
(See Cartoon.) 


} “Ir you wish to get something, you shall, sir, 
| For promoting the growth of the hair; 
' Now this water of Suez Canal, sir, 
| Is an excellent wash, I declare. 


‘It’s a little bit costly I grant, sir, 

a In result, too, a little bit slow :— 

| Won’t on any account? Then you shan’t, sir ; 
‘ii I am ready at once to take ‘no.’ 


a 


ate 


tom “ You’d be satisfied, though, ’pon my soul, sir, 
ecu With this article here in my hand ; rr 
i 4 ' For improving the state of the poll, sir, rE 
| ai Its efficiency’s perfectly grand. 


“It’s emollient, cleansing, and cheap, sir,— 
7 t A pomatum that’s totally new,— 

i ‘Corrupt Practices’ called,—safe to keep, sir,— 
Pleasant smell,—try a pot, sir, pray do. 


“Is there anything else in my way, sir? 
Nothing else you now want to obtain? | 
Then I thank you, sir, kindly. Good day, sir. 

I hope we may soon meet again.” 
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WARBLES OF THE WHEE. 


SeT TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAV@ THEMSELVES, 
No. 5.—A SONG WHICH GOFS—SEDLEY, 


Air—‘! Phillis is my only joy.” 


AKE the news 
we give, my 
boy, 

Gathered from 
all lands and 
seas ; 

Fétes it seems 
they do enjoy 

At the Nash’nal 
Fisheries. 

Yes, that they 
do, 

For they ’ve had 
two; 

And _ successes 

Each confesses, 

And is cheerful 
as he sees 











End of iron- 
workers’ 
strike, 

Cholera increas- 
ing eke; 





.incess Beatrice (belike) 
Gone ab:oid some fun to seek. 
Italian storms, 
And Bradlaugh forms, 
Salt abiding 
Lakes subsiding — 
Are the topics of the week. 





Guinea annexation scheme, 
Channel Tunnel Co, at bay; 
Suez plan abandoned dream, 
Manchester Canal ‘‘ we pray.’ 
A subsidy 
Accepted by 
Afgnan’s Ameer 
Just as pay, mere— 
Are the topics of the day. 


One more Government defeat 
(For their cricket's not sublime) ; 
Trams at Huddersfield a treat, 
Balloon ascent in foreign clime. 
Zibebu out 
And round about, 
Rout and slay, oh, 
Poor Cetewayo— 
Are the topics of the time. 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


FE. Lor Chance sellare is 
vat you call good judge 2. 
On Sursday—it vas ze 20 
Julys—he bring in Bill for 
Summary Jurisdiction, 
Sans doute, he mean ze 
ice sqvash lemon at ze 
bar of ze Courts in hot 
vezzare. Apres, ze Lords 
go in Committee on ze 
Factory Bill, vich is ver 
satis-factory. 

In ze ozzare place, 
apropos ze Canal de Suez, 
everybody is like ze do- 
mestigue who is expect to 
vork, giving notice. Sir 
Norscote vant to discuss 
ze agreement (his ,party, 
I sink, are more ready 


NOY MUCH WOR 











for disagreement), and he demand of ze Grand Old Man, like Mr. Sims 
Reeves of zat grand young voman, Jane /a jv/ie, to ‘‘name ze day.” Ze | 
Sergeant-of-Arms come to ze Bar. He hold at Sergeant of Arms lengz | 
ze writ of Mr. Bradlaugh, Ze House vill considare before it enter | 











appearance ; maintenant, Sir Giffard vispare to me, Iconoclastes sall not 
appear or entare ict. Ze writ is serve by Messrs. Lewis, of Ely Place, 
just after ze Membare for Monaghan have take his Healy place. 

Fridays.— Ze Viscomte who Bury desire altare ze Hospital Service of 
ze Army ; mais Milor Longford say in ze army zare is too much change, 
(Pourguo: donc are so many of my soldier pals hard up?) In ze Com- 
mons ve have encore ze Membare for Cheek—I go say Eye—c’est /a 
méme chose, and it is his feature vich strike most he is ver much sat on by 
everybodys, he try so hard to make ze mischief entre la France e 


l’ Angleterre, C'est dommage! ze peoples who can do so leetle goods 
sould try doso many harms, Ve go in Committee on ze Bill of ze 
10 Aunts. 


Monday.—Milor Granville in ze Lords, and ze G, O, M. in ze Com- 
mons, say ze Scheme of ze Canal de Suez, like ze fat man on light of ze 
sky, have fall tro, 

Tuesdays.—Ze principal business is to introduce ze mashare—I sall 
mean Ushare of—ze Rod vich is Black, Sir James Drum and—vy have 
he not fife at ze end of his name? 

Autrefois Mr. P. A. Taylor stick up for ze garrottare. 4 present he 
plead for Foote and Ramsey (zey all deserve ze flog). Sir Harcourt say 
serve zem right. Zey have put zeir Foote in it, and it must rest zare, 
Mr. Chaplin is ver much rile, parcegue ze Government vill not bring in 
ze Dear Meat Bill. I say ze butchare do zat, asses souvent, 

Vennisday ze Commons read ze tree time ze Bills of Electric Light. 
Ma foi! ze lighter ze vork ze bettare at zis seasons, Zare is brush be- 
tveen Sir Campbell and Mr, Chamberlain ovare ze Metropolitan Brush 
Company. More Agricultural Holding Bills, zis time Avossatse. Mr. 
Barclay amend so much, ayant rapport a comp :nsation for drains, zat I 
slope and go have drain for compensation, 


HANDHD OVER. 





THE dusthole, as is very plain, 

Is over-tull, Matilda Jane ; 

Aad, as the dustman w.// not call, 
The difficulty might appal 

Had not the wise committee, late 
Deputed to deliberate 

About the blow-holes, put to flight 
The whole dilemma, left and right. 


The Thames Embankment Gardens may 
Be built upon or swept away, 

Regarded as a useful spot 

Where surplus rubbish may be shot, 

Or all and sundry who shall care 

To do so, may pollute the air— 

Until they vanish ’neath the clutch 

Of railway companies and such. 


So take the heap, Matilda Jane, 

Our flowing dusthole won't contain— 
The drowned pups, the poisoned rat, 
Our late-defunct lamented cat, 

The cabbage-stalk the nostril hates, 
The ashes from domestic grat :s— 
And pile it all upon the land 

The wise committee lately bann’d, 


But have a care, Matilda Jane, 

You do not loiter and remain 

Upon that land—for who presumes 
To dare the blow-holes’ deadly fumes 
Within the fatal gardens where 

The London folk resost for air, 

Shall barely live the time he d need 
To bless the wise committee's deed, 
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“HOW THE RICH LIVE:” 
By SHINY SEAMS anp HAL ‘LOW! 
Cuartek VITI. 


One of the greatest evils of the overcrowding of the rich—fvi are they 
not overcrowded everywhere ?—at home, in the limited area of the 
fashionable quarters they 
are compelled to inhabit ; 
abroad, in train and coach, 
in steamer and hotel, when 
they seek what they call, 
| with grim humour, *‘a holi- 
| day’’—one of the greatest 
evils of this overcrowding, 
|I say, is the souring of 
| temper it engenders. I’ve 
‘read somewhere, or some- 
|body has told me, that 
| well-bred people never 
‘show temper. It seems 
jlike an aphorism cf the 
nursery, so perhaps it was 
the attendant of my earlier 
_years who gave me the in- 
‘formation, Anyway, if the 
well-bred, otherwise the 
rich (for only the rich ave 
| well-bred), never do show 
temper, it must be because 
| they have lost it all in the 
yurse of years of irritation 

| from the above causes. 
This ‘‘ taking a holiday” 
is another fetish which the 
‘rich man is compelled to 
|follow—for his sins. To 
‘remain in town after a cer- 
| tain date—to be seen at the 
| club, or any of the other places where fashion most does congregate—to 
‘be seen in London at all, in fact, except as ‘‘just passing through ” to 

somewhere else, is social annibilation. 

As a matter cf fact, there are always many ‘‘just passing through !”’ 
‘Think what this holiday must be to the rich man, I have already 
hinted at the comfort and solace that bed is to him, his only peaceful 
refuge, the one oasis amid bis desert life. What does the holiday do for 
him? It drags him prematurely from that refuge one fine morning, and 
as likely as not he never sees it, or the faintest imitation of it, again for 
weeks ; it plunges him into a crowded, cramping, rumbling railway car- 
riage, with bales of luggage on his mind—no sleep is possible there; it 
takes him on board a heaving and throbbing steamer smelling cf hot 
oil (a steamer which soon makes its heaves and throbs part of his system), 
and places him in a close, creaking, and swaying cabin—no sleep is 
possible there; it gives him a slow all-night journey in a continental 
erande vitesse, with three Frenchmen indulging in contorted nightmares 
and garlic snores—-no sleep is possible there ; it imprisons him in the 





coupé of a diiigence where everybody but himself wants the window up— 
is possible there, 


No sleep is possible anywhere; the search 
for a ted is the search of a Diogenes 
for an honest man, Then the tourist 
loses his temper. 

There are times when the tourist 
does get a bed—of a sort; but the 
attendant discomforts make it a doubt- 
ful luxury. The hotel is full when he 
arrives, and he has to occupy a hastily- 
arranged attic, or box-room, or boot- 
cupboard, or something of the kind. 
The ablutionary arrangements are de- 
fective, perhaps ; there is no soap, or 
the towels have passed through (and 
over) too many hands, to the exclusion 
of those of the laundress, or there is a 
decrepit and superfluous toothbrush, 


| 
DO £ice] 


is no suggestion of preparation what- 
ever. The sketch on the left repre- 
sents a little boy who has come from 
the top of the huge seven-storied hotel 
in his shirt-sleeves to the water-butt in 
the courtyard—and found it empty. We gather that he wants the water 
for his ma and pa, the Earl and Countess, who, with himself, are oc- 
Capyinpg asmail room in a distant turret. This room only just holds the 
bed, he says; their boxes are on the landing, and they have to squeeze 








but no water, or it may even be there | 





**GOOD NIGHT! S NORE, PANT-ALONG 


through the door as best they can. He points out the turret; from 
where we stand it looks like nothing so much as a canary’s cage. 

This is only a specimen of the whole; the place is a perfect rabbit- 
warren, every hole and corner is occupied, some of the rooms are divided 
in two by wooden partitions, and the occupants have to speak in 
whispers, privacy being destroyed at the window end by the gap caused 
by the embrasure. Where 
the servants sleep I don’t 
know, but I suppose with 
the cows and horses. We 
explore the place so that 
my companion may ob- 
tain a good sketch. Some 
of the doors are locked, 
and we don’t get in. 
Some of them, though 
unlocked, elicit feminine 
screams when they are 
opened—and we don’t go 
in. We have better luck 
in other places, however. 
The hall porter’s box is oc- 
cupied by a tutor and two of 
his pupils, a portly Alder- 
man of the City of London 
is in one of the bath-rooms, 
a newly-married couple, we 
are told, is in another, two 
dukes on a pedestrian ex- 
cursion are in a third—all 
the bath-rooms are utilized, 
and in one we find a young 
man, just risen, drenched to 
the skin: he’d had his bed 
made up in the bath, and 
had accidentally turned on 
the water inhis sleep. One 
family occupied a cupboard 
—pa and ma on the lower shelf, and the children above them on the 
others. A sort of open turret with pillars, on the roof and supporting the 
weathercock, had not been neglected even : the approach was dangerous, 
through a small hole in a roof of exciting angle, at a dizzy height, and up 
the said roof by means of a rope fixed in the turret, yet some acrobatic 
young man had passed the night in that exalted eyrie. 

There was one person with a wearied and anxious expression, an 
officer in a crack regiment, whom we met several times in the passages, 
carrying a feather bed. The manager had found this bed for him, but 
had been unable to provide him with a room to put it in; this was the 
only instance we came across of a person without a room of some sort. 

sut it was in the coffee-room we found the sketch we wanted. It had 
been turned into a huge dormitory, and was crammed. As we entered 
we were greeted with the sound of a full, deep, rich, sonorous snore 
proceeding from a corpulent gentleman on the right. At the farther 
end of the room, facing us as we entered, we saw what was strong con- 
firmation of my theory regarding 
the souring influence upon the 
temper of the rich this wholesale 
crowding has. <A young, and at 
other times (presumably) hand- 
some man, leaned upon his elbow, 
and directed a malignant scowl 
with the hatred of years in it at 
the resonant slumberer, at whose 
form he had already directed a per- 
fect shower of boots, brushes, c. 

‘* He’s been at it all night,” he 
coraplained to us, ‘‘ and I haven’t 
had a wink.” And I shouldn’t 
think he had. 

As we leave we come across 
this gentleman on the right. He 
has slept in a coal-cellar, sup- 
plied with no washing appliances; 
but, luckier than our young friend 
on the other side, has procured a 
tub in the byre. 





FROM CBLLAR TO EYRE, 
And so we quit this phase of ‘* How the Rich Live,” cary” 
sut we are not allowed to depart in peace; we are confronted by the 


manager with a demand for four and sixpence each for beds. We ex- 
plain that we've ad no beds. He puts by the excuse as trivial ; weve 
been jin the house all night, and, beds or no beds, we have to pay /ske 
everyody else! 


(More unpleasan nesses the week after next, ) 
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Waddington’s Woes. 


I COME as a sworn peacemaker; 
I’m meek and mild as a Quaker; 
For Ferry ’s the undertaker 
Of all feuds, recent and old. 
At least I am told to bury 
The hatchet all round; but very 
Bewildering ‘tis that Ferry 
Keeps whispering, ‘‘ Chér, be bold!” 


We haven’t the least objection 
If Britain forbids connection 
*Twixt us and the smallest section 
Of any place ’twixt the Poles ; 
But then, I must say, we sunder 
All ties if they stop our plunder 
In China, and the thunder 
Of our guns, not French rolls, 


I’m chosen because they cling, oh! 
So fast to their savage lingo; 
I’m chosen to please the Jingo, 

The ’Arry, and ki'chen wench, 
The gift comes of Eton cramming ; 
But just let them think of damming 
Canals! Good bye, salaaming, 

I say with big d’s in French, 


In short, as a Gallo-Briton, 
They say I am bound to hit on 
Some method whereby to sit on 
The schemes where Britannia rules ; 
While I between two far nations, 
Conducting negociations, 
Feel— such are hybrid’s sensations— 
Just fallen between two stools. 








DuRING the trial of the Strome Ferry rioters it was stated 
that, though working so strenuously against the profanation of 
the ‘‘Sawbath,” they swore roundly in Gaelic the while. 
Being Gale-ic, we presume their language was somewhat 
stormy. To judge by their recent sentences, however, they 
seem to have got a gay-lic-king. 








THE GOOD BOY, 


“MOTHER SAYS I MUSTN'T.” 











THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BRHAKFAST. 


‘©T DECLARE,” cried Mrs. Blunderberry, pouring Harvey sauce into 
her tea, ‘‘I declare if they were to cut that canal across the Channel I 
should never sleep easily in my bed; and as for comfort, why, I’d every 
bit as soon cross to Calais in a steamer as I would in a barge.” 

Mr. Blunderberry looked up from his newspaper, grunted contemptu- 
ously, and looked down again. 

‘‘Though, of course,” continued the lady, balancing her teaspoon, 
and pondering on the complication, ‘‘ of course, if it has to be done, it 
is only right England should have a stake in it.” 

‘‘ Mrs. B.,”’ said her lord and master, ‘‘it is on international questions 
of this kind that your knowledge of housekeeping becomes pre-eminently 
useful. Having heard of the chops of the Channel, you think we ought 
to have a steak as well. Is that it?” 

‘* He, he, he!” laughed Mrs. Blunderberry, a little uneasily ; ‘* what 
good spirits you are in this morning, Solomon !”’ 

‘‘ It’s a lucky thing for you, Mrs. Blunderberry, that I am. Canal 
across the Channel! What nonsense are you talking? You only want 
eight millions of English money in your pocket to be a female Lesseps. 
Canal, indeed! How did you suppose they were going to make it? 
Did you fancy they proposed to get a whole fleet of ships to beat down 
the Channel, so that you and I might run across? Did you imagine all 
the yachts at Cowes were going to do it with their cutwaters? [ tell 
you what it is, madam: if you were only starving in a garret, with two 
dozen patents and a judgment summons, you’d be a first-class inventor. 
Your mind’s so strong and so quick, that if you could hook a dozen 
carriages on to it, it would be the rapidest mode of transit known.” 

‘1 ’m sure I read somewhere that somebody wanted to make acanal,”’ 
sighed Mrs. Blunderberry, plaintively. 

‘* Yes, ma'am; yes, I am the man—I, your lord and master. I want 
to cut a canal round you to keep your knowledge in; I want tocuta 
canal in front of you, that you may set it on fire and spare the Thames. 
Hang it, ma’am! I want to cut a canal through you, and let ina stream 
of reason and a flood of light. And now, if there is anything more you 
want to know about canals, let me hear it.” And Mr. Blunderberry 
leant back in his chair and panted. 


| 





7. suppose, dear, I—I’m mixing it up somehow with the Suez 
Tunnel,” said Mrs, Blunderberry, nervously spreading marmalade on her 
sardine, 

** Your brain, madam, ought to be corked in a bottle and labelled 
‘The mixture as before.’ One teaspoonfull of you, ma’am, is a dose for 
an adult. A larger quantity would induce fever, vertigo, softening of 
the brain, lunacy, and death.” 

‘*T don’t see that I have said anything so very ridiculous, Mr. Blun.- 
derbercy,” retorted the wife of his bosom with dignity. 

**You wouldn't,” replied her lord, reaching for the sugar-basin and 
upsetting the milk-jug. 

** If you were to cut the top off a tunnel and fill it with water, it would 
be a canal, wouldn’t it?” 

**Oh, of course.” And Mr. Blunderberry laughed sardonically. ‘If 
you were to cut the top off a pillar letter-box and fill it with gunpowder, 
it would be acannon. If you were to cut the top off a foolish woman 
and fill her with newspaper scraps, she would be—a Mrs, Blunder. 
berry.” 

‘* And,”’ interposed his better half, rising equal to the occasion, “if 
you cut off the top of a husband and filled him with a good breakfast, 
he ought to be better tempered.” 

‘*T suppose you call that argument,” said Mr. Blunderberry sulkily, 

**Oh, no, dear!’’ answered the lady, elated. ‘‘I shouldn't think of 
arguing with you; I know better than that.” 

‘‘ Next time you want to argue, Mrs. B.,” continued her lord, by no 
means mollified, ‘*don't wait to begin till my omnibus is coming down 
the road. D’ye hear?—next time you want to chop logic with your 
husband, give him time—only give him time—and he 'Il—he 'll—smash 
you!” And Mr. Blunderberry toddled down the garden path. 

‘*He'll have to stand five minutes at the gate,” soliloquized Mrs. 
Blunderberry, looking attheclock, ‘* But that won’t do him any harm.” 
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A Set to Love. A Rally. A Gentleman who has seen a 
great deal of ** Service.” 


—— 














| DISPENSED WITH. The word ‘‘ farewell!” half stifled, as with sobs, 
; _ I cannot sleep. 
he ij Of . Ui M Ye N NN ) EME! De j a ‘ — 
The House of MR — vars ae | Mr. M.Q.  NorTs; let us arise centrated vigil, 
Date—Fuly 31st, 1583. And for the parcels postman strain our eyes. [4 long interval of con- 


f SSS 


Mr. M. ©). (excitedly). Martha, the clock upon the mantel strike; 
Eleven! One more hour to run—and then 
The First of August and the Parcels Post! 

(With a burst of joyous antictpat.on ) 





Oh, I have ordered such a wealth of things— 
(No single thing exceeding seven pounds)— 
| Such matters as of yore I should have purchased 
From local tradesmen—to be sent, direct 
From them who make them, by the parcels post. 
Mrs. M. © (with equal excitement), Oh, Peter, so have I—some 
































handkerchiefs, ' 
Twelve yards of spotted muslin—— | 
Mx. M. Q. (wildly). Some cigars, [FE ont nenmae 
A pair of soles from Farringdon—— PTT yf 
Mrs. M. Q. (deliriously). Some peas, | ee 1 | 
Five pounds of sirloin, tenpence by the pound, |. Mrs. M, Q. Peter, I pray you listen. Hear ye not 
Three pairs of gloves, a frying-pan—— _ A grinding as of wheels—of /i/¢/e wheels? 
Mr. M. Q. (faintly). Some pills, | 'Tisno perambulator, Peter! See— 
A pipe, some pears, some bell-wire, some | It és the hand-cart of the parcels post. 
Bown (uncontrollably), Hurray ! | But look! How pale the postman’s countenance ; 
Mrs. M. (. But let us now to rest ; the whelming joy | He totters, gasps, and glares; he is not well. 
Of what shall be to-morrow strings our nerves Mr. M. Q. Perchance a little brandy—— 
Too tightly ; let us train our brains to think | PARCELS POSTMAN, Thank ye kindly ; 
On nothing—count a million—good, we doze, , 7 . Once more my blood resumes its wonted course, 
[A short and hypocritical silence. | Yet frighted memory, casting back its orbs, 
Mr. M. Q. Martha! I wonder—do you think the parcels | Sees once again—no matter! Have ye heard 
Will come by first delivery, or be——? In the dead voidness of the midnight hour 
Mrs, M. Q, I guess the cruel word—or be delayed. A wail? MR, and Mrs. M, ©). We did. 
Oh, Peter, no, no, no! POSTMAN, It was the last farewell 
Mr. M. (). (starting up). I hear a clock! Breathed by the spirit of the Middleman ; 
'Tis midnight! What is that? What chilling moan The phantom met me, pale, upon the road, 
Of black despair unmans the shuddering night ? And passed its fingers o’er the packages 
Mrs. M. (). I heard it too! A hollow hopeless wail— Murmuring faintly, ‘‘ Let me hand them in 
A coronach above the grave of Hope, And take my old commission!” (Suddenly.) See! Ab, horror! 
As if some creature simply gives it up! He stands between us now. His fleshless fingers 
And, Peter—do you feel an icy breath— ; Touch each fresh parcel ere it reach your hand 
A passing chill?—and there !—and there again— From mine. He sobs, ‘‘Commission!” He is gone! 
When - 
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MASHER 


FuN delights to see holiday-makers, 
From London and labour set free ; 

And, like these, may you all be partakers 
Of bracing ozone by the sea! 
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Pray observe the bold yachtsman here wooing, 
And the charming young maidens so sly ; 
And the party (by accident) viewing 
The batheress—timid and shy. 


At this seaside resort all are happy, 
Save a ‘‘ masher,” who sailing would go; 
It don’t quite agree with the ‘‘chappie,” 
As the /as/eaux successively show. 
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DISPENSED WITH. 


| 

MENNIRIE ()OIREMEN1 

| Date—Fuly 31st, 1883. 

| Mr. M. ©). (excitedly). Martha, the clock upon the mantel strikes 

| Fleven! One more hour to run—and then 

The First of August and the Parcels Post! 

| (lV ith a burst of joyous anticipat.on ) 

| Oh, I have ordered such a wealth of things 

(No single thing exceeding seven pouns 's)— 

Such matters as of yore I should have purchased 

Krom local tradesmen—to be sent, phe 

From them who make them, by the parcels post. 
Mrs. M. © (with egual excitement), Oh, Peter, so have I—some 

handkerchiefs, 

Twelve yards of spotted muslin—— 
Mr. M Q). (wildly), 

A pair of soles from Farringdon—— 
Mrs. M. Q. (deliriously). Some peas, 

Five pounds of sirloin, tenpence by the pound, 

Three pairs of gloves, a frying-pan 
Mr. M. ©. (faintly), Some pills, 

A pipe, some pears, some bell-wire, some 
BO (2am ontrollably), Hurray ! 
Mrs. M. (), But let us now to rest ; the whelming joy 

Of what shall be to-morrow strings our nerves 

Too tightly ; let us train our brains to think 

On nothing million—good, we doze. 

| [A short and 





The Llouse 0/ Mr, and MRS. 


Some cigars, 








~count a 
hypocritical 


Mr. M. (©. Martha! I wonder—co you think the parcels 
Will come by first delivery, or be——? 

Mrs, M. ©, I yuess the cruel word—or be delayed. 
Oh, Veter, no, no, no! 

Mk. M. (). (starting up). T hear a clock! 


Tis midnight! What is that? What chilling moan 
Of black despair unmans the shuddering night ? 
Mrs. M. (). I heard it too! A hollow hopeless wail— 


A coronach above the grave of Ilope, 


S3iCHCE, 





” half stifled, 





The word ‘‘ farewell ! as with sobs, 
I cannot sleep. 
Mr. M. O Nor I; let us arise 


And for the parcels postman strain our eyes. [4 








Mrs. M. Q. Peter, I pray you listen. 
A grinding as of wheels—of /z¢t/e wheels ? 
‘Tis no perambulator, Peter! See— 
It zs the hand-cart of the parcels post. 
But look! How pale the postman’s countenance ; 
He totters, gasps, and glares; he is not well. 

Mr. M. Q. Perchance a little brandy—— 

PARCELS POSTMAN, 

Once more my blood resumes its wonted course, 
Yet frighted memory, casting back its orbs, 
Sees once again—no matter! Have ye heard 
In the dead voidness of the midnight hour 





centrated vigil. 





Hear ye not 


Thank ye kindly ; 


A wail? MR, and Mrs. M, ©). We did. 
POSTMAN, It was the last farewell 
Breathed by the spirit of the Middleman ; 


The phantom met me, pale, upon the road, 

And passed its fingers o’er the packages, 
Murmuring faintly, ‘‘ Let me hand them in 

And take my old commission !” (Suduenly.) See 


! Ab, horror! 
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A passing chill?—and there ! 
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Creature simply gives it up! 
do you feel an icy breath— 
~and there again— 


Iie stands between us now. His fleshless fingers 
Touch each fresh parcel ere it reach your hand 
From mine. He sobs, ‘‘Commission!” He is gone! 
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FuN delights to see holiday-makers, | Pray observe the bold yachtsman here wooing, At this seaside resort all are happy, 

From London and labour set free ; And the charming young maidens so sly ; Save a masher, who sailing would go : 
And, like these, may you all be partakers | And the party (by accident) viewing | It cont juite agree with ne ae, 

Of bracing ozone by the sea! The batheress—timid and shy. As the ‘a+/vaux successively show. 
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so, but it has never been revived until now. It is suggested in explana- 
tion of this that the slightness of its story made it the least successful, 
as it is certainly by no means the least brightly 
written or characterized play of its author. 
The brightness of its sparkle has not been 
impaired by keeping, and some of its satirical 
hits against amateur acting come with curious 
appropriateness at the present moment ; but 
the flight of time, or (if you will) the march 
of civilization, is strongly evidenced by the 
obsolescent nature of some of the electioneer- 
ing points. 








SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


’ TH a brilliance of original thought 
~-* which should not go without its meed 
of honest praise, Miss Fanny Reid 
determined to appear at a matinée as 
Juliet. I am sorry to say that, in 
my humble opinion, the resolve was 
not carried out. Miss Reid spoke 
the words of Shakespeare, and ‘‘ had 
the front” of an actress who might 
do more than well within a certain 
limit; but she no more appeared as | 
Juliet than I appeared asthe Man-in- 
the-moon—a character I have not yet | 
even ‘‘studied.” Except in a pun- | 
ning sense, the lady’s could not be | 
called a Miss-Reiding of the part, for | 
it scarcely had that amount of origi- 
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The cast is excellent. Mr. A. Beaumont’s 
Dunscombe is a strongly appreciative per- 
formance of the ‘‘ Old English Gentleman ; ” 
Mr. J. F. Young’s Isaac Skoome is a good 
honest rendering of broad comedy with not 
more than legitimate exaggeration, and many 
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nality. Grace there wee mostly, oer - : a truthful touch in it. Mr, E. D. Ward's 
and ha ~ Sigel _ of a — coe beget aw cee Chudleigh has all the brightness of youth 
hree 17 > , > V be rOoU LL I9FTEN SEE , ‘ ° : . 

fire; but the whole performance Situigr, 1 can Tet you. (his love scene is capital), and Mr. F. H, 


Macklin’s Talbot Piers is solid and real, 
if something self-contained. There is a sort of an eccentric da//et de 
action of three electors going on through much of the piece, in which 
somewhat ridiculous performance Messrs. A. D, Adams, A. Chevalier 
(good), and F. Irving distinguish themselves, 


lacked depth, sensitiveness, and reality; 
while the delivery was of that re- 
markable sing-song kind adopted by 
some clergymen in preaching, as 
thus :— 


i 


Cecilia Dunscombe is played by Miss Cora Stuart, a lady hithert® 
only known to London as an exponent of opera bouffe. That she is at 
a disadvantage in following the inimitable Mrs. Bancroft is a fact unne- 

1) cessary todwell upon. To my mind the performance in its comedy aspect 

a style of which five acts is more than enough to satisfy the most insatiate | is everything 

craving for monotony. If Miss Keid would forget that Juliet is written | that either Miss 

in verse, and think only of her meaning, she might make something | Stuart or the 

better of her, but I do not think myself that public could de- 

he is born to the poetic drama at all. | sire ; but there 
| 





i 


— is that very 

The influence of the ‘‘Church and Stage common lack, 
Guild,’ or something, must have been strong the lack of ten- 
over that matimée, for while Miss lkeid derness, without 


which this kind 
of character is 
apt to suggest 
heartlessness. 
It goes dread- 
| fully against my 
feelings, too, to 
| strike a note of 
| complaint against so sweet a performance as Miss Gerard’s Ruth, red>- 
lent of lavender and simples and old-world gentleness as it is, but to me 
it seems that her tone in the earlier scenes showed more a countrified 
uncouthness than the timidity proper to the character ; beyond this the 
performance was admirable in its freshness and waiveté, This character 
is a great favourite of mine, and I am very jealous of its adequate repre- 
sentation, It has always seemed a pity to me, too, that there is the 


preached and preached, one Mr, Courtenay 
Thorpe intoned the part of Mercutio mar- 
vellously. Asa piece of complete self-satis- 
faction and inappreciation of character, I 
think (and hope) Mr. Thorpe’s Mercutio is 
unique; tones of voice wild, many-ranged, 
and unexpected, gestures and attitudes rich 
in inventive unmeaning, the smile and strut 
of conscious prettiness characterized this 
wonderful impersonation, which was given, 
moreover, in that style of elocution that can- 2 
not describe an old man’s or a young maidl’s poor e's. —Denscousk puns 
thoughts without making them think in a COME. 
cracked voice or a squeaky falsetto respec- 

tively! Mr. Forbes Kobertson’s Romeo is well known, and its manly 
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grace and poetic beauty were never more manifest ; Messrs. Vollaire and 
Sennett (Capulet and Friar Lawrence), and Miss Annie Merton (Lady 
Capulet), merit mention for very fair performances, and the remainder 
of the cast did honestly well, if not very strikingly. 

The reproduction of a piece like 1/,/7. is one of those events which 
show with painful clearness how the time flies on, and how one grows 
no younger, inducing one to enunciate platitudes thereon. Sitting in 
one's seat at 
Toole’s the 
other evening, 
when the inte- 
rest taken in the 
occasion was 
manifest by the 
gathering of wits 
and wise men, 
it seemed impos- 
sible that  thir- 
teen years could 
have passed since 
the piece first 
saw light at the 
Prince of Wales's 
with Messrs, 
Hare, Coghlan, Bancroft, and Addison, and Miss Carlotta Addison and 
‘irs, Bancroft in the principal parts. So it is, however, and not only 





Tue Botp Ong AND THE () 


TOOLR’S. 





CC CNN ttttt te 














certainty of Mrs. Chudleigh Dunscombe’s casting aside all her quaint 
quakerisms and descending to mere ordinary womanhood ; much of her 
sweetness will remain, no doubt, but I am glad the play ends where it 
does, 


For the 250th time have they performed 
Kip Van Winkle at the Comedy, and for the 
fourth time have I ‘‘just looked in.’’ The 
changes in the cast have been many, the 
most important being the substitution of 
Mr, J. A. Arnold for Mr. Leslie as Rip (a 
part which the former has, I understand, 
been playing in the provinces), He has a 
very good singing voice, and altogether 
makes very fair work with the character, 
though the inevitable comparison with his 
predecessor can scarcely be expected tec tell 
in his favour. Miss Camille D’Arville has 
brightened up considerably since first hand- 
ling the part of Katrina, and her flexible 
voice and good style are heard to much ad- 
vantage in an interpolated jiddeling song in 
the second act; but though the ladies in the 
last act have heard Katrina’s remarks on 
electioneering about 249 times already, that 
is no justification whatever for the latter in addressing them to the audi- 
ence instead. NESTOR. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR OF ‘*‘ Fun.” 


S1R,—Why can’t you let me have a holiday? Here’s the 
middle of summer, and the weather as unsettled as an English- 
man can desire; and instead of sending me a nice little cheque 
‘‘ with the compliments of the season’ (the seaside seas-on), 
and a request that I will go, ‘‘you dog, you, and enjoy ” 
myself, you add insult to injury by telling me the ‘‘next is 
; Holiday Number,” and demanding copy! So, a miserable 
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SPORTING SKETCHES. No. 5.—-“‘A Jury Cur.” 





| pampered periodical can have its holiday, but the Prophet of 
your bosom must go without. Where is your justice, sir? 

Where is your sense of what is due to your fellow-man?* But 
| why need I ask? Of course, you have pawned it, as you 
| have everything else of value your mother left you! Bah! 
let me get on with my 


| TIP FOR THE BRIGHTON Cor, 
| (Zven the Cups have gone to the seaside, you see! Uvh!) 





Oh, quite infinitesimal and feeble is the hope 

That victory will lie in wait for top-weight Hagioscope ; 
And little is the interest that’s taken in the fate 

Of the animal they ’ve saddled with the title of The Mate. 
Nor could you call that greater, if the truth you were to tell, 
| That parties now exhibit is regard to Isabel ; 

But Thebais you should warily and wisdom-aided back, 
And Iavock ’s sure to figure to advantage on the track. 
And Border Minstrel seems to be the best of all the three, 
So Border Minstrel, Hlavock, aud Thebais, boys, for me. 


That it should have come to this! That we should be described as 
our correspondent’s fellow-man! And there are those who envy the 
Editors lot!—Ep. Fun 





CHARLEY ?” 
JTommy.—*“'You A FISHERMAN! Why, I sAW YoU CRYING WHEN 


yYouR NURSE WAS LATHING YOU JHE OTHER DAY.” 
Charley,—** FISHERMEN DON I LATHE! 


























A CLINCHER. 
Tommy.—** WHAT’R’ YOU GOING TO BE WHEN YOU GROW UP, 


Charley.—** FISHERMAN 1” 











THH BLUNDERBHRRYS AT BRHAKFAST. 


**So it has really come in,’’ said Mrs, Blunderberry, passing the news- 
paper over to her husband, and trying to pour out the tea, forgetting she 
had not put any water in the pot. 

‘It might have waited for an invitation,” growled Mr. Blunderberry. 
1 ‘IT should like to know who gave it leave, and I should like to know 
' what z¢ is? Is it your mother-in-law come to stay a week, with three 
| cab-loads of luggage? Is it the rain throughthe roof? Isit the bailiffs? 
| Come, madam, don’t try to puzzle a half-famished husband with conun- 
drums, What has come in? where did it come from? and how long is 
it going to remain?” 

‘* Why, Solomon, I thought you knew all about everything that was 
going on,” 

**T’m glad it’s going on,” grunted Mr. Blunderberry. ‘I was afraid, 
now it had come in, we weren’t ever going to get rid of it.” 

**As if you didn’t know, Solomon! It’s a capital thing, and will 
stop 

** Hold hard! You said it was going on first, and now you say it will 
stop. Which go you mean, Mrs, B. ?” 

“Why, surely, Mr, Blunderberry, I told you plainly enough I was 
referring to the Parcel Post.” 

‘*That’s it—that’s it!” shouted Mr. Blunderberry, bringing his fork 
down so heavily on a plate as to fracture it, and scatter the gravy on the 
tablecloth. ‘* You are such a model of elocutionary eloquence that no- 
body ever knows what the deuce you are talking about. If you only 
had your mouth full of pebbles instead of egg you ’d be a female Demos- 
thenes. If speech is silver, you might fill a market waggon with half- 
crowns every morning. When I die, ma’am, pick out a second husband 
of the name of Cicero, He is the only man I ever heard of who could 
orate against you. Parcels Post? What do you want with a parcels post ?”’ 

“I’m sure, Solomon, it will be very useful. When you buy butter, 
and books, and oranges, and things in the City, it will be so nice to 
send them home to me by post.” 











‘Qh! and you conclude that is the use a beneficent Government ex- 
pects me to make of the parcel post? And what are your designs upon 
the unfortunate letter-carriers, Mrs. B.? Do you propose to do up that 
great mind of yours in a package three feet by two, and send it, properly 
prepaid and directed, to be repaired? Do you think your mutton chop 
will come from the butcher's with a penny stamp stuck neatly on its 
tail? JJo you imagine that if you telephone to a confectioner for a 
strawberry ice, he has only to drop one into a letter-box? Verhaps you 
have an idea the Postmaster-General will take care of your love and a 
kiss packed in brown paper for transmission to your sister's baby?” 

‘Let me give you a nice cup of tea, Solomon,” said the wife of his 
bosom, in a conciliatory tone, 

‘‘There,” replied her lord and master, savagely slicing at the loaf; 
‘if that isn’t just like a woman, ‘The moment she gets the worst of an 
argument she loses her temper. You only want to be called over from 
America to be a hurricane. If you’d set fire to that fringe of yours, 
you ’d make a lovely amateur volcano, Why, in the name of Gracious, 
you can’t argue out a question calmly and quietly is more than I can un 
derstand,” 

‘*I don’t want to argue, Solomon, and I know you are a great deal 
cleverer than I am, and J only thought that now the parcel post is estab 
lished you might look in at Smithson’s on your way to town, and get 
that big black dog they promised us, and then you need only stamp him 
and send him home.” 

“Stamp him? Aim? Stamp Smithson’s big black dog? Perhaps 
you’d like me to post him ina pillar; perhaps you’d like me to make 
parcels of my own mangled remains at the same time. Shall I send a 
coffin and a tombstone while I am about it? Would you like your hus- 
band to arrive home by six consecutive postal deliveries? No, madam, 
no-—never!”’ 

Then Mr. Blunderberry seized his hat, and mate a rapid exit from 
his home, growling uncomplimentary remarks, respecting the want of in- 
telligence in women, all the way down the garden path. 
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WARBLES OF THE WHEE. 
SET TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 
No. 6.—A SONG WHICH GOES—WITH Nancy. 
Air—" Oh, Nancy, wilt thou go with me?” 


H, Nancy! wilt 
thou go with 


me, 
Nor sigh to 
leave this 


dusty town, 
And take a fort- 


sea? 

(The fare, you 
know, is half 
a crown.) 

No longer parks 
look fresh and 
green, 

No longer 
things are 
what they 
were, 

Say, canst thou 
quit the fad- 
ing scene, 

And spring the 
ready for the 
fare? 





Oh, Nancy! when thou ’rt far away 
Wilt thou not cast a wish behind 
To see some newly acted play, 
Or dine where we have often dined ? 
An Aldershot sham fight is seen, 
And Goodwood ’s o’er, as youre aware, 
Say, wilt thou wish that thou hadst been, 
Nor sprung the ready for the fare? 


Say, canst thou leave the Iron Duke 
Who cannot find a resting-place ? 
Or ’Arry keeping, with his Suke, 
Bank I{oliday with native grace ? 
From Lord Mayor, acting as the host 
Of country mayors, say, canst thou tear? 
And canst thou quit the Parcels Post, 
And spring the ready for the fare ? 


Oh, Nancy! canst thou sail with glee 
sefore the gentle summer gale, 
Nor wish thyself at home to see 
The Duke of Teck’s ‘‘ removing” sale? 
Though cholera is bearing down 
On London, as they all declare, 
Say, art thou loth to quit the town, 
And spring the ready for the fare? 


Oh, Nancy! canst thou love so true 
The trip which we propose to go, 
That thou thy triumph can subdue 
About that Sunday Bill, you know? 
The wedding present of the ()ueen 
(For ‘* Indian shawl” your mind prepare! ) 
To fair Miss Grey you ’d fain have seen, 
Nor sprung the ready for the fare ? 


And when at last thy love shall die 
For rural scenes ani! ocean’s breath, 
Wilt long to be where cabmen ply, 
Nor heed the news of Carey’s death? 
Then wilt thou o’er the chill-grown bay 
And shingle drop a parting tear, 
Then hie thee back to town so gay, 
Nor grudge the ready for the fare? 


(Now “fare” and ‘‘tear,” where’er you go, 
Can never rhyme, that I'm aware ; 

But in the song they have it so— 
I think the writer has you there ! ) 








_GRousgk prospects are said to be exceedingly good in Scotland. The 
birds are plentiful on the moors, We are glad to hear it, for it will bea 
| gase of the moor the merrier. 
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FOR THE PUBLIC AMUSEMENT. 


‘6 Our duty,” said the editor of the Daily Blabber impressively to his 
ferreter-out-in-chief, ‘‘is towards the public.” 

‘‘It is,” replied the ferreter-out-in-chief with pious fervour, © 

‘*Good,” said the editor. ‘‘ Have you lighted upon anything which 
rudence and good taste would keep secret, but which it is our business 
to divulge for the amusement of the public on its seaside holiday ?”’ 

‘‘T have,” replied the out-ferreter. ‘‘Fully convinced that the Press 
ought in honour to assist the Government in keeping faith even with 
criminals, I have done my best to find out the whereabouts of one whom 
the authorities are earnestly endeavouring to hide from public notice, 
with the purpose of publishing my information, and thereby thwarting 
those authorities. Here are some pars, about A B :" 

‘* Good,”’ said the editor, reading :— 

‘‘ A Bis at present in London, where he will stay three weeks, 
He is in the habit of boating on the Thames at Limehouse, and will be 
recognized, by such as are desirous of executing vengeance upon him, by 
the fact of his wearing a green cutaway coat, a tall blue hat with a yellow 
band, false nose, dancing pumps, and a violet and white umbrella. Ex- 
cellent revolvers can be obtained at Messrs. Blank, Cartridge, and Co,’s, 


. . . ’) 
ard reliable knives of any respectable ironmonger, 


P 




















That will do the public a deal of good, for is it not our 


** Excellent ! 
What 


duty to the public to amuse them cn their seaside holiday ? 
further secrets——”’ 

** At much personal risk, and great possible injury to my country, I 
have found out that— 

‘** The heads of the naval and military departments at Portsmouth 
went to Port Chester this morning in the Admiralty yacht to witness 
€xperiments in new inventions in torpedoes and machinery. The expe- 
riments were conducted with the strictest secrecy.’ ” 

‘* The strictest secrecy! ’’ sneered the editor contemptuously. ‘‘Is 
that to be a barrier to your research? Have I engaged you to be baffled 
by mere precautions on the part of the authorities? Hence at once, and 
find out—for the amusement of the public on its seaside holiday, and the 
enlightenment of the war departments of foreign nations—the exact 
nature of the experiments. Go!” 

‘*But they may blow me from a gun—the risk is fearful,”” began the 
ferreter. 

‘* No matter,” roared the editor. 
and the bad of the country? Go!” 

* « * * * 


The British Public was once more reclining luxuriously on the sea- 
beach. All was holiday and contented basking; and at that instant a 
war broke out between Great Britain and a foreign power. 

The Bb. P. heard the rumour of it rolling along the beach, and its face 
grew serious; it drew in its basking legs and raised itself upon its elbow; 
then it glanced at its newspaper, the Daily Blabber, and read these 
words :—‘‘ War having been declared between Great Britain and Tother- 
place, we are enabled—in spite of the secrecy of the authorities—to in- 
form the public, and the enemy, that the War Department proposes 
to——” 

** Enough,” muttered the Public; ‘I know my duty.” 

And an hour later— before they had done much harm—the editor and 
ferreter of the Daily Blasier were safely locked up in a box to await the 
conclusion of hostilities, 

And the enemy, being all at sea as to our movements in the absence 
of their ordinary source of information, were taken by surprise every- 
where, and completely routed. 


‘¢Ts it not for the good of the public 








THE Printers’ Exhibition is, as heretofore, worthy of a visit, for it is 
one of the best of its ‘*type,” and, though it has many ‘‘ comp ”-ponent 
parts, there are no ‘‘sticks” concerned in its management. Even 
‘“ pye ’-ous persons will not regret putting it to the ‘ proof,” neither will 
they be inclined to consider all printers as ‘‘palley” slaves, Altogether 
the show may be said to sustain its former ‘‘ press ”-tige. 
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OUR OWN MASHER. 
(See Cartoon.) 


WHEN the commonplace Masher goes out for a spree 
With a cargo of holiday gear, 

He most frequently chooses a spot by the sea 

Which he thinks with his health and his dress will agree, 

And he cons his appearance with satisfied glee 
As he swaggers about on the pier ; 

Whilst the females who sit there scarce stifle their smiles 
At an object so special and trim, 

Quite amazed at his cuffs and his collars and tiles, 

Though he deems them all victims succumbed to his wiles, 
And believes that they idolize him. 


But when ozr Grand Old Chappie turns out for a stroll 
(Which, alas! he too seldom obtains), 

Though his rig-out may be just a little bit droll, 

Yet it cannot be fairly remarked on the whole 

That he’s one with whose friends you ’d be prone to condole 
On his probable absence of brains : 

And the ladies who watch him are never inclined 
To regard his approach with a sneer, 

But they recognize freely the strength of his mind, 

And their feelings towards'him are rarely unkind, 
Whilst not few of them think him a dear. 
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FE GRE OLD CHAPPIE AND HIs CRITICS. 
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A BANK HOLIDAY BALLAD. 


ON St. Lubbock’s Day, being anxious to see how the poor folks spent 
Their respite from toil and trouble, to commons and parks I went ; 
And I witnessed some thousands joyous at quitting that human hive 
Where many poor workers daily for the merest existence strive. 


And there, in these open spaces, were children set free from slums, 

Where the sunlight is seen but seldom, and the scent of flowers ne’er comes ; 
And there did they gambol gaily, with glorious shouts of mirth, 

As though blades of grass and daisies were the grandest things on earth. 


Little girls with maternal manner, with their infant charges played, 

And each scampering, saucy urchin, at the top of his voice “ hoorayed !” 
“Ah!” methought, “now, were I a wizard, and moved in a magic sphere, 
I would wave my wand, and quickly bring the COMMONS-ENCLOSER here. 


“ And I’d say to the COMMONS-ENCLOSER, Behold these children play : 
Perhaps you will kindly notice how happy they are to-day. 

Lo! some are apparelled neatly, and are probably cared for well, 

But many are ragged and squalid, and in poverty’s places dwell. 


“ Ay, in what ¢/ey call ‘home’ there’s little of the comfort that some possess, 
7hetr homes are the haunts of starvation, of drunkenness, or distress ; 

And most of these youngsters’ parents work hard for a weekly fee, 

While the parents of some are addicted to crime and to vice, maybe. 


“Yes! here for awhile these children, who have faces oft worn and sad, 

Are grinning with joy and wonder--their poor little hearts are glad— 

Yet the commons and sweet wild flowers from these you would cruelly seize— 
You ’d shut them out from the sunshine, and begrudge them the grass and trees. 


“ Though you know, O Great Landgrabber! these youngsters disporting here 
Have little chance of enjoyment in their dwellings so dark and drear, 

Yet of blessings that God gives freely these children you’d fain deprive, 

If it were not that some who’ve feeling have vowed ’gainst your greed to strive!” 
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HANGING FIRE. 
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‘* Dear me!” said the fishes down at the seaside. ‘It’s well to be him: invited up to London by a suburban fishmonger, to be sold at one and six a pound, as if 
he was a lord!” And those fishes’ noses were out of joint ; ¢Aey were only iavited to Farringdon when ‘hey were caught. 
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But they were comforted afterwards; for when they passed, a week later, carried in a basket from Farringdon by the homeward-bound Jones, there was the 

proud one still trying to wile away the tedium on that suburban fishmonger’s stall. “‘ Hullo!" said they chaffily, ‘don’t look so fresh as you did. Can't get 
sold,eh?” ‘‘No. Jou cut me out with your dirty threepence a pound,” said he; ‘I'm sick of it, /am. I begin to feel that stale—— . 
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And months later, when the offspring of the chaffy cnes passed in the usual Jones-borne basket from Farringdon, they saw that sul irban shop shut up, and 
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ir ] iired about their eciehteenpence a- pe und uncle ** Well,” said the tom-cat who seemed to have sole possession of the premises, he lingered on as long as he 
nquired about their eight npence OU! uncie. . . ee Seer , : ’ mathe , 
d t! i then he wa mie I like fish, I confess; but there e was foo far gone. J/ couldn't finish him; and I've heard he’s some where on a 

s r , ve , a tz Lé , 








Fa oe 


+ ee 


ee 


es 
a See. 



























OA ee eee 


ee ee 

























62 


FUN. 





AvucusT 8, 1883. 








FATH, 

‘‘ Another water company case came before the magistrate at the Lambeth Court, 
and drew forth from him some not unnatural expressions of surprise. A tenant com- 
plained, in dire distress, that his supply of water had been cut off, although paid for 
in advance. The company’s inspector admitted the fact, and pointed out that the 
Company's Act empowered them to cut off the water already paid for in cases where 
certain fittings were not put in by the tenant. The magistrate said that ‘a more 
mischievous thing could not happen from a sanitary point of view.’ ‘This is not the 
time, with cholera at our doors, to play tricks with the public health.’"—S?. Fames's 
Gazette. : : 

HE sat inert, dejected, still, 
And utterly devoid of will ; 
A languid eye on all he turned, 


As if completely unconcerned. 


We looked him up and said, ‘‘ Do make 
An effort now, for goodness’ sake ! 

The present ’s not a time for doubt ; 

You know the cholera ’s about.” 


A little more his visage fell : 

He said, ‘‘I know it very well; 
The dismal fact I don’t pooh-pooh— 
But what on earth am / to do? 


** What act of mine can turn the great 
Unalterable course of Fate ? 
By which I mean,” he said, said he, 





a 











‘*The London Water Companee. 


‘*And if they hold that plagues are best, 
And think we ought to have the pest, 

To fight against it, don’t you see? 

Were gross effrontery in me ! 


‘* Suppose they cut—ah! do not scoff 
And anger them—the water off ; 

Why, what remains but, patient, dumb, 
And uncomplaining, to succumb?” 





And who is this, of roughish sort,” 

We said, ‘‘ who sits and sips your port— 
Your finest port ; and smokes your nice 
Cigars of most astounding price?” 


**Tt is,’’ said he, ‘‘ none other than 
The company’s inspector mau ; 

I might appease them—who can tell ?— 
by treating him extremely well ! 


Who knows but what they might forbear 
To cut me off—consent to spare, 

In answer to my scalding tears, 
Supposing cholera appears?” 


** But why,” we queried, ‘‘sit so still, 
And hardly dare to breathe your fill ? 
Neglect your pleasures, children, wife, 
And all the interests of life?” 


** For fear,”’ said he, ‘' I make a move 
The company may not approve.” 

And still in fear he sits, sits he, 
Kotooing to the companee. 





Com-mowed-ious. 


THe® course at Goodwood was mowed a day or two before the racing 
commenced. No doubt it was thought that Good-would be done to it 
thereby. We were under the impression, however, that Goodwood was 
always considered @ /a mowed, 





THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT, 


vre Cetewayo ! 


taille. 


smoke him pipe, ches ¢zct. 
Zat is vat I sink ven I 








House of Lord, and Milor 
4p Derby read ze telegram 
~~ from Sir Bulver, I say to 


Milor Brabourne zat ovare ze tombe of ze voz sad.e zey sall write, ‘* Dunn 
vas his dé¢e noire, and now he himself is done.” 

In ze Commons Mr. Mundella ask us to plank down, as you say, ver 
near tree million for ze School Board. I say, vit f/atsir ; but I say it 
vould be good job, too, if ze parents who could afford vere made to pay 
for ze education of zeir enfants by ze Board, instead of coming on ze 
payer of rate. Ze Speakare say it is good idea, at any raze, 

Friday.—Ze noble lords are in strange frame of mind regarding ze 
pictures in ze robing-room. Ze lord zat is name Emily sink Mr, Her- 
bert, ze artist, have not receive treatment vich vill be pleasant to his 
palette—I go say palate. Milor Vaterford desire vefuvns to show ze 
vork of ze Irish Land Act, of vich he do not take a lively, alzo a bird's 
eye, view. Ze Lor Chancellor say ze Committee for ze returns vill have 
to go ’/acca—I mean, back again. Ze motion is vizdraw. 

In ze Commons ve agree to ze motion of Mr. Stanhope to reduce ze 
expenditure in India. Sir Lawson speak for about tventy minutes, but 
he have nozzink new to say—even his jokes are venerable. Ve go in 
Committee on ze Agricultural Holdings Bill, Zvzcre Supply. Mr. 
Salt put some peppare in ze debate. 

On Monday ze Lords make great bones dfrofos ze rags vich come 
from Egypt. Ze Bill to close Cornvall on Sunday is vat you call dead 
heat. Ze Lor Chancellor have ze vote vich cast, and he cast out ze 
Bill—ma/ere ze Earl zat Mount ze Edge of ze combe. 

Ze Commons are afilict vit ze Membare for Eye, who is ag2 regarding 
ze anarchy in Egypt. I say it is nozzink to ze anarchy inze Tory ranks. 
Ze Baron of Vorms show zat ze vorm vill turn up ven least expect. 
Lientét, Sit Stafford attack ze pouvoir exciustf de M. Lesseps. Mr. Nor- 
vood vould not let ze motion go forvards, or vould ze rest of ze Liberal 
Party. Zare is grand debate. nfin ze Tories are licked by 99. Ze 
Speakare sit on Mr. Healy. He vill not let him resume his espeech, 
but make him, instead, resume his seat. 

Tuesday.—Zn xéponse d Milor Emly, Milor Derby reply zat ze 
** Saxon ‘Tyrant’’ vill advance £ 1,000,000 to settle 10,000 Irish families 
emicrcs in Canada, 

In ze Commons ze vatare supply ade Lomdres is discuss. I remark 
zare is too much in ze visky and ze aged Thomas. Mr. Ashmead-Bart- 
lett oblige vit his notorious imitation of Lord Randolph Churchill’s 
celebrated imitation of ze jeune Disraeli. 

Vennisday.—Ve get tro ze Electric Light Bill ze tree time vit electric 
speed. Aussi ze Agricultural Holdings Bill for England and ze dittos 
for Scotland. Zare is great hooray, indeed tree time tree. 


NOY CRACKED YE? 








‘‘O Fickleness, thy Name is Woman!”—Anon. 


A GROCERESS, who was summoned the other day for selling fat as 
butter, showed the magistrate a placard she had exhibited in her shop, 
upon which was printed, ‘‘ Nothing is sold as genuine.” The poet 
is the prophet, after all; and Tennyson did say, ‘* Things are not what 
they seem ;” but it is hard to see what this lady would find it profitable 
to agglomerate with sand so as to increase its bulk. 





“IN dressing there is a tendency to shorten the waist, and this is very 
suitable for fairy-like figures,” says a writer in a lady’s journal. An 
indignant and long-suffering paterfamilias says he wishes his girls would 
shorten their waist without the ‘‘i,” for at present they make the figures 
of his accounts look anything but fairylike. They are, indeed, he com- 
plains, too substantial to be pleasant. 





A NUMBER of emigrants, who lately went from Posen to the States, 
are much disappointed and dissatisfied. They found America different 
from what they had been sup-Posen it was. 


stand at ze Bar of ze 


URSDAY.—//élas! le pau- 
Barbare 
st vous voulez mais, mes 
amis, regards. If he have 
eshock your Pellmell, and 
your Street of ze Bond of 
fashion, far /a mode de sa 
vie, he die, like ze kings 
of ze olden time, ev da- 
If he had been 
civilize like vite kings, he 
vould have let his peoples 
do ze fighting vile he 
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ENGULPHED! , 


CASAMICCIOLA (ISLAND OF IscHIA), JULY 28TH, 1883. tI 


THE evening air was filled with sounds of mirth, 
And radiant Nature seemed on all to smile; | 
But while joy reigned in Ischia’s lovely isle, | 

Destruction lurked beneath the treacherous earth ! 


For suddenly the land upheaved around, 
Then sank—engulphing thousands at one stroke !— 
With thunderous crash; Death thus its fiat spoke, 
And that bright town became a ruinous mound ! 


At such dread havoc horror fills each breast ; 
We can but pray that Heaven will comfort those 
Whose dear ones perished in that earthquake’s throes, 
And succour all the injured and distressed. 


Holiday Time. 





On, there ’s joy in the house, there is gladness and mirth, 
For the youngster’s bright laughter rings clear on the stair, 
’T is the purest and merriest sound upon earth, 
’T is the song of the angels that trills in the air. 
Now no longer they pore over atlas and tome, 
l‘or ’tis Holiday Time, and the children are home! 


Oh, there’s woe in the house, and the young cheeks are wet, 
And both father and mother are heavy with cares, 

For the work-basket ’s scattered, the ink is upset, 
And poor Johnny and Polly have fallen downstairs, 

While there’s Bob from the garret to cellar will roam, 

For ’tis Holiday Time, and the children are home! 


Then the cat has been hunted, the dog has been teased, 
And Selina has given her sister a smack, 
And their mother’s unhappy, their father displeased, 
And, oh my! how devoutly we wish they were back ! 
There are six, for six weeks we must dress, wash, and comb, 
For ’tis Holiday Time, and the children are home ! 


SonG for the Author or Authoress of ‘* Wanda.’’—‘‘ She 
wanda’d down the mountain: side.”’ 





THE PARCELS POST.—SAFETY AND ECONOMY. 
PATERFAMILIAS POSTS HIS WIFE AND FAMILY TO THE SEASIDE. 
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SEASIDE KNICKNACKS., 


SHE was as sensitive as a photographer’s gelatine dry plate. ‘*’Enery,” 
she cried, as she clutched fondly at his arm, while they staggered along 
the gangway from the //vdoken to Margate Jetty; ‘‘’Enery, I feel that 
giddy, I shall lose my head.” Then the superior animal asserted him- 
self, as he replied to his partner for life, ‘‘I don’t believe you'll lose 
your tongue, though.” —_——- 


A SENSE of humour is pleasant at times, but still there is a limit to 
stop at, or a line to be drawn somewhere, when exercising it. We fan- 
cied this idea was floating about the brain of a lady excursionist to 
Ramsgate the other day, as she stood near the harbour, and watched 
her husband carefully fold their newly-born infant in his arms, and, with 
a sickly but genial smile, seat himself upon a large block of Norwegian 
ice, which was sliding down the ‘‘shoot ” from the Delphin Af Avazero 
to the Depot Teutonia. — 


‘*Ir’s a darling, and shall have its weight tried before it goes on the 
nassy boat,” said an elderly lady to her pet pug, while she tenderly placed 
the puffy animal on a Margate Jetty weighing-machine. ‘*‘ What, gained 
five pounds since it ’s been down here?”’ she continued, as she glared at 
the unfortunate ‘‘ try-yer-weight boy,” with anapoplectic flush, ‘* Why, 
your chair must beall wrong!” ‘‘Chair’s right enough, marm,” replied 
the T. Y. W. boy, as he smiled a sardonic smile; ‘‘an’ the dorg ‘ull be 
right weight enough, too, afore he’s home—sech a nice fresh breeze this 
marning, marm,” 


Wer should be sorry to raise a cyclone of envy among the men of 
Margate, but feel that it is only just to state that the male being in this 
Isle of Thanet town, who calls forth Jewildered admiration from the 
London nursemaid, is that young man who every morning ascends the 
‘‘ Champion ” coach outside Fagg’s ; his white hat, with its peculiarly 
curly brim, alone would cause any ordinary nurse-girl to neglect the 
perambulator (and its contents) entrusted to her charge; but when the 
female domestic’s eye rests on the youth’s scarlet coat and gold facings, 
visions of non-commissioned officers in the Guards flit past, and pall 
as the awestricken damsel gazes on the shimmer of the ‘‘ Champion” 
guard’s uniform. 


} Coventry. 
| that this western constituency would soon repudiate him, should an 





A TOLERABLY safe, easy-going outdoor occupation at Ramsgate is 
that of the child-picker. The child picker gets his living during the 
summer months by wandering about the sands, on the look-out for in- 
fants who trip over those necessary evils—wooden spades, ‘‘ Bless yer, 
sir,” recently remarked a child-picker to us (in the fulness of his heart), 
‘*bless yer, sir, ‘tain’t one case out of a dozen where I snatches up a 
poor little hinfant, sticks it on its legs, an’ tells the mother as I’m a- 
actin’ like a father to it, as I don’t git a copper or two.” 


** MASHERS are they? the ’orrid objex, a-walkin’ up an’ down a-starin’ 
at the gals ;—like their imperence! I'd hev’’em locked up ina nunnery, 
I would, the scamps!’’ said Mrs. Muggington. 


Eye, Eye! 
UNDISMAYED, and, in fact, unaffected, by Mr. Ashmead-Bartlett’s 


taunts, the Government does not take the trouble even to send him to 
It is quite content to leave him to ‘‘ Taunt-on,” assured 


election give it the chance so to do, 


The Balarce of Power. 
A CONSERVATIVE demonstration ‘‘on a large scale’’ is to be held 
in North Lincolnshire. Of course, politicians ‘‘ of great weight” will, 
under the circumstances, be present. 





THE San /rancisco News Letter says that soap bubble parties are be- 
coming fashionable in the Western States. Whatever can have caused 
them to take to this childish pastime so (soap)-sud-denly ? 

ALL THAT ‘‘RuN” MAY READ IT.—No doubt they may; but not 
one cricketer out of a hundred that ‘‘runs” may W. W. Read it, or 
ever hope to, 

GAITERS are supposed to be de rigueur for ae shooting attire, 
and yet, strange to say, shootists always seem to long for full ‘* bags. 





€% To Corresron 


(DENTS.— Zhe Editor does » 


* bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, 
ed by a stamped and directed envelope 


Ja no case will they be returned unless 
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METEOROLOGICAL. 


Peri of the Pier.—** ALTHOUGH IT’S SO FINE JUST NOW, JACK, THE SAILOR MAN ON THE PIER-HEAD, SAYS HE THINKS WE SHALL 
SOON HAVE A SQUALL,” 


Fack.—‘* NOT THe SLIGHTEST DOUBT OF IT. LADY BEHIND YOU’S JUST DROPPED HER Basy!” 




















Mayor of Stafford. 


the fish market. 


AND ALL HONOUR TO HIM! 


‘*A protest against the fish monopoly in provincial towns has been made by the 
At his own risk he ordered between one and two tons of fish 
direct from Grimsby, and announced that he would sell it at twopence per pound in 
As the average price of fish in Stafford is eightpence per pound, 
there was a great rush this morning to the fish market, and the whole consignment 
was sold in about forty minutes. ‘The experiment is to be repeated.” 


FuN wishes all compliments proper to wish 

To Stafford’s monopolist mongers of fish ; 

And ‘' What do you think of it—you who conspire 
To keep up the prices?” he begs to inquire, 


‘* You purpose, no doubt, at the earliest date, 
To favour ycur Mayor with a service of plate ? 
We'll wager a fortune you worship your Mayor, 
And long for the gift of a lock of his hayor. 


‘* We'll stake our existenc? your minds are in train 
To joyfully help to elect him again ; 

We now you regard him as filling his place 

With absolute honour, discretion, and grace, 


‘* We ’ll furthermore wager, and venture to say, 
You like and approve, in the heartiest way, 


lis siding with poverty, hunger, and need, 
And foiling a selfish monopoly’s greed, 





‘‘We join in your hearty approval,” says Fun, 

‘‘ And bid him go on in the way he’s begun; 
And if it should mean the collapse of your hive, 
Well—that is a blow that the world wiil survive.” 
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FIRST-CLASS EXTRA} 

STRONG STEEL. 
W.th Oblique, Turned- © ——— —— 
up and re ande 1 Points. Suit all hands and all 


1 Od., 1s. and] gross boxes. Sold every 
Sample box free for 7 or 13 stamps. 


JOHN HEATH, Birmingham. 


or tis always safe 


B eckitts 





to use’ 





CAUTION, — If 
Cocoa thickens in the 
cup, it proves the ad- 
LU e dition of Starch, , 
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PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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A FIRST-CLASS IDEA. 
Sir Bumptious Barnacles, M.P. (recognizing Fellow-Passenger ).—‘‘ WHY, BACONCHAW, I—ER—WASN'T AWARE YOU TRAVELLED FIRS1- 


Daconchaw.—“ IT’S AALL REET, ZUR BOOMPTIOUS, MA TICKET’S GOTTRN PAARLYMENTRY ON IT, AN’ A SEED THRE AT T’ WINDOW, 

















THE BLUNDHBRBERRYS AT BRHAKFAST. 


‘*Wuiio’s been turning this paper inside out?” asked Mr. Blunder- 
berry, wrathfully, as he strove to extricate himself from the clinging 
sheets of Zhe Daily /latherer in his desire to find his favourite leading 
articles. ‘* I needn t ask—nobody but a woman has the art of so twist- 
ing a newspaper that nothing but the advertisements are to be seen.” 
And Mr, Blunderberry tore his journal down the middle, and upset the 
buttered toast with his elbow, ultimately emerging from the many- 
columned sheets, which he had been whirling round his head like the 
sails of a windmill, his face flushed, and his hair in reckless disorder. 

‘‘But I wanted to look at the advertisements, Solomon,” said Mrs. 
Blenderberry, as she tried to open a sardine-box with the sugar-tongs. 

** And what, madam, in the name of all the printers’ devils, do you 
want with advertisements? Is somebody begging you to return to your 
disconsolate initials, when all will be forgiven? Have you found the 
little pug dog with a blue ribbon round its neck, answering to the name 
of Sardanapalus? Are you anxious to purchase that magnificent piano, 
which a nobleman of Camden Town is forced to part with on account of 
ill health? or is it that you are seeking the address of the benevolent 
gentleman who always requires three or four ladies for a fashionable 
West-end theatre, previous experience not necessary? Speak, Mrs, 
Blunderberry, and let me know the worst.” 

‘‘T was hunting out the cheap trains to the seaside, Solomon,” 
replied his wife, still in difficulties with the sardines. 

‘‘I{unting out!” And Mr. Blunderberry laughed fiendishly. 
‘Have you tracked the wild train to its mountain lair? Have you 
netted the timid locomotive as it scuttled through the fern? Have you 
caught the savage guard, and trained him to feed from out your hand? 
Mrs. Blunderberry, you only require a red coat and 4 string of oaths to 
be a whipper-in. Ugh! Go along with you, you Old Shekarry !” 

‘“‘ Mr. Blunderberry,” cried the good lady, rising and upsetting the 
sardines on the new carpet, “Mr. Blunderberry, I have endured jest, 
even bordering on scurrility, without a murmur, I have submitted to 
numberless indignities; but a worm—ay, even a wife—will turn. 








Abuse, Mr. Blunderberry, I will #o/ bear while there is a Divorce Court 
in the land. You—you—called me—an—an—old she—old she—some- 
thing or other—and—and—I won't put up with it, whatever it is,” 

** Pooh, pooh, my dear!” said Mr. Blunderberry, laughing, but in a 
constrained manner. ‘‘I meant no harm. The expression I used is 
of Eastern origin, and signifies affection. Don’t look at things so 
seriously. Come now, sit down and takea kidney, What was it you 
said about the seaside?” 

‘Oh, Solomon, if you would only always talk to me like that,” 
sobbed the wife of his bosom, as she came round the table and kissed 
the bald place on the top of his head ; ‘‘and you really will take me to 
the seaside on Saturday ?”’ 

‘* Stuff and nonsense!” growled Mr. Blunderberry, ‘‘I can’t afford it.”’ 

**Oh, Solomon,” wept his better half, sinking into a chair, ‘‘and this 
is what you have been hiding from me all these months! You are in 
difficulties! Your bankruptcy is imminent! Ruin stares us in the 
face! Oh, why, why, why, did you not confide in me? I will be 
economical—indeed I will. I will give up sugar in my tea,” and Mrs, 
Blunderberry fished out two lumps she had just dropped into her cup, 
and watched them melt in her saucer, ‘'I will sell the sand-shoes I 
bought out of my savings from the housekeeping money. I will send 
away the servants and do everything myself. Oh, oh, oh! And your 
parish is Lambeth and mine is Greenwich, and we shall have to go to 
different workhouses when you come out of prison!” 

‘*Great gracious!” cried Mr, Blunderberry, brushing his hat the 
wrong way, ‘‘what ails the woman? Corre, come, my dear, I didn’t 
mean to frighten you; put your sugar in your sand-shoes, and we'll go 
for a week to Herne Bay. You only want a comb and several pairs 
of scales to beacomplete mermaid. A shell and a bit of seaweed would 
fit you up complete for the Birth of Venus. ‘Come unto these yellow 
sands,’’’ sang Mr, Blunderberry ; but as he left the house his step was 
slow and his brow was dark, for he felt that on this single occasion he 
had hardly supported with credit his position as lord and master of the 
establishment, 
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SLASH"S 4ND PUFFS. 


MONG a number of plays recently pro- 
duced at the Surrey, wh-re Messrs. 
Borely and Munro are indulgirg in a 
summer season under the spiri'ed man- 
avement of Mr, Alfred Stafford, one, 
Rags and Bones, by Mr. F. A. Scuda- 
m re, afforded an opp: rtunity of the re- 
appearance of Mrs Alfred Mellon. The 
part, I am told (and the play too, for 
that matter), was rather crudely con- 
ceived and generously worded, but Mrs. 
Mellon was enabled to show that she 
had lost none of her old melodramatic 
fire. 





I was favoured with an invitation on 
Saturday week to be present at the dress 
rehearsal of two new ballets, which have 
since been produced, at the South London Music Hall. Such things 
are usually well done at these 
places of entertainment (perhaps, 
after all, their natural home), 
and Danger and Delight, the 
two new ones referred to, for in- 
vention grace, agility, costume, 
and mise.en-scéne will bear com- 
parison with the best I ‘ve seen. 
The absence of a programme 
and an imperfect acquaintance 
with the personal appearance of 
music hall artists puts me ina 
difficulty with regard to names. 
The clever Mile. Luna was, of 
course, not to be mistaken ; it is 
impossible, too, for the nimble 
and original Mr. D’Auban or 
his sprightly and gracetul wife 
to hide their lights under a 
bushel, and I fancy I recognized, 
amid the strange and supple 
contortions of a clerical gentle- 
man in the first, and what ap- 
peared to be an eccentric vege- 
table of the carrot species in the second ballet, the legs and lineaments 
of Mr. E. Storey ; but a gentleman 
who was at one time an elderly lady 
of robust physique and free ideas on 
the exposure of lower limbs, and at 
another a turnip, two lady ‘‘high- 
kickers” who managed somehow to 
combine grace with that gymnastic 
style of dancing, a little dot of about 
seven or eight who did a couple of 
dances better, perhaps, than might 
have been expected, and two chil- 
dren but little older who danced 
(or one of them, at least) with a 
style and finish not beaten by their 
elders, must remain unidentified as 
faras I amconcerned. Mr. Ulph, 
under whose superintendence both ballets have been produced, deserves 
every praise for that 
and the liberal mount- 
ing he has bestowed 
upon them. 


Tue Surrev.—“ Racs AND 
Bongs.” 





SoutH Lonpon Music HaLt.—AN Uppge 
STORRBY. 





Freedom at Drury 
Lane is avery exciting 
piece. Acts of vio- 
lence and treachery in 
much variety con- 
stantly succeed each 
other, every body 
cracks up his own 
country in sounding 
phrase (and it is satis- 
factory to find that 
the English naval 
officer, whois the hero 
of the piece, far out- 
strips all competitors 





Drury Lang. —Miss Lorine opjects t¢ 
HER COLOURS TO THE INFIDEL. 


LORING 
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consumption of gunpowder is enormous. But what with patriotic boasts 
and ex no oth oh ae ag is rather difficult to find the story It secms, how- 
ever, that a gentleman who is generally alluded to as ‘*a rough bay ‘(and 
whom, therefore, it is not to be wondered at that the hero, naval man 
though he be, finds some diffi-ulty in getting over) desires '0 © possess 

(that is the goodly melodramatic term) the 
daughter of a banker. who is already engaged 
to the before-ementioned naval hero. ‘‘A 
rough bay’s”” machinations to that end, and 
the naval hero’s resistance, constitute the 
whole story. There is an incidental Ameri- 
can, an incidental Dutchman, an incidental 
Cretan slave, and an incidental admiral’s 
widow, with—shall I say?—an incidental 
daughter. British bravery is conspicuous 
throughout; the bravery with which Mr. 
Harris penetrates alone into the most private 
apartments of an Eastern palace, and the 
bravery with which Mr. Edgar peeps over a 
wall in the midst of an Oriental street row 
(being promptly shot for his pains), is only 
equalled by the bravery with which the bold 
3ritish bridesmaids, led by Captain Addie 


Drury LANE —Miss ADDIE ‘nt he fading mé/ée as the 
Gray, THE INTREPID LzEa- Gray, — bs ot a 
DRR OF THR BoLpD BritTisH Curtain aescenas, 


HM RIDESMAIDS, 





It is a piece which is sure—from some 
points of view aggravatingly sure—of success. There is some freshness 
obtained by the authors of a sensational drama having turned from the 
Arab of the streets to the Arab of the desert—the change is undeniably 
picturesque in result, The mounting. too, is at once magnificent and 
tasteful. The opening scene bears the im- 

ress of realism, and shows most careful and 
intelligent stage-management, while the halt 
of the caravan in the last act presents a vivid 
and effective picture of Eastern lite in the 
desert, which is of surpassing interest and 
beauty. Besides this, the work of the 
incomparable William Beverley — Araf’s 
Palace and the Nile by Moonlight—are very 
complete. and beautiful contributions from 
the brush of Mr. Walter Emden. The 
dresses are appropriate, and the handling 
and grouping of the numerous auxiliaries 
are evidence of immense thought and labour 
happily crowned with complete success. 





The company is made up of some of our 
cleverest performers. Mr. James Fernandez, 
as a Bey, seems born to fez and Koran, and 
Mr. Harry Nicholls, with some highly Orien- 
tal anathemas, such as ‘‘ May paving-stones 
fall upon thee!” or something of the sort, is 
the unwashed and wily Eastern to the life; but the authors couldn't 
get over the fact that he is a clever pantomime actor, so they provided 
him with that nonsensical clown and pantaloon business with the women 
in the Hut scene. Mr, Harris surprised his heartiest detractors by his 
realistic make-up and acting in the last act. 
Mr. Rowe has provided himself with a part 


Drury Lang.—Tuis_ 1s 
Rowk, BUT, THOUGH A 
MALE, NOT THE Hr-Rowe, 
ONE OF THE AUTHORS. 





that can be walked through, and he walks 
through it with effect. Miss Sophie Eyre’ 
dramatic intensity and truth have little svope 
in the part of the jealous Suleima, but she 
makes her presence felt nevertheless. Mr. 
Henry George’s slave trader is a very artistic 
and judicious piece of acting, and Miss Lydia 
Foote’s fine instinct of pathos is impressive 
even in the trivial part she has to sustain. 


Want of space compels me to postpone my 
notice of the opening piece at Messrs. Holt 
and Wilmot’s beautiful new theatre at Isling- 
ton, most aptly called The Grand. 





Davay Lane.<ee 1c + Miss Santley reminds me that 7he Merry 
AUTHOR ONF, THEIR Appr, ~D¥#¢hess has passed its 100th representation. 
NITY IS PLAIN. THis 1s I’ve not been able to look in lately, but I 
THE Hr-Rowe. hear on all sides, that for any appearance of 

public interest falling off, it might be in its 
first week ; and a piece with so much talent of all kinds to boast of, 
presented so completely in such a pretty and comfortable house, tho- 





roughly deserves the success which has fallen to its lot. 





NESTOR. 
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The Eve of Saint Grouse, 


'T was the Eve of Saint Grouse, and we saw them assembled, 
Perspiring, and gasping, and longing for bed ; 

The Tories still twaddled, the Whigs they still trembled, 
But blue, buff, and green, they were all of them red. 

They dozed o’er a big agricultural grievance, | 
Pretending they were brisk as waltzes by Strauss, 

For only this thought filled exhausted St. Stephens— 

The Eve of Saint Grouse, 





The Eve—more enticing than archaic madam 
From whence all humanity fancies it starts ; 
The Eve—who excites all our sportsmanlike Adam, 
Not damaging ribs, but impassioning hearts. 
They fixed yearning eyes on the adamant Premier 
(That ’s all of the Adam he has in the House) ; 
Then talk you made duller, and eyes you made dreamier, 
O Eve of Saint Grouse. 


Canals ?>—what canals are as sweet as your water, 
O lochs which the limp legislature allure; 
The cholera’s killing: he thinks of bird slaughter ; 
They dose him with Egypt: he dreams of the Moor. 
| All rhetoric’s flowers are faint, flat, and faded, 
Like J. Biggar’s nonsense, like Labouchere’s sous, 
To men who have reached, listless, lifeless, and jaded, 
The Eve of Saint Grouse. 





But, ah! says the chief, who’s despotic when duty | 
Commands, like a Persian, or Russian, or Turk: 
My aim is improvement, while your aim is booty ; 
The grouse is fair game, but I go in for work. | 
And if our mean subjects, false scandals, sham sorrows, 
Your mountains of talk brought forth more than a mouse, 
Perhaps one might give you agreeable morrows 
To Eves of Saint Grouse. 
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Mr. GLADSTONE lately presented a bell to the English 

churchat Penmaenmawr. There are some among the Oppo- 

sition who think he should first have rung the knell of his , 

Government with it, or have added another ‘‘ tongue” to it, 

| viz., his own, Others, again, declare that it is a proof of the 

| Premier’s bell-icose disposition; but though the right hon. 
gentleman has given away this bell-metal, it will be found he 

| has still enovgh mettle of his own left. 





WASTE NOT IN DREAMS. 


Little Girl.—‘*OH! PA DEAR, I’VE DREAMT SUCH A NICE DRAM, 
THAT YOU GAVE ME A Piece OF CAKE, GIVE IT ME, AND IT WON'T 
MAKE ME ILL.” 

Papa,—‘*GO BACK TO BED, DEAR, AND DREAM YOU HAVE EATEN IT, 
IT WILL SAVE THE CAKE, AND A POWDER TOO,” 








WARBLES OF THH WEBE. 


SET TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 
No. 7.—A SonG WHICH GOES—TO THE HEART AT ONCE. 
Air—"' Had J a Heart,” 


AD I 2 heart for 
falsehood 

‘Ti framed, 
| Andglazedand 
hung in view, 
You’d see for 
me it might be 

claimed 

That all my 
pews is new. 

_- For you who 

; will not bear 
deceit, 

The newest 
news I’ve 
strung ; 

You ’ll sneer at 
all the aged 
you meet, 

And revel in 
the young. 
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Some serpents at the Zoo, 
With better lodgings now are blest, 




















And have their flitting ‘through ” ; 

A whale at Westminster you 'll meet, 
And greet with joyful tongue 

(With scorn what ’s old in this you’ll treat, 
But revel in the young). 


Another journey o’er the sea 
(Balloon-wise) I peruse ; 

I also note their setting free 
Those poor Hungarian Jews ; 

A revoloosh at Badajoz 
Quite soon aside was flun 

(You needn’t mind what’s 2 » becoz 
You revel in the young). 


Bank Holiday is passed ; to Cowes 
The crowd has been—and gone ; 
A clever fluke at last allows 
The Pigeons’ Measure on ; 
And is Noel Park—now treat 
With smiles the news I ’ve strung, 
Forgive me all the aged you meet, 
And revel in the young. 


Although it may be my conceit, 
To this belief I’ve clung, 

That not a bit of you ‘ll meet 
And precious little young ! 








MoTTO for those who Strive to Climb Mont Blanc, &c,—'' Every 
little Alps!” 
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THAT CRAZE. 
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They thought they would like to cross the Atlantic in a balloon for their holiday. “Its all gongt 
off the car and hang on by our toes. 
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A PARCEL FOR POSTERITY. 


ee en a. >RS. | SHOU LE TC 'E A BIT OF IT NOW.” 
Yohuny Buil—* OH! IF YOU PLEASE, MR. CHILDERS, I SHOULD LIKE TO HA\ 
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A PARCEL FOR POSTERITY. 
(See Cartoon.) 


A PREITY pace the world doth wag ; 
Change follows rapidly on change; 
Invention never seems to flag, 
Sut constantly extends its range ; 
And now we actually boast 
Possession of a Parcels Post. 


Suppose you have a friend, some man 
Who lives, say, fifty miles away, 

You want to send him fruit—you can, 
Or to dispatch his coat—you may ;, 
Or else, suppose—but there’s a host 

Of virtues in the Parcels Post. 


’T is safe to pay ; the point, though, which 
The more especially concerns, 
Is not its profits that enrich 
Th’ Exchequer, but its quick returns ; 
And expedition is the most 
Bright feature in our Parcels Post. 


That being so, when Mr. C. 

To kindly ease the nation’s debt 
Sends money to posterity, 

Which John Bull wishes he may get, 
Why can’t he use—I’ve not the ghost 
Of an idea—the Parcels Post ? 

















— 

















AnGusT 15 1883. 


FUN. 71 








OONVBRSATIONS FOR THB TIMBS. 


‘*AGREEABLY TO THE LAW.” 
Mr. CONN-SEWMER. A MANUFACTURER OF BOUTTERINE. 


MANUFACTURER OF BUT7TERINF. Dear me! It chills me to the 
heart to see you thus. Your face is absolutely livid, your nerves wholly 
uns'rung, your breakfast entirely unteuched, you tremble after the 
manner Of a leaf—nay, an aspen-leaf! Has kindly sleep forsaken 

Mr. CONN-SEWMeR, Oh, no, no, no! Speak not to me of sleep! I 
have indeed but slept too much! Such dreams, such horrors—but no, 
I dare not reveal them ! 

MANU. OF Butt, You shall not. The manufacturer of butterine is 
| far too unselfish to seek to gratify himself at the price of pain to a 
fellow-creature, and that fellow-creature a consumer; yet give me an 
outline of your dreams. 

Mr. CONN-SEWMER, I have dreamed a dream of things the law per- 
mits. I shudder at the recollection of such horrors. Hla! I swoon! 

MANU. OF Butt. How can I assist 

Mr. CONN-SEWMER. Hand me something illegal—larceny, forgery, 
perjury,murder—anything whose comparative pleasantness and veniality 
may reduce the effect of the more horrible legal things. Thanks; I 
am better. I dreamed of one with plausible and complacent mien, who 
bade me to an exhibition. I went with him. He showed me many 
things I had never seen before; strange forms in various metals and 
other subs‘ances, 

‘* These,” said the Complacent One, ‘‘are tools suited to the require- 
| ments of burglars and swindlers in general. / made them all.” 

** What!” I exclaimed; ‘‘ you dare to exhibit tools made for the use 


| 




















‘* No,” replied the Manufacturer, indignantly, ‘‘ Not ‘ made for the | 


use of,’ but ‘ sutted to the requirements of. There isthe greatest difference. 
| You see, the articles are even stamped with the words ‘ Honesty is the 
| Best Policy,’ for the purpose of-——” 
** Deceiving the punlic?” 
| ‘*Oh, dear, no! for the purpose of—of—a—— 
“But the Law will be down upon e 


” 





“Oh, dear, no! The Law is open to reason, and prides itself upon 
its consistency. It will recognize the distinction between the two phrases 


” 


| { have emphasized. See, here it comes. 





And I saw the Law approaching with the glaring eye of one who has 
discovered an offender; it stretched forth its claw to seize the exhibits, 
but the Manufacturer whispered in its ear, ‘‘ Not ‘ made for the use of,’ 
only ‘suited to the requirements of.” Cannon Street Hotel. Consis- 
tency!” and the Law hesitated, drew back its claws, and shuffled away 
confounded. 

Then the Complacent Manufacturer took me into another department, 
‘end there were various strange compounds, ‘‘ These,” said he, ‘‘are 
varous deadly poisons, mixed up in various ways with ordinary food, 
and tendered palatable. They consist for the most part of those poisons 
whose eects are most subtle and difficult to trace to their cause. They 
are suitea to the requiremeculs uf poisonere who desire to put any one 
quietly out oi the way. / made them.” 

‘You unblushingly tell me,” said I, ‘‘that you have manufactured 
| poisons for the use of ——”’ m 

‘‘ Must I again teh you,” said the Manufacturer, deeply hurt, that 
they are merely ‘sutted to the requirements of,’ and not-—— 

‘*Oh, no! I see,” said i, as the Law once more came up fo seize, and 
once more retired defeated. 

‘© And here,” continued the Manufacturer, ‘‘are various instruments 
suited to the requirements of other classes of murderers, stranglers, 
bleeders, suftocaters, drowners, stabbers, and so forth. This elaborate 
plant is suitable for—not intended for—the manufacture of counterfeit 
coin; this, bank notes; that, postage and other stamps. But, you see, 
| they all bear a trade mark calculated to—a——”” 
| Deceive?’”? The Law was almost hysterical about these latter ex- 
| hibits; but the talismanic words always had their efiect, and the exhi- 


| bition was allowed. 








| 











} 


And just as all these things were about to be applied to me, I awoke. 
Even now I am not well. 

MANDF. OF Bott. You need relaxation and enlivening entertain- 
ment—sights and surroundings wholly different in character from your 
dream, You shail have them. We will take a ticket to Cannon Street, 
and walk round the Exhibi'ion of Butterine. See how delightfully 
everything is at contrast with the horrors of your dream ! 

Mr. COnNN-SEWMER. Eh? Bless me! why, here’s a cow on the 
pats, and butter-k gs, and baskets, and——Help! Take me away! 
IVii some one wake me? 





THH BLATHD POSTER. 
~ : | 











I say—hooray! ILet’s up and cheer! 
The Parcels Post, you know, it’s here! 
It is! By Jove, it’s here at last— 
I’ve dreamed of it for ages past. 

For, if you please, I’ve szc/: a host 
Of things to send by Parcels Post ; 
About from last December's end 

I’ve saved the things I had to send; 
And I’ve collected, furthermore, 

Old useless objects by the score, 

And wrapt them up against the day 
When I could send them all away. 


I found one problem quite appal— 
Wherever to address them all ! 

Among the most enchanting games 

Is going and inventing names. 

But / addressed them—neatly too ; 
And now they fill a room, they do ; 
And now I''m going to enjoy 

The fun of posting them, my boy. 

And now I'll take ’em—who’s afraid ?— 
And have ’em severally weigh'd 

And measured round—the best of jokes, 
I tell you, for the postal folks! 


Eh? ‘‘Overweight”? That parcel? Zounds! 
I don't believe it! ‘* Minety pounds” ¢ 

When that was wrapped, I say again, 
Its weight was seven to a grain. 

‘*I weighed it?” Not as I’m aware ; 
Sut I can carry it—look there !— 

And so it’s most absurd to state, 
Declare, and swear it’s overweight ! 
Hiow can you tell me, and repeat, 

That this one measures forty feet ? 

It don’t; I know it as a fact; 

It measures three feet six exact. 


“* What kind of measure had 1?” Why, 
I always measure with my eye; 
t that ’s conclusive in effect — 


. cye ae C..We eorr t 
Your incorrectness if Ets. 


To say this parcel’s all to bits ; 

It isn’t—but the paper ’s thin, 

And rotten—and the moth’s got in. 

‘* 4nd what's in this?” You have no right 
To ask me; but it ’s dynamite. 

What? Can't convey it? Fudge and stuff! 
You'll find it travels safe enough. 


Upon my word, I think you're most 
Exacting with your Parcels Post! 

My pristine joy is turned to gall— 

Here, give ’em back. I'll burn ’em all! 
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“HOW THE RICH LIVE:” 
By SHINY SEAMS anv HAL ‘’LOW! 
CHAPTER IX, 


THESE papers would be incomplete 
without at least a passing reference 
to some of the many efforts which 
have already been made to deal with 
the evils arising from the condition of 
things it has been my desire to expose. 

The myriad methods practised by 
self-denying philanthropists for the re- 
lief of the rich I have not space to deal 
with. Bubble companies, impossible 
charities, Salvation Armies, daughters 
of deceased naval officers, gentlemen 





are in abundance, all of which, in a 
manner more or less satisfactory, con- 
siderably relieve the wealthy. 

One or two I may touch upon, how- 
ever. 

There is the begging-letter writer. 
This is male or female, and ranges 
from the poor clerk who has lost his 
situation from illness (and will be 
satisfied with anything, from a crust 
of bread to a grand piano, for which he will call as often as you like), 
to the mother of sixteen small children, who is trying to get together a 
trifling sum wherewith to open a small shop, her only chance of support, 
and whose weak arithmetic necessitates her frequent retirement to the 
privacy of a public house bar to total up the amount received, and see 
how she’s getting on. 

Then we have the vendors of fancy-priced articles, such as old china 
and real Coreggios, 

A large amount of relief is given, as has been before hinted in these 
papers, by captains clever at écarté, and majors knowing of horseflesh 
and ready with a billiard cue. 

Ladies are not so well supplied with outlets for their cash, but their 
superior ingenuity in spending places them pretty well on a par with the 
sterner sex. Milliners and dressmakers do their utmost to assist them, 
but the means are, afterall, inadequate to the end, even with the added 
philanthropic efforts of ladies’-maids, who strain their every effort to 
prevent their mistresses wearing a dress a second time. 

Others, inventive of mind and full of the desire to relieve the unhappy 
rich, come to the rescue, however, bringing into fashion curious and 
unusual occupations and amusements. Of these are they who establish 
schools of cookery (where ladies may roughen their hands and blacken 
aprons at one guinea the lesson), or teach the violin for many years, 
at thirty shillings per diem, One gentleman I know did much good as an 
instructor of the noble art 
of self-defence. Many a 
time have I seen two fair 
and high-born daughters of ‘i 
our noble English race in- <lbiow 
dulging in an animated set- Tae | eT HE aa 
to with the gloves amid the ii aD 





MOTHER. 


bag sos, a 


excited plaudits of a roused- diy 
from-habitual-langour pl, 
crowd of friends and sym- AL 
pathizers, all of whom had TF 
been relieved considerably 
of their haunting trial— 
money—by the kindly- 
hearted instructor and pro- 
prietor of the rooms, 

**Go it, your Grace!” 
cried the interested and, 


ne 
fren 
y) 


ma 





moe te 
for the Nongtie Happy by 
the thoughtful charity of 
‘*the professor,” And her 
Grace ‘went it,” lightly, 
gracefully, and aristocra- 
tically—“‘went it” in 
unconscious imitation of 
oman maids and matrons 
of gladiatorial memory. 





But by far the most effec. 
and wide-spreading 
f rendered to the un- m 








in want of only twopence more to | 
make up the price of a spade, there | 





) IT, YOUR GRACE 


happy rich comes from the system of tips—tips to porters, tips to ser- 
vants, tips to waiters, &c., &c., &e. 

I have been told that these papers are uncalled-for—(I £now they are 
uncalled-for ; I always send thera myself, and the machine is never kept 
waiting more than a couple of days)—that nobody cares about the rich, 
or wants to know what they are doing, or how they live. That may be 
so. There are many, I know, who would willingly do their level best 
to help the cause I have at heart. But in the main that may be so. To 
those others—to those indifferent ones—I turn, and appealing to that 
selfishness which is, happily, implanted in every bosom, point to this 
system of tips as a source of incalculable social danger, threatening the 
very existence of the middle class. The rich tip liberally in their desire 
to make the most of a providential outlet; the middle class perforce 
follow suit to the best of their ability, or neglect would be their portion. 
This must tell severely on the latter 
in the long run, and the day is not 
far distant when its worst effect wi!! 
be seen—ruin and beggary. The 
storm is quiescent now, but the day 
will come when it will burst forth 
in all its fury, and swamp the reck- 
less disregarders of public duty, un- 
less they take warning in time, and 
follow my advice. 

The melancholy and heart-rend- 
ing scenes through which I have 
conducted the reader, as, chapter 
by chapter, I have pursued my plan 
of unfolding the manifold trials 
and hardships of the rich, have, | 
hope, made them think; and, I 
trust, made them feel miserable 
Made them think (and think their 
hardest) in the endeavour to devise 
means of relieving the crowd of un- 
happy menand women I havedepict- 


A COOKERY ENHIBITION, 


ed oftheir incubus ; made them miserable that they know of so few means: | 


I have little more to tell, anything more I might say would be bu' 
to give in detail what I have already given in general terms. But ] 
do not think it well to conclude with a melancholy note ; so next week, 
in a concluding chapter, I will give a few examples of how the rich 
amuse themselves, so that we may finish, with what gocd heart we may, 
this series of interesting and exhaustive papers. 

( Final gruesomenesses next week. ) 





CORRESPONDENCE. 
(70 the Editor of Fun.) 

Sir,—The articles in your admirable paper, entitled “‘ How the Rich Live,” have 
my hearty approval. I think I could turn my hand to something of the sort myself. 
What do you think of this?— 

Taking my accustomed rounds, I stepped into the chambers of a rich young man in 
Piccadilly. He was sitting disconsolately in a luxurious arm-chair in his drawers 
and shirt, gazing ruefully at a large collection of morning suits laid out by his 
servant in tempting array. The 
young man was unable, amid 
this excess of clothing, to make 
a choice, and his misery was 
scored in deep lines upon his 
brow. Poor young fellow! had 
he not been rich, this trouble 
would never have come upon 
him, 

Scarcely a stone’s throw from 
this scene, ina flat near Kensing- 
ton Gore, a similar scene was 
being enacted. A _ beautiful 
young girl was dressing for 
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dinner. The gently nurtured 
daughter of a haughty hous» 
with a tender mother, an ineul- 
gent father, and admirins °°° 
thers: yet she tottered 12 the 
arms of her six lady’s-r-@ids, faint 
and exhausted wir* the fatigue 
of hours spent ix the endeavour 
to select one fr™ the three dozen 
or SO Suites of jewels wherewith 
to deck nerself. 

Almost on the same doorstep, 
in Sayswater, I overheard the 
following : 

** Whay didn’t you turn up 
the other nait?” 

** Deah boy, ay 've fifteen dress 
suits and fawty different kainds 
of collah. Taime I could make 
up maind what to wa-ah, too 
late.” 

Always the same sad story! 
Can nothing be done? I don't 
know. I’ve written my letter 
any way.—Yours truly, 

Sum. 
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A Whale—but not of Woe! 


IT was the famed Farini, who is up to many a notion, 
And far away in foreign parts he met a youthful whale ; 
Near his ‘‘school” the whale was joyously disporting in the | 


ocean, 
Making shuttlecocks of vessels with his horizontal tail, 


‘* Will you come with me, my little dear?” exclaimed Farini 
gently, 
‘To a certain place at Westminster, a very noted spot; 
There you’ll find our glorious Parliament, where all M.P.s 
intently 
Work together for the nation’s good—a peaceful, happy lot. 


‘* You are fifteen feet in length, yet blush unseen, as I con- 
jecture, 
In this vast amount of water; / can offer you a tank, 
Where you ’ll be a sort of idol, while I on your habits lecture, 
And ae ‘ll there be fed and /é¢ed, and achieve the highest | 
rank, 





‘You've been lately weaned, you tell me; therefore leave | 
your doting mother 
Ere those wicked whalers come along with harpoon and | 
with gun; | 

I offer you a happy home; you'll ne’er get such another, 
For England is the finest land you ’ll find beneath the sun, | 


‘‘I will name you ‘Prince,’ the ‘Prince of W(h)ales’—a 
royal appellation—” 
**Enough!” exclaimed the mammal; ‘‘ yes, Farini, I will 
come,” 
So packing up his luggage, off he started for this nation, 
And he holds receptions daily at the Royal Aquari-um/ 








Flag-rant. 


A SPECIAL correspondent says, that ‘‘ Considerable sensa- 
tion has been produced among the natives of Tonquin by the 
report of an apparition in the form of two black flags, said 
to be visible in the sky at dawn—the one bearing the cha- 
racter ‘‘ Li,’’ and the other ‘‘ Lin.” The first would perhaps 
be Li-able to cause commotion, but the other, being of a 
Lin-en kind, need hardly have been expected to do so. The 
apparition, however, does not seem to have caused their 
spirits to flag. 














ON THE MOORS. 


W, FE. G.—“* BinDS VERY WILD, JOHN—NOT MUCH SPORT THIS 
SEASON,” 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


THE MEMBER FOR EYE WANTS to Know’ N Sursday, ze 5 Augusts.— 
4 » Ze noble Lords are busy vit 
0 Gh noble vork—zat is, ze new 
A, Bill of Merchant Shipping, 
vich is brought in by Milor 
Norton to protect ze fisher- 
boy who some time get ver 
. fishy fate. I have hear of 
some of zem who have 
# catch too many vhales 
+ across zeir back. 

Ze Baron of Vorms try 
ver hard in ze Lower House 
to vat you call pump ze 
G. O. M. ven ze troops vill 
leave Egypt. Ze Grand 
NR Old Spouter he vill not be 

pump, and ze Baron vorms 
ver leetle out of him, Mr. Richard say zat next Session he sall move to 
move ze Church of England. I sall call him not Richard ze Sird, but 
Richard ze Absurd. In Supply Truseful Thomas desire abolish ze 
Lyon King-at-Arms, ze Family Herald, 7e crois, of Scotland. Sir Lusk 
say no, England have its Garter King-at-Arms. I say I sink ze Garter 
King he sould be at legs. 
‘* Britons, zey nevare, nevare, nevare sall be esc/aves, jamais!” But 
on Friday Milor Shaftesbury tell ze Lords zat ze petits enfants apprentice 
to ze acrobats are vorse zan esc/aves. Milor Dalhousie for ze School 
Board, and Milor Carrington for ze Local Government Board, vill look 
after ze childs on ze stage boards, but it is too late zis Session to make 
new Bill. Ze subject, enfin, like ze leetle boy on ze trapeze too oftens, is 
dropped. 
Because ze railvay company at Strome Ferry have broke ze Sunday, 
ze crowd have broke ze peace. Sir Campbell desire to know did not ze 
tailvay break also ze law? Ze Lord Advocate say no, it vas vork of 

















necessity. Ze Escottish Local Government Board Bill is talked out by 
ze Tories, vit ze able assistance of Mr, Varton. ‘'Z'Union fait la 
Force.” Voila! zey act en bloc, 

I sall demand ze Grand Old Man to give me peerage. Aa /foi/ even 
ze half Saturday holiday it is not safe in ze Commons, and to have to 
listen on Saturday to ze Membare for Eye, it is, indeed, to add insult to 
injury. Sir Harcourt can put up vit ze injury, but not ze insult, c'est posr- 
quot, ven Mr. Bartlett accuse ze Government Vips vit misleading Mem- 
bares, he lash him vit ze vip of his resentment. A/a foi! apres tout it is not 
so bad méme on Saturday to see ze Membare for Eye sat on, I sall 
call Sir Harcourt Eye Lash, Maleré Mr. Varton ¢ auétres, Sir 
Harcourt dispose of ze motion of Mr. Dalrymple to block ze Escotch 
Local Board Bill. There is von more stand made against ze Bill of Mr. 
Anderson to protect ze pigeons, but, as you say, it is six to four on ze 
bird, 

Monday.—Milor Forbes say 2 present ze drainage of London sould be 
looked into. Milor Turlow say, ‘‘To be sewer,” and zey go to have a 
drain togezzare. 

On ze African vote, in ze Commons, Mr. Gorst move to reduce it by 
ze salary of ze British Resident—puisgue British subjects are murdered, 
and British allies smoked 4 mort in ze Deanaveah vat is the use of 
British Resident? Cependant, ze vote is agree to; mais, sans doute John 
Bull owes ze Boer a licking, and ze creditor vill bore him till he pay. 

Tuesday.—Milors Vemyss and Bramvell try to estop ze Scotch Agri- 
cultural Holdings Bill. AZais, it is Scotch, but zey cannot kill it, and, 
de plus, zeir is no holding it. 

Ze Chancellor of ze Exchequer bring in Bill to treat ze National Debt 
comme jockey or lady vit too much vaist—c'est a dire, to reduce its 
figure. Cust lu la deuxidme fois | 

Vennisday.—Mr, Ashley have hear Cetewayo is singing ‘' Not dead 
yet ;” vezzare itis true # me soit pas, Ve go in Committee on ze Corrupt 
Practice till six Acures, zen I leave ze din of ze House for ze dinnare at 
ze Mansion House. 


LAYING UP vOR A **Reiny” Day,—Saving money for your ‘‘ bridal” 
trip. 








€® To Corezsronpents.—Zhe Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, 1a me case will thay be veturned unless 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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Indignant Toper.—“*SURE THESE PAPERS Is Foors! 
ANIMALS, 
ALL!” 


“THAT’S THRUE!” 
‘LOWER ANIMALS CAN LIVE WITHOUT STIMULANTS !’ 
WHAT’S ALL THE DIFFERENCE BETWIXT ME AN’ A P1IG? HE DHRINKS WATHER, AN’ ‘OI DHRINK WHISKEY. 


WE RE NOT LOWER 
THAT’S 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THR EpiTor or ‘‘ Fon,” 
GLORIOUS GOODWOOD! 


Sik,—I should think it was glorious. 
before, so that the first wave of astonishment should pass over ; but, Sir, 


those tips! Oh, those tips! What do you think of the Old Man‘now? | 


What do you grudgingly and carpingly think of him, eh? Is he not 
great? ook at those tips! Goodwood Stakes— 


‘* The man who would mildly prefer to enjoy 
A fortunate height that the faculties dazes, 
Had better by chaiks back the swift Corrigz Roy!!! 
Or stick to Palermo, and back him like blazes,” 


Palermo scratched, only Corrie Roy left—who won? Corrie Roy— 
yood, Knight of Burghley was scratched for the Stewards’ Cup, so that 
Font count—that’s good, too, as he would have won witharun. Then 
look at the Goodwood Cup ; what did I say ?— 


‘* Dutch Oven, too, as you may see, 
Will number. 2; or maybe 3 ; 
But Border Min-strel, when all ’s done, 
Will toddie in as No. 1.” 


I’ve refrained from boasting 





| There! who gave you absolute first and third, and no mistake about it, 
' eh? Who-r-eh! 


Then look at the Brighton Cup! Did you ever? 
‘*And Border Minstrel seems to be the best of all the three.” 
But read it through—read it through, Sir! And Border Minstrel 


| walked over!! Oh, what a prophet you've got! Nothing can lick that, 


so I can afford to laugh over the scratching of Goggles, which I gave for 

the Chesterfield, and rest on my laurels. Therefore I shall give no tip 

this week, but look out for the Ebor Handicap selection in my next. 
Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 





NEW LBAVHES. 

**The Angel of Love,” and other poems, by R. T. Sturgess, Many 
sweet flowers of thought blossom in the pages of this book. 

‘*The District Railway Guide and Directory to the International 
Fisheries Exhibition ’"—issued by Alfred Boot and Son—with its beau- 
tifully coloured plan of the buildings and grounds, and map of the 
suburban railways converging on the Exhibition, ought to be an accept- 
able help to visitors. 

** American Dishes,‘and How to Cook Them,” from the recipes of an 
American lady (T. Fisher Unwin),—Many a ‘‘ toothsome” dish can be 


| prepared by following the American lady’s recipes for appeasing the 


hungry or ‘‘tickling” the dainty appetite. 
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ONLY ANOTHER EFFECT OF OUR HOT-BED FORCING SYSTEM OF EDUCATION. 


Elder Sister. —‘‘ COME, MAUDE, TELL ME THE COLOUR OF THIS PRETTY FLOWER, AND ITS NAME.” 

Maude.—‘‘ COLOUR? WHY, THE SAME TINT AS THE NOSE BELONGING TO THAT OBJECTIONABLE AGED PERSON WHOM OUR POOR 
WIDOWED MATER THOUGHT FIT TO MARRY RECENTLY—VI1Z,, RED—DISTINCTLY RED! ITS NAME, OF COURSE, IS ‘PAPAVER,’ OR 
POPPY--FROM ‘ PAPA,’ THZ CELTIC WORD FOR PAP—BEING CALLED SO BECAUSE IT IS GIVEN TO INFANTS WITH THEIR FOOD AS A 
NARCOTIC, SHALL WE TAKE A FEW SPECIMENS OF THE PLANT HOME TO DROP INTO PAPA-IN-LAW’S GRUEL TO-NIGHT? HE’s IN 


HIS SECOND CHILDHOOD.” 








MORE TRADE DEPRESSION. 


A DEEP gloom had fallen over the diseased meat interest down Can- 
ning Town way, and there was much sadness among the putrid cow 
circles of Ratcliffe Highway. It seemed as if a check had come to the 
pristine prosperity, and as if trade were not ‘looking up”’ in its wonted 
way. 

The words that fell from the lips of the interested ones were words of 
deep disappointment, not unmixed with indignation ; the ones hung 
about the street corners; the putrid meat market ruled dull, with an in- 
clination toward a further depression, 

‘* No, the bisness ain’t what it was, that’s what I say,” murmured an 
influential manufacturer of putrid sausages ; ‘‘ the licence is gettin’ what 
you may say almost proibitive ; jest think of one ’undred pound !” 

** Ar—one ’undred pound! It’s shortsighted of the Guvment toallow 
it, 7 say; mark my words if it don’t ernilate the trade bodily before 
long,” said a substantial high-dog-patty maker. 

‘*7 believe poor ole Charlie ’ll cut the trade once for all,” said the 
putrid sausager. ‘‘A ’undred pou——wy, it’s enovgh to crush the 
enterprisinest feller. I ain’t bin asked for no more than ten pound at a time 
as yet; but I’ve made up my mind that the werry first time /’m asked 
for even so much as fifty I’ll cut the ‘ole bisness—I wi//, /ain’t goin’ 
to contribute to the revenoo at that rate.” 

‘*No more ain’t I; 1’m settled about that too,” said the high-dog- 
pattyist firmly. 

**So’m I too,” chorused a knot of gentlemen in various branches of 
the same industry; ‘‘and the Budget ‘ll suffer in the end.” 

We were saddened when we heard this conversation, for it evidently 
shadowed forth the decadence of yet one more of our British industries ; 
and we felt but too keenly that our commercial interests needed no 

further discouragements, 

Long did we seek for information as to the cause of the discontent 








described ; and at length our endeavours were rewarded by the discovery 
of this passage in our newspaper :— 

‘‘For having in his possession a large quantity of diseased meat, 
CHARLES WAGNER, a pork butcher in Canning on was, at West 
Ham Police Court, fined one hundred pounds and costs, the magistrate 
declaring the case as bad as any he had ever heard, and it was with some 
hesitation he had decided on not sending the defendant to prison without 
the option of a fine.” 

Really this shortsighted persecution of trade is—but there! we sup- 
pose it is useless to expostulate with the authorities. 

By the way, when is Mr. Macfarlane’s very sensible suggestion lately 
made in the House, as to imprisoned putrid-meaters being fed upon their 
own wares, to take the form of a Bill? 

Wagers in Kind, 

A RACY little par, in one of the evening journals recently stated that 
Mr. Norwood, M.P., has bet his umbrella that Mr. bradlaugh will be 
admitted to the House within a certain period. It is devoutly to be 
hoped that this wager will be the exception, and not the rule, otherwise 
it may be followed up in this manner :— 

We understand that Mr. P. A. Taylor has bet his great-coat that the 
vaccination laws will be repealed before 1884. 

We hear that Sir Wilfrid Lawson has bet an amount equal to his next 
quarter’s water rate that the principle of local option shall have come 
into practice before next summer. 

We are informed that Mr, Herbert Gladstone has bet several pairs of 
trousers with Mr. Parnell on the question of Home Rule, the precise 
nature of which we have been unable to ascertain. 

Mr. Warton has bet his snuff-box and his every-day bat that Mr. Ash- 
mead-Bartlett will be Prime Minister, and Lord Randolph Churchill 
Opposition Leader, within ten months, 
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THE POINT. 


is to blame, and who 
coolly leaves her in 
the lurch,  subse- 
quently also stealing 
a large sum of mo- 
ney. The develop- 
ment of the story 
gives opportunity 
for the effective in- 
troduction of some 
realistic scenes —the 
Thames Embank- 
ment in the snow, 
an Orient steamer, 
exterior of Charing 
Cross Hotel (dread- 
fully deserted exte- 
rior of Charing Cross 
Hotel, by the way, 
just like the real 








Tue GRann.—THe NERDLE. THE WOULD- 
Be SUICIDE A LONG TIME COMING TO 





SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


T cannot be denied that the theatre 


= fi which has risen from the ashes of 
id the old Philharmonic (I spare you 
"7 the Phcenix on this occasion) at 
o/ Islington is well and fully entitled 
Po to be called The Grand. Its spa- 





cious stalls and circle, the general 
beauty of its internal arrangements 
and decoration, its broad corridors 
and staircases, designed, orna- 
mented, and finished in the best 
style, its convenient retiring, cloak, 
and refreshment-rooms (too con- 
venient I found these latter when 
I was there, for Trophonius, who 
never has any change, was my 
companion), and its many pre- 
cautions and exits in case of fire, 
show that the lucky Islingtonians 
have the chance of enjoying every 
luxury of a West-end theatre at 
their elbow. 
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The main item of the opening 
programme, Mr. Sefton Parry’s 
The Bright Future, can claim no 
very high praise on the score of 
novelty, but it is probably well 


suited to its locality and purpose, and it certainly has the merit of not 
coming from Parrys—I mean Paris, From an artistic point of view, 
however, it is a mistake to depict as heroine one who has committed a 
faux pas without much apparent excuse, and as hero the individual who 
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THe GRAND.—RAVEN AND CREEDALE— THE LATTBR A 
RATHER CREEDALEOUS YOUNG GENTLEMAN. 


thing !) and a capital view of the Thames in the last act ; for so small a 
stage these are really excellent and truthful stage pictures. 


Messrs. Holt and Wilmot’s company is an exceptionally good one. 
Miss Helen Massey’s rendering of the ‘‘ distressed heroine” goes far to 


PO ages 
Cte | 
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infuse freshness into that somewhat familiar 
type of character, and Miss Lydia Cowell, 
fitted witha part which suits her down tothe 
ground, is simply delightful as the good- 
hearted Lotty Jenniker ; in watching her, cri- 
ticism falls quite into the background, and 
one settles down to the quiet enjoyment of 
the brightest comedy. Little did I expect to 
see Miss Dolores Drummond, an adept in in- 
tense parts, in such a one as Mrs, Pimble- 
chuck; but there she is, and she gives a 
good account of herself too. 


Mr. T. H, Balfour is a quiet unexaggerated 
vallain, and Mr. Royce Creedale a very care- 
ful and satisfactory hero. Mr. Lyons as 
Robert Blyth, one of those curious creatures 
of melodrama who reach the extremes of 


Tue Granp.—Miss Heren Tags, beggary, and hunger on the slightest 
~ None THROWN ON THE provocation, played heartily and after the ap- 
MASSYOFACRUBL WORLD. proved fashion. The Misserimus Meek of 


Mr, G, P. Carey, a rather inexplicable cha- 


racter, was invested with considerable merit, and Mr. Victor Liston was 
sufficiently humorous Montmorency Pimblechuck, but with a tendency 
owards the indulgence of unmeaning gesture and facial contortion, 


its career, 
after a hun- 
dred nights’ 
run, with 
unabated 
success; 
this week I 
can say the 
same, as the 
result of 
ocular de- 
monstra- 
tion, A 
merrier 
duchess, in- 
deed, with- 
in the limits 
of becoming 





BUT NOTA DoLorRous PxRr- 
FORMANCE. 


occur it will only be a species of 
tit-for-tat, for Freedom has sent 
most of the pantomime in that 
hut scene to the right-about—to 
the manifest improvement of the 
same, be it said. Somewhere 
about this page there’s a sketch 
of Miss Enson, whom I forgot to 
mention last week, as a capital re- 
presentative of a young lady 
called Amaranthe. 


I’m glad H.R.H. has a sense 
of humour. See here, from the 
Morning Fost (some time ago 
now) : ‘* His Royal Highness the 
Prince of Wales honoured Mr. 
Hamilton Aidé with a visit at 
Garden Mansions, Queen Anne’s 
Gate. Mr. Frank Lincoln, the 
American humourist, gave some 
of his unique and amusing sketches 








Drury Lang.—Tuis 1s AMARAN- 
THE — AM HER ‘ANTH-OME OR 


AM HER NOT 


I said last week, from hearsay, that Zhe Merry Duchess was pursuing 





Tue GRAND.—THE Boz AND THE PENNY. 


Freedom, at Drury Lane, has taken firm 
hold, and is unlikely to relinguish its grasp 
until the pantomime comes to dislodge it. By the way, when that does 





THE Rova._ty. — Has RUN FOR OVER A 


of character which elicited repeated and hearty expressions of approval 
from his Royal Highness. Mr. Lincoln 
is about to return to the United States 
on an extended lecturing tour, but pro- 
poses to return to London about the 
month of April next,” 


Mr. F. C, Burnand is engaged upon 

a burlesque of the Zempest for the 

Gaiety. What a pity—that the late Bro- 

thers Brough have already written 7he 

Enchanted /sie. All the same, I don’t 

think it’s a bad idea by any means. 

|, They say there is Ham/et to follow, too. 

You see, I Ham-letting you into all the 
secrets. 


The Princess's opened again on Sa- 
turday. 


mirth, it hasn’t been my lot to meet withal, and I think she improves | 
upon acquaintance. Miss Santley is very 
happy as the tender-hearted and painfully 
conscientious Rowena, and her efforts are 
much appreciated, All the parts have mel- 
lowed with time, of course, and there are one 
or two new witticisms. I retain my affection 
for my ‘‘first loves’? among the musical 
numbers,—the ‘‘Jockey’s” song, the song 
of the Duchess’s presents, the Tigers’ Cho- 
rus (of course), the novelly-funny ‘‘ Love’s 
Memories,” the pretty waltz, and the clever 
Castle-in-Spain melody—all, all of which I 
could listen to a dozen times. The elegance 
and comfort of the house is fitting sauce to 
the whole. The only change I notice in the 
cast, by the way (on this, the 116th night), 
is the substitution of Miss Montgomery as 
Dorothy, in the place of Miss Robe, 





HunprRED NIGHTS, BUT NOT EX: 
HAUSTED YET. 


NESTOR. 
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A Blow to the Beredict. 


**The point to be argued (in a recent case under the Married Women’s 
Property Act) was whether a married woman, having a house settled 
upon her to her separate use, can turn her husband out of it, and obtain 
an order of the court denying him all access to it, Mr. Justice Chitty | 
was of opinion that there was nothing to prevent her doing so; and, on 
appeal, three learned judges concurred.”—Daily Paper. 


THAT Fon has a tender and feeling heart | 
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Is pretty well known ere this ; 

For whene’er he could solace and aid impart, 
He bas never been known to miss, 

Full often, indeed, has his breast been grieved 
By recitals of woe—alas! 

And now dreadful tidings he’s just received 
Concerning the husband class. 





It appears that if one weds a well-off wife— 
(And who, if he coud, would not ?)— 

It may happen that during one’s married life 
One may suffer a wretched lot. 

If a husband is naughty, or comes home late, 
Or his wife’s commands ignores, 

She not only (the law says) may be irate, 
But may turn him right out of doors! | 


Oh! picture him, then, driven forth alone— 
Alone in the cruel street ; 

And chided, maybe, by the taunting tone 
Of some Bobby upon his beat. 

Oh, what could he say to the man in blue, 
Who’d survey, perhaps, with doubt? 

He could but shed tears and exclaim, ‘* Boo—hoo! 
The ‘ missus’ has turned me out !” 


So it seems that fresh trouble is now in store | 
To torture the married man ; | 
Imagine him prowling from door to door 
Seeking shelter where’er he can! | 
Fon knows that this story your hearts will touch, 
Shall these sufferers shelterless roam ? 
No! let’s all subscribe (it will not cost much) | 








THE Medical Bill was brought on in the House of Commons 
the other day. Long may it continue there! FUN hopes it 
will be long ere his multitudinous subscribers will need such 
a thing in their houses. 


For a ‘‘ Chucked-out Husband’s Home.”’ lie alae 
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AN EX-SELL-ENT LIKENESS. 


Match Vendor (to Swell),—** Buy A Box, Sir? YER JEST THE IMAGE 
Oo’ MY PORE BROTHER, SIR!” 

Swell.—‘* YouR BROTHER, YOU SCOUNDREL! WHAT DO YOU MRAN?” 

Match Vendor.—*‘ AX! JEST 'IS (AUGHTY MANNER AN’ ALL, SiR,” 





Seen 





THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


FEUDI, 10me a Aott,—Ze 

Lord vich is Camperout— 
“> J mean Camperdown—tell 

‘* me zey have put on ze 
shelf ze Bill of ze Ship- 
canal of Manchester, and 
zat Lord Carlingford have 
read ze tvice ze Scotch 
Agricultural Bill, Zen I 
say to him, I say, ‘* Zn- 
tendez! if you leave too 
much out in ze cold urbus 
for ze sake of rusticus, 
voila! urbus hevill become 
rusty cuss.” 

Ze Radicals are mecon- 
tentés. Mr. John Morley 
have sit at Vestminstare 
depuis que Juin, but ze 
Thames, voici! it is not yet on fire. Some sink it must be done. Bien / 
Ven ve go Supply he set on ze roll ze ball of great debate by demanding 
vy not dove clear out of Egypt. Aaintenant, all ze vool vich remain for 
so much cry is zat ze Government for about ze zousand time say zey do 
not mean to annex. /m passant, Lord Maurice zat have Fits to his 
name, say ze vork ve have done in Egypt vill, in endurance, be like ze 
Pyramids, I say @ present it is indeed ‘‘ shell out.” 

Vendredi.—Ze Lords turn out of Committee ze Engleesh Agricultural 
Bill so much amended zat he is Jike your vork of patch—dien gue plu- 
sicurs personnes sink him not a patch upon vat he was. Zare is an end 
to everysink, except Corrupt Practices. To-night ve sit on zem in 
Committee. Mr. Lewis insult ze Government, and it vas grand to see 
ze General-Solicitor, Sir Herschell, come out of bis shell and sit on him. 

















Dimanche.—Even Saturday is a sitterday in ze Commons, Sir Har- 
dinge Giffard make long espeech on ze Judicature Rules (du course ze 
Hard(h)inge cannot atsément shut up). Zare is row entre les avocats and 
les avoués. Mon voisin say it is like being at ze Bar, but I reply, ‘* Pas 
de tout de tout! c'est trop sec. It is ver much too dry.” Sir Giffard 
sink ze Rules make hard lines, but zey go tro. Ze House do not even 
shorten ze too Long Vacation. 

Lundi,—Ze deeds of Aévos demand poetries : 


Ze noble Lords to-day forbear 

On Scottish moors to hunt ze grouse 
But pass vit resolution rare 

Ze Scottish Holding tro zeir House 


Parceque je suis sénateur, i cannot accompany my friend Jollidogue to ze 
moors—more’s ze pity ; but, instead, I go to ze Commons, and bear ze 
Membare for Eye insult ze G. O. M. apropos ze affair at Madagascar, 
and in Supply Mr. Healy insult ze Crown officials, Mr. Harrington, ze 
Lord-Lieutenant, and Mr. Biggar—everybody in general. 

Mardt.—Lord Redesdale give notice he vill move to reject ze Bill to 
protect ze pigeons, and demand is it more cruel to shoot birds from a 
trap zan any ozzare vay. I vondare how he vould like, if his horse fall 
down, to be shot from his trap! Ze Bankruptcy Bill is move tro ze 
Commons ze tree time, and out /e monde pat Mr. Chamberlain on his 
back, méme les Tories. Vaiment! it must be satisfac-tory. 

Mercredi, —Mr. Varton go from vorse to bad, D’abord ze block, zen 
ze blockade, Ze Espikare tell Mr. Agnew it is not correct card for von 
Membare to hang on ze tail of ze coat of anozzare to keep him out of ze 
House, To-night it is Home Rule for Scotland, zey are to have Local 
Board ovare zeir bo(a)rder. Mr. Varton veep! To-day he cannot bait 
ze Ministry, uisgue zey are gone to take ze (vite) bait at Greenvich. 








CERTAIN tribes of Kurds in Armenia are again in revolt, It seem 
to be a whey they bave. 
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A FRIEND AND PATRON. 
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LAND! LAND! 


Exhausted M.P.s approaching Flaven of Rest. 


Big Billee—“1 SEE THE SUEZ CANAL AND MADAGASCAR! 
I SEE THE SUEZ CANAL AND MADAGASCAR !! 
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LAND! LAND! 
(See Cartoon.) 


Toss’D to and fro on politics’ vast ocean, 
The hidden rocks of Parliament among, 
Weary of Question, Privilege, and Motion, 
Sick of Division and Obstruction strong, 
How fervently our Ministers must long 
To pass the troubles that their path infest, 
And, finding a safe port, be for a while at rest ! 


Then, verily, a load of dull oppression 
Should from their jaded spirits disappear 
As they behold the end of this long Session 
Slowly, but no less surely, drawing near, 
For which with hope renew’d they ought to steer, 
Conscious of having yet sufficient strength 
To bring their labours to successful close at length. 


So hapless mariners, when crouch’d together 
Upon a scarcely manageable raft, 
Sore bruised and buffeted by wave and weather, 
Perils ahead, beside them, and abaft, 
Almost despair of saving the crank craft; 
But gain fresh force their trials to withstand, 
Hearing their pilot’s shout, the welcome cry of “ Land!” 
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WARBLES OF THE WHEE. 
SET TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 
No. 8.—A SONG WHICH GOES—SCOTT-FREE. 
AIR—** County Guy.” 


S days go by I 
sit and sigh, 
As restless as 















can be, 
And hour on 
hourthe world 
I scour 
For one I can- 
not see; 
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Has won the fight, I hear; 

And Government officials went 
To dine off City cheer ; 

Lord Elcho’s wed, I’ve heard it said, 
So fill a bumper high ; 

Cetewayo’s not, they say, been shot ; 
But who’s the greatest guy? 


Revolt again is heard from Spain, 
And some say this, some that ; 

The cholera departs, they say— 
Let ’s make the most of that; 

A lot of grouse about the house 
Just now attract the eye; 

And Canon Bern-ard may return ; 
But who’s the greatest guy? 


The cricket week was, so to speak, 
At Canterbury short ; 
Admiral Pierre will home repair 
According to report ; 
That girl was strong who climbed Mong Blong— 
Mong Blong is rather high— 
For such an act girls should be smackt ; 
But who’s the greatest guy ? 


A new town hall there will befall 
In Lambeth “‘ right away ”’ ; 

The Princess Bee is back, you see ; 
*‘ Odette ” zs Sardou’s play ; 

But hip, hoorah! why, here we ah! 
No longer need I sigh: 

The poet odd of Eisteddfod, 
Why, Ze’s the greatest guy ! 








This Comes Hopping. 
THE hop prospects are reported as very bad, owing to the dull cold 
weather of the last few weeks; and it seems that the crop cannot bea 
very good one now, weather or no, This will be a iter disappoint- 
ment to beer-drinkers, as, owing to the small number of +4 podhets 1 
picked last year, many of the brewers used chemical substitutes, and 
thus put money in their own pockets. May all that do so be caught 


‘‘on the hop.” 





Shoal-der to Shoal-der. 
Ir is reported that in a loch on the west mainland of Orkney the 
shoals of trout are so dense that the back-fins stand out of the water. 
This seems hardly credible; but perhaps it is only an al-loch-ution of 
the loch-ality. 





A NEW railway bridge is about to be built over the Indus, at Sukkur, 





; 


It is to be hoped that the Indus-try to which this will give rise will Suk- 


kur many who are scarce of work. 





call) say, who | - ; 
| show you a saint!” and stalk away swelling with renewed conceit, 


| Then he began on the Continent, visiting every shrine of importance, 


Aime «=6The world’s | 


| depreciator ; the religious bodies here, there, and everywhere aroused 





least the Lu- | 


 Cuthman at the Devil's Dyke ; he went on to St, Patrick in Ireland, 
| St. Dunstan, and so on all round the British Isles; and at each place, 
_ after the guide had finished his reverential account of his particular 


| zeal, and then making some such snobbish remark as ‘‘ Nothing in it at 
| alll 


OUR SAINTS. 


WHEN Fon heard the news he was absolutely awestricken. In the 
presence Of such an example of the height of sublime devotion to which 
the human soul can soar, he could do nothing but muse with shame 
upon his own poor pusillanimous selfishness, breaking at intervals 
of half an hour into such exclamations as ‘* Such unselfish piety too!” 
‘* What disinterested fervour!” But gradually his feelings began to 
take the form of a justifiable pride in his country—which was capable 
of producing such qualities as those upon which he mused; his bosom 
became monopolized by an overwhelming bumptiousness of patriotic 
conceit ; he swelled up into a complete and spherical ball ; he bounced. 

He got out all the accounts of the pious doings of all the saints and 
anchorites that ever existed ; and at each account he muttered, ‘‘ Pooh ! 
Really nothing to it!” His national pride welled up within him to 
that extent that he went and got a tourist suit, and took a ticket for all 
the places that had ever had saints to boast of, all over the civilized globe. 

‘*Bumptious?’’ Ah! bumptious isn’t the word. He began with St. 


saint, Fon would say, ‘‘ Pooh! Ae didn't do much, Now / could 


hearing the guide’s account of its holy man’s pious and self-sacrificing 


You should see our saints. England’s the place for ’em—whole 
Society of’em!” Ina short time there wasn’t a place where they hadn't 
heard of the insular snob who was going about boasting of his saints ; 
the hotel proprietors charged FUN double tariff to recoup them for their 
mortification consequent upon his sneering at their saints. It grew 
alarming; all Europe began to rise in rebellion against the saint- 


the people to rise against the bounceable intruder. So he fled into Asia, 
and sneered at the saints there; said Mahomet wasn’t a patch on Ais 
saints; ridiculed Confucius, and Buddha, and the rest of ’em; and 
finished up by visiting the South Pacific, Central Africa, and Patagonia, 
just for the express purpose of running down the native saints to the 
exaltation of his own, 

The World could stand it no longer; it held an indignation meet- 
ing, and decided to have a bet on with Mr, FUN as to those saints of his. 
A deputation of saint-proprietors waited upon him. 

‘* Now, then, about these saints of yours,” said the deputation. ‘* We 
don’t believe in ’em. How long do they go without washing ?”’ 

‘* Washing?’ said Fon, ‘‘ They shampoo dozens of times every day.” 

‘*Lor!”’ exclaimed the deputation. ‘‘ And they shave their heads?” 

‘*No,” said Fun; ‘‘they shave other people’s.”’ 

‘* Perhaps you ’d better produce your saint,” said the deputation. 

‘* All right,” said FUN; ‘‘only don’t speak so disrespectfully of the 
good and virtuous. Hush!—here he comes to give me my morning 
shave. Pray take off your hats and shoes, and bow when he enters.” 

And Fun’s manner became once more awestricken as he reverentially 
opened the door to the good man, and kissed the hem of his apr 






& ns 





‘ s- rr” (WA ... 
The good man was, strange to relate, clad in the ordinary dress of the 
resent age, except that he was distinguished by a white apron having a 
oo e pocket for combs, brushes, and scissors; his hair was elaborately 
curled and piled up ; and in his hand he held a razor and shaving-soap, 
‘* But he doesn’t /ook like a saint—at any rate, the sort of saint we've 
been brought up to,” whi the deputation, ‘*What’s he done?” 
** He’s the corrector of the morals of the community—a shining light,” 
replied Fon in a revering undertone; ‘‘and here is a full account of his 
—and his brethren’s—works.”’ And he handed them this par. :— 
‘* Three barbers have been charged before the magistrates at Oldham 
with shaving on Sunday. The proceedings were instituted by the 
Barbers’ Trade Union, under the provisions of the Act of Charles II, 


The defendants were fined five shillings each.”’ 





‘Bless us!” exclaimed the deputation; ‘‘ what unselfish holiness ! 


We give in; our saints are not a patch on yours!” 
And Fun’s patriotic conceit is simply intolerable now, 
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“HOW THE RICH LIVE;” 
By SHINY SEAMS anv HAL ’LOW! 
CHAPTER X, 


IT is curious to note that, even amid relaxation and amusement, when 
one would naturally expect to find abandonment and spontaneity, the 




















FANCY! FAIR! 


‘tunities most of their forms of amusement afiord for getting rid of money 
| is proof, if proof were wanting, of the intolerable burden riches are felt 


of amelioration were seized, the result were chaos. 


and drinking, glove-fights,”’ &c., on the part of the gentlemen. I shall 
ignore also such things as visiting, yawning in club windows, &c., re- 


cruel, trial of the rich. 
It is difficult to know where to begin, but horse-racing occurs to me 
as one of the principal outlets for plutocratic plethora. It will be at 
once patent that this is an immense source of relief. The betting alone 
is a good factor in this result; thousands have been got rid of in this 
manner in a single day; but as much almost may be spent in accom- 
paniments, new toilettes for the ladies, elaborate and costly luncheons 
provided by the gentlemen, soon swell up the total to dimensions which 
may well exhilarate the feelings, fill the heart of the too-seldom happy 
revellers with the purest joy. 
Charity again, in various forms, is another amusement of the rich. 
Much relief do they find in the ordinary course of charity, but their in- 
genuity has been exercised to make it as expensive as possible, A great 
and triumphant result of this effort is ‘‘ The Fancy Fair ”—the stupen- 
dous product of a great civilization, where, in the sacred cause of charity 
(which begins at home), the devotee will willingly exchange a five-pound 
note for a duchess-kissed— 
or, better still, an actress- 








| door, we find ourselves in the midst 
| ofa large hall and an excited audi- 


rich have ever the bugbear of their life before them. The eager, almost | 
| feverish, alacrity and energy with which they seize upon the vast oppor- | 


to be, and the consciousness of the wealthy class that unless every means | 
| the forehead of a gentleman trying 


The amusements of the rich are so numerous that I shall confine my- | "ot to look as if he thought himself 


self to the enumeration and description of only a few of them, and those | 
such as are enjoyed by the Sexes in common, to the exclusion of such | 
amusements as ‘* shopping ” on the part of the ladies, and ‘‘smoking | 


creations designed only to kill time—a secondary, though sufficiently | 





shows, &c.—are seized upon with avidity, and guineas are as readily 
given for uncomfortable seats in windows and corners commanding no- 
thing as they are for more favourable positions. Even the roofs of 
houses on such occasions are crowded with wealthy sightseers. Expen- 
sive toilettes and luxurious luncheons swell the to'al, and for a while at 
least the rich man is almost happy. Taking theatres, the resources of 
which, as moncy-relieving agents (with other ‘* money-relieving agents ” 

attached) are almost incalculab'e, is another amusement of the class of 


| which I am treating. Charlatans, spiritualists, and suchlike, thrive 
upon them, and far be it irom me to blame them. In their way, they 


are of immense service to the rich, They give them occupation and 
amusement, and no source of relief from the burden of their wealth 


| which the rich have is greater, more wide-spreading, or more complete, 
_ than that supplied by their benefactors of this class, With the descrip- 

| tion of a scene at the haunt of one 
| of these spiritualists I will bring my 
| present great and important task to 


a conclusion, 
Turning sharply out of the street, 
up some steps, and through a swing 


ence. A gentleman in attire of an 
ostentatiously clerical cut (suggestive 
of being an elaborately executed 
practical pun upon his own name, 
which is ecclesiastical), with his eyes 
bandaged and his hand pressed to 





ridiculous, is slowly making the cir- 
cuit of the room. He is searching 
for a pin concealed by one of the 
audience. He has already failed six 





A LECTURE. 


| times at the same task, but the audience is as breathlessly expectant and 


as full of awe as though he were trying it for the hundredth time, with 
the prestige of ninety-nine successes behind him. He succeeds, and the 
whole of the spectators become immediate converts to spiritualism. 
‘* Let none despise the power of pins,’’ is a motto worthy of emblazon- 
ment on every heart and mind. After seeing the spiritualist baffle search 
for a picture-card amid a rapidly manipulated three, and a pea beneath 
one of three thimbles, having seen him also take an egg from a gentle- 
man’s beard, produce a bow! of fish from his pocket-handkerchief, and 
cause five half-crowns (collected from the audience) to disappear from a 
pill-box, we withdrew from the hall, and with a few more words I with- 
draw from my readers and the great subject we have been discussing 
together. 

I have done my task very ill if I have not impressed upon the com- 
munity that the struggles, and trials, and miseries of the rich are many 
and great, and a standing disgrace to our country. It remains to seek 
and apply the remedy. That is no business of mine : it is my business 
to concoct some picturesque papers, it is yours to read them, it is for 
others to do the work. Hats 
held out to receive the sur- 








kissed—tenpenny nail. 
Amateur concerts, thea- 
tricals, entertainments, and 
tableaux vivants are other 
forms of charitable amuse- 
ment indulged in. 
Attending a Drawing- 
Room is another great and, 
happily, costly amusement 
of the rich; and here, with 
a kindness cf heart and 
genial thoughtfulness for 
others characteristic of the 
race, the amusement is not 
confined to their own circle 
or class. The amusement 
derived from it by out- 
siders is, in fact, evengreater 
than their own; but it 
serves their purpose; it 
passes the time, and attains 
in no slight degree their 
object—the disbursement 
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plus cash of the rich may 
do much, but in time arms 
will tire of holding hats. 
Fancy Fairs and subscrip- 
tion lists are worthy efforts, 
but Fancy Fairs sell out, 
and subscription lists fill. 
These efforts, and such as 
these, are worthy. But 
the remedy, / think, is 
this; property must be re- 
distributed in equal por- 
tions to all. Until this is 
done, and one of two inevi- 
table results—the reverting 
of the money into unequal 
distribution, or the con- 
tinuance of the equality and 
the consequent cessation, 
with the need for it, of all 
kinds of work, so that every 
man must bake, and brew, 
and slaughter, and tailor 
for himself—has arisen, it 
is plain to me that there 
can be no pleasure or hap- 
piness in ** How the Rich 
Live,” 

SCENE THE END. 
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A Mem. on the Marquis 


Lord Salisbury to begin his holiday about the Dog Days. He appears to 
get unaccountably cantankerous in the early days of autumn.”"—Daily 
Paper. 


SomE tell us that the marvellous Lord Salisbury appears 
T hey dislike his snarling speeches, and his ‘‘ gibes and flouts 
and sneers ’— 


In Cecil they Ce-cil-ly acts which lots of care have brought 
’em, 


Yet the noble earl is harmless—he may bark, but cannot bite. 





WE have had such a joyful surprise! 
getting worn out and downcast, in consequence of a growing 
conviction that we should never be able to find a bit of news 
worthy to run in double harness with any of the choice putrid 
meat items of intelligence; but we have suddenly expe- 
rienced a joyful surprise, for here is the very bit that will do :— 


HOUSE OF COMMONS, 
THE SOUTHWARK WATER COMPANY. 


the Local Government Board became aware of the existence 
of a nuisance from the sifting of contents of dust-bins imme- 
diately adjoining the open filter-beds of the Southwark Water 
Company, and a report was laid before Parliament. The 
Board had no power to order the company to discontinue the 


of the bins. The Board would again bring the subject before 
the notice of the company. 


Why, that par. will make a most lovely pair, even with our 


of the company,”’ indeed ! 
matter is an immediate one to the company to quit. Or it 
all, and at once abolish all such irresponsible monopolies as 
a criminal nuisance. 
knowing eye on those death-philtre—no, filter-beds, 





Will-ing. 
THE writer of a Parliamentary article in a weekly says 
that in the ‘‘ House” on Bank Holiday ‘‘ the lawyers worked 
with a will,” There is nothing startling in that. Legal gen- 
tlemen usually do work with wills, as testators and legatees 
can testify. 


**It would be well for the Conservative party if they could induce | 


Unaccountably cantank’rous in the early days of Autumn; | 


They vow his dog-ged manner ’s meant to pup-posely excite, | 


We were quite | 


Mr. G. Russell, replying to Mr. Egerton, said that in 1872 | 


use of open filter-beds, or the contractor to stop the sifting | 


choicest diseased-putrid-horse-cow-sausage par, The ‘‘notice | 
The only notice suitable to the | 


would be even better, perhaps, to dispense with any notice at | 


We reckon the cholera is kezping a | 
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A SHORT CUT. 


Elderly Lady.—‘‘My Good MAN, CAN YOU TRLL ME THE QUICKEST 
WAY TO GET TO THE OLD BAILey?” 

Her Good Man,—‘'WkLL, THE LAST TIME I WISITED THERE IT WAS 
FOR HUPSETTIN’ AN OLE PARTY LIKE YERSELF, AN’ SNEAKING HER 
REDICULE, I GOT SENT UP THE NEXT SgSSIONS.” 

[Eiderly Lady thinks she'll inquire farther on, 








A HAPPIDBR FATE 


—a. 


. 
\ 








WHENEVER that object of much renown, 
The Wellington Statue, is melted down, 
And when its disposers are holding warm 
Discussion respecting its future form, 


I fervently hope that they won’t agree 
Without a magnanimous thought for me ; 
I tearfully trust that they won't retire 
Ignoring the articles I require. 


The veriest tyro is quite aware 

What heaps of the metal they’ll have to spare, 
And—(now is the suitable time to strike)— 
And that is the metal which 7 should like, 


To grasping propensities quite unwed, 
I'd revel, content, in the horse’s head ; 





| That animal’s tail would content me too ; 
| Or even the General's hat would do. 


Why, even the latter would make me lots 


LAF 
SSN Of requisite articles—pans and pots ; 
\ They 've only to give it ; I'd find the pelf 


For making the articles up myself. 


The metal, in any such form, would be 
So very much happier, you ’ll agree, 
Than spending its time in this vale of tears 


Ze 
Y ih As a statue exposed to the public jeers, 


Then fancy the feelings of worthy me, 
The doer of such a philanthropee ! 
Consider the bland and exalted style 

In which I could cuddle myself and smile, 


The rest of the mineral, perched on high 
In form of a statue, condemned to sigh 
At venomous ridicule’s singeing sparks, 
And journalists’ awfully rude remarks, 


Would envy my-bit-of-it’s cosy lot, 
Unnoticed, or praised as a useful pot, 
And give its existence, beyond a Soubt, 
To get itself melted and beaten out. 








A WRITER in a sporting paper says that ‘‘ladies now wield fishing- 
rods with some effect.” Our cynical old contributor observes, ‘‘ There 
is nothing new in that. Ladies always were good at angling—especially 
for husbands.” 
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SPONDENTS.— 4 Aé Lditor does not 


bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 


for Contributions. 


la mo case will they be returned unless 
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OVERWORK. 


THING FOR ME, FRED,” 


DON’T YOU KNOW?” 


Brother.—“‘ ALL RIGHT, IF IT’S NOTHING MUCH. 
BUSY DAY ON, YOU SEE. GOT TO GET MY HAIR CUT, AND—ER—HAVE 
SOME LUNCH, YOU KNOW, AND—ER—COME BACK AGAIN, AND ALL THAT, 





Sister, —‘‘ IF YOU ARE GOING INTO THE TOWN, YOU CAN DO SOME- 


GOT AN AWE'’LY 








—e 


Mossoo’s Indictment. 


WuicuH E.icirep Lorp GRANVILL’S PERHAPS TvO 
PROMPT EXPLANATION. 


JEAN BOULE, you cannct say we’ve not 
Through good and evil seeming 

Attempted to keep nicely hot 

The entente come of that bad lot, 
Napoleon’s dark scheming : 

We knew you dealt in opium, blew 
Blacks from your eighty-pounders ; 

We knew free trade was preached by you, 

To drain us to our last poor sou ; 
But here our friendship founders, 


For can we keep on friendly terms, ; 
Or use mon chér and chérie, 

With men whose aim’s to feed the worms 

By spreading far and wide death germs, 
And make the microbes merry? 

With men who in their cotton bales, 
Their wares of smith and weaver, 

Will carry small-pox patients’ scales, 

And in their fat infected mails 
Nightcaps befouled by fever? 


No quarantine! We know the cry: 
’Neath glib talk scientific 
They hide one wish—that they shall die 
Diseased whom they can’t terrify 
With weapons less terrific ; 
They long to lay the Latins low 
Who scorn the pound and dollar ; 
They ’d poison them who fear no blow, 
And cholera give to a foe 
Who won’t endure the collar. 





So shun them all: their tourists’ sui's 
Are lined with dread diseases, 
They 've sudden death e’en in their boots— 
They pipe their bagpipes and their flutes 
When death a Frenchman seizes ; 
And worse, to crush us all to dust, 
By novel means to slaughter, : 
They will not give drugs all their trust, i 
But say to save him Mossoo must 
Make larger use of—water ! 











MOTTO FOR THE MONTH.—*“‘ De (Au)Gustibus,” &c. a 











TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe EpITor or ‘ Fun.” 





























fully said to be a Yorkward race to tackle; but here 


My TIP FOR IT. 


They say that he’ll run, 
And supposing it’s true, 
The trick will be done 
Without any ado, 
And the horse that is likely to do it 





Se 


But s’posing they go 





The beauty, you know 
(And it’s likelyish too), 





But stick to the couple like glue. 
Yours, &c, 


S1r,—About the Ebor Handicap at York to-morrow, it may be tru th 


is 


' Is the one that they call Primrose Two; 


For to ‘‘ run the pen through,” 


There’s Victor and Liz—don’t pooh-pooh it, 


TROPHONIOS, 





‘*The Lifeboat,” besides an interesting article on the effect of oil on 
troubled waters (waves and coast surf), gives a record of recent deeds of 
daring in proof of the great value of the National Lifeboat Institution. 

The Century and St, Nicholas,—A rare wealth of beauty in both art 
and literature is lavished on the pages of these journals. 

Macmillan’s,—There is much in Macmiilan’s this month highly de- 
serving of special attention. 

The Theatre.—The portraits are of Miss Kate Rorke and Mr, E. S. 
Willard; the literary matter as attractive as usual. . 

The Squire is as genial and pleasant as possible. 

The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy’s Own Paper, and Girl's 
Own Paper are always deserving of great commendation. 

‘*The Moselle, from the Battle-fields to the Rhine,” is another of 
those exquisite Holiday Handbooks edited by Percy Lindley, and, if 
anything can do so, it excels its predecessors. 

** Proceedings of the Society for Psychical Research,” Part II., is very 
interesting, dealing as it does with ‘‘ Thought Transference,” ‘* Haunted 


Houses,” &c, 


NEW LBHAVHBES. 





* 
i 
4 











fies to its intrinsic value, and is fully re- 


cognized by the medical profession, as 
evidenced by the habitual way in which 
s it is prescribed by leading men amonyst 


them, both at home and abroad The 
Lancet, after devoting three long erpers to remarkable cases of Neuralgia 
cured by Tonga, recently wrote: *‘ Tonga maintains its reputation in the 
treatment of Neuralgia ;" whilst the Afedical Press and Circular speaks 





of Tonga as * Invaluable in Facial Neuralgia ;” and adds, “It has proved 
effective in al] those cases in which we have prescribed it.” Tonya may be 
obtained from all Chemists, and from the Sole Consignees and Manufa 
turers, ALLEN & HANBURYS, Plough Court, Lombard St., I i 








SPECIAL NOTICE.—/mfortant | 
Reduction in the price of Tonga. The 
original 4/6 size is now reduced to 2/9, 
and larger sizes are put up at 4/6 and 11/-. 
Ft ey th emo gained by Tonga 
Guring the last two years sufficiently testi- 
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rietors) by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E.C. 
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RATHER MIXED. 


Mother.—*‘OuH, YOU BAD Boy! ’Ow MANY Oo’ THEM HAPPLES A’ YOU RET?” 
Son.—‘* DON’ KNOW! THEY’RE ALL IN LITTLE BITS INSOIDE O’ ME!” 











THH BLUNDHRBHRRYS AT BRHAKFAST. 


‘*IF Mr. Gladstone doesn’t do something with the French,” said Mrs, 
Blunderberry, spreading mustard on her bread, and passing the marma- 
lade to her husband with his bacon, ‘‘I don’t know what will happen.” 
‘*] daresay not, my dear,” replied her bosom’s lord, engrossed by his 
newspaper, and pawing round wildly with one hand to find the toast- 
rack, 

‘*A more grasping lot therenever was. Not satisfied with Madagascar 
and the Suez Canal and what ’s-its-name in China, the paper says they ’ve 
taken umbrage now.” 

‘*Ha! ha! let ’em,” answered her Jord and master; ‘‘ it’s just the sort 
of thing they would take if they found it lying loose around anywhere. 
Where have they taken it to, Mrs. B.? Did they find it floating in the 
Channel, and fix a rope to it and tow it into Boulogne Harbour? Did 
they come across it wandering about the streets with no visible means 
- earning a livelihood, and hale it off to prison without the option of a 
ine?” 

‘Well, Mr. Blunderberry,” replied his wife indignantly, ‘‘I thought, 
at least, you knew something of geography.” 

** No, my dear; that is your strong point—I leave it to you. Why, 
ma’am, if you were only a little rounder and properly painted, I'd set 
you in a frame for a terrestrial globe ; a telescope and a cocked hat would 
fit you up complete asa female Captain Cook ; with gilt edges and a 
label on your back no one would distinguish you from a gazetteer; if you 
were only printed on thick parer, with your knowledge of foreign 
countries, I’d pin you up against the wall as a map of the world.” 

**At all events, Mr. Blunderberry, I don’t suppose you are going to 
defend the French admiral who took Tommy-something in Madagascar, 
and took liberties with the Biitish flag, and——”’ 

**And took French leave to imprison an Engli:h subject, and took 
cold, and took physic for it, and then, thank goodness ! took his departure. 
As you say, Mrs. B., those French are always taking something.” 
‘He, he, he!” tittered Mis. Blunderberry. ‘‘ You ’re so witty, Solo- 
mon, I wonder you don’t write for the comic papers.” 

‘Tl tell you what I wi// do, ma’am: I’ll sharpen you at both ends, 








and when you ’re pointed enough, I'll send you in asa joke, I'll hanga 
note of interrogation on to your back hair, and offer you as a prize co- 
nundrum. I7’Il draw you out, and submit you for a cartoon,” 

‘You seem to forget, Mr. Blunderberry, that I am your wife,” said 
his good lady, with an assumption of dignity, which was somewhat 
marred by her endeavouring while she spoke to fish the salt-spoon out of 
the teapot with the sugar-tongs, 

‘*Madam,” replied her husband, taking a savage bite out of a round of 
toast, ‘‘you are right. I had forgotten the relationship for a moment. 
I was labouring underthe impression that you were ‘ Mangnall's Questions’ 
and the ‘Child’s Guide to Knowledge’ bound in one. I fancied you 
might be the entire Royal Society. I had an idea that you were the 
London School Board. I more than suspected you of being the British 
Encyclopedia in disguise. But, thank goodness, I now realizs that, 
after all, you are but human.” 

‘*Oh, Solomon, Solomon!” sobbed his better half, ‘‘you mean you 
wish that I was dud—dud—dead.” 

‘‘Tut, tut, tut! What nonsense you ’re talking!” 

** You ’re so inhuman as to be glad I’m human,’’ moaned Mrs, Blun- 
derberry. 

‘* There, there, my dear, I didn’t mean to say anything to pain you,” 
said her husband, as he kissed the tip of her ear and reached for his hat ; 
‘*you shan’t be human if you don’t like it.” 

‘* What a splendid, generous, noble-hearted man he is!” sighed Mrs. 
Blunderberry, as with tears in her eyes she watched him stop to light a 
cigar at the garden-gate. ‘‘I'm afraid sometimes I am a little too sharp 
with him.” And she took a pair of slippers out of her work-basket, 
which had been in progress for eighteen months, and devoted her whole 
morning to their advancement, as a labour of love and an atonement for 
any short-comings of which she might have been guilty at that morning's 
breakfast-table, 








Wuarkr is the difference between a watch beneath one’s head in bed 
and Mr. Fawcett ?—One is under the ** pillar” and the other is—oh! of 
course you see it now—over the “* post.’ 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HERE is a slight lull in the pro- 
duction of dramatic novelties 
this week, but that sort of thing 
never lasts long nowadays, and 
so next week we shall be at it 
again, no doubt, with renewed 
vigour. Meantime, just to keep 
us going and prevent our disso- 
lution from want of dramatic 
excitement, some revivals have 
come to our assistance. First 
and foremost, Zhe Sizer King 
resumes his reign at the Prin- 
cess’s, where he has held sway 
now some two hundred and 
fifteen nights, with a short in- 
terregnum. It is a piece that 
will not easily be Denver—I 
mean done for—a dish at which 
one may cut and Coombe again 
with relish, a wine which is 

Tue Prixcess's.—Tuk Return or “Tue never likely to taste Corky, 
Sitver Kine” (AND A very LARGE RE- Then we have 7he Romany 
TURN IT IS, THEY SAY). Rye at the Surrey, which, 

though perhaps the least suc- 
cessful of Mr. Sims’ plays, contains much sterling work, and is admi- 
rably adapted to the tastes of its present audience. Another revival is 
that of Sheridsn’s Critic at the Gaiety, but that is not a circumstance of 
such importance as to shake the world to its centre. 





Although there is a lull, as I have said, in theatrical matters, presages 
of renewed and augmented activity are in the air. On Saturday (that is, 
last Saturday, when 
these lines appear in 
print) the Avenue 
programme _ under- 
went a_ change, 
Messrs. Chas, Hoyt 
and G. L,. Gordon's 
A Bunch of Keys 
taking the place of 
A Dream, As I 
hope totreat it more 
fully next week, I 
need make ro fur- 
ther remark on th: 
subject just now be. 
yond expressing a 
hope that those keys 
may unlock some- 
thing _— substantial 
and satisfactory to the management, 





‘THe Grospe.—*' Tue Geuass or FaAsHion.’ 


Next Saturday (the 1st proximo) the long and eagerly anticipated ap- 
pearance of Miss Mary Anderson takes place atthe Lyceum. Parthenia, 
in /ngomar, is the part in which this lady has chosen to make her first 
appearance before a London audience, and the interest taken in the 
occasion Is so great, it may be reasonably anticipated that as soon as the 
doorkeepers are able to declare all in readiness with the cry, ‘* Parth- 
in-yere,” it will be seen that In-go-ma, pa, 
son, daughter, niece, nephew, ef hoc venus 
omne, until there is not room for so much as 
an extra sheet of note-paper, 


es a 
rae On the following Saturday to that (Sep- 
dh tember the 8th) the Globe will re-open 
/ under the joint management of Messrs. 
/ >», John Hollirgshead and J. L, Shine. Zhe 
P| Glass of Fashion, a farcical comedy by 
\ Messrs. Sydney Grundy and George R. 
Sims, which has been played in the pro- 
vinces with great success for some months 
past, will form the chief item of the bill. 
The Globe has shown itself rather in want 
of shine lately; perhaps it will have the 
right kind now. 
To-night Glad Tiaines is down or pro- 
duction at the Standard. The theatre has 
been closed two nights for rehearsals, so we may expect something stu- 
pendous in the way of scenic illustration, I take it. 








Tue Avenue.—“‘A Bunxcu 
OF Kuyvs.” 








The New Alhambra (about the 22nd of October, they say) will o 
with Zhe White Queen, a gambit I never heard of before. The peoblens 
will be White 
Queen to 
move (the 
audience), 
and mate in 
three acts I 
suppose. Mr. 
Sims is re- 
sponsible for 
the libretto 
and Mr. Clay 
for the 
“toons,” 
By the way, 
I saw both 
author and 
composer the 


other day en- : 
joying themselves; the author was taking a composer and the composer 


was taking an author—I mean another; but the latter is of the more 
serious turn of mind, for while Mr. Sims was moistening his Clay, Mr. 
Clay was singing his Sims. (This is as good 
as many theatrical anecdotes, and nearly as 
true.) 





Covent GARDEN.—A PROMENADE CONCERT. 


On Saturday, Septemter the 8th, Miss 
Kate Vaughan will give a matinée at the 
Gaiety—a farewell performance— previous to 
starting on a provincial tour. Tour is human, 
but Miss Kate is divine (that’s Vaughan to 
us), so of course you will crowd in and plank 
down all your might. 


Mr. William R. May sends me a syllabus 
of lectures and entertainments which com- 
mands a wide range of interesting subjects, 
and selections from which Mr. May appears 
to have given all over the country (from 
Land’s End to John o’ Groats seemingly), 
and is quite prepared to give anywhere else 
on the slightest provocation. Mr. R. May 
has quite an R.-May of testimonials and press notices of a favourable 
character, which form very pleasant reading, suitab'e for convalescents 


and people with lots of holidays. 





THe ALHAMBRA. —‘' T'HE 
WHITE (UEEN,” 


Mr. Harrington Baily is making arrangements for a tour with Z/ope- 
ment and Hearts of Oak (a comedy and comedy-drama respectively), 
both by Mr. H. A. Jones, part-author of Ze St/ver King. Mr. Baily’s 
programme will also include a burlesque on the subject of A/oths, by Mr. 
J. W. Houghton. Let us hope for the best, but it is surely bed fora 
programme when it gets the moths in! NESTOR. 








NEW LBAVHBS. 


** Fruit Culture for Profit,” by E. Hobday; ‘‘The Potato in Farm 
and Garden,” by R. Fremlin; ‘‘ The Apple in Orchard and Garden,” 
by James Groom.—These excellent handbooks, reprinted from ‘‘ The 
Garden,” and published by George R: utledge and Sons, form a portion 
of what is known as ‘‘ Robinson’s Country Series.”” They contain about 
all the information necessary to ensure profitable cultivation. 

**Six by Four: a Technical Tale of Tone,” by A Neutral Tint 
(Tinsley Brothers)—To speak one’s mind right out about this book 
would be to step beyond the confin:s of the complimentary ; one step 
would do it. 

‘*Wimbledon, Putney, and Barnes” (T. Fisher Unwin), is simply 
what it professes to be—a handy guide to rambles in the district. 

** Marion Etude,” by A. Rose (London Publishing Company ),.—As a 
study it is worth studying. 

‘* Kate,” by Asmodeus (same company).—A fairly satisfactory novel, 
albeit the chief characters are unsatisfactory, not being the most estimable. 
There are two or three of more angelic nature, sketched with the cun- 
ning of ‘* Asmodeus,” 

‘* Sights of London” (Henry Herbert and Son).—This is an admir- 
able guide book, illustrated with excellent engravings. Its ‘* Operatic 
and Dramatic Album ” contains amongst its portraits the most pleasing 
features. 

‘** The Pickwick Papers ” in shorthand, now being issued in ‘‘ Pitman’s 
Shorthand Series” (F. Pitman), forms an excellent exercise for short- 
hand readers and writers. 

‘Strangers’ Friend Society.” —The Ninety-Seventh Annual Report 
evidences the vast amount of good effected by this benevolent institution. 
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Dreams of Youth. 


Wuart did I dream of in boyhood’s days? 
Gingerbread, apples, and tarts, 

Of jam, and of floury (puff paste) ways, 
But never of fair sweethearts ! 

Oh, would those days might come back again, 
With hampers of fruit and cake, 

For manhood’s heartache is greater pain | 
Than was boyhood’s stomachache. 


As time went on it brought dreams of fame 
To light up the path of life, 
Visions of wonderful fortunes came, 
And then of a home and wife. 
Day brought nor honours, nor wife, nor wealth, 
Yet in boyhood’s dreamy time 
Night gave the vea/, as we by stealth 
Had supper in bed—’t was prime ! 











My boyhood’s dreams were of ‘‘tuck”’ and games, 
And of holidays and tips, 
In youth they wandered to other aims, 
In manhood kissed rosy lips. 
But rosy lips or the kisses ne’er 
In other than dreams I knew, 
They all were visions as false as fair, 
*T was boyhood’s alone were true ! 


SS 


————— 


When school is over and college done, 
And the work-day world is near, 

Except when nightmares will have their fun, 
Let sleep be of dreaming clear ! 

The Day of Life must be bravely faced, 
And fiction give way to truth, 

And manhood on waking facts be based, 
Instead of the dreams of youth. 











Draft-y. 


** THE Draft Treaty between Russia and Persia defining the 
north-eastern frontiers of the latter Power,” says a weekly 
contemporary, ‘‘will be considerably modified,’””—probably 
because it was too strong a draft to swallow, eh? 





MOTTO FOR THE IRISH RIOTERS IN SCOTLAND,—'‘! Tread 





Cadby.—‘*WRLL, WILL IT DO, OLD MAN? THAT's WHAT I CALL A 


WEED, THAT Is.” ; 
Snobson.—**Is 17? WELL, IT’S WHAT JZ CALL A VEGETABLE, TOMMY, 


on the tail of my Coat ”-bridge. | IF YOU MUST HAVE THE STRAIGHT GRIFFIN.” 
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PUFFING HIS WEED. 








Fashion Follets. 


DRESSES are now made of St. Cyr blue. Such a colour ought to 
cause St. Cyr admiration. 

A new kind of velvet, called O,eil/e 2’ Ours, is much in vogue just 
now. O’Reille-y? Only out of 2’ours, we presume? 

Gorge de Pigeon is now a fashionable colour. We believe it has a very 
gorge-ous appearance. But why give it its French name? Why not 
speak of it in pigeon-English? 

‘*The ‘dude’ lace-pin is much worn in Paris and the United States 
just now,” says acontemporary. It is made of filagree gold, has a head 
of pearl and eyes of sapphire. This continual talk of the ‘‘ masher” and 
the ‘‘du'e”’ is getting somewhat nauseous; and those who have had 
their fil-agree that an article representing so useless an ‘‘object” of 
society should not be en-dude with so valuable a setting. 
‘* Ladies’ hats are now made principally of dyed willow,” says a 
fashion journal. It is probable, however, that these hats will-ow their 
success to the manner in which they are trimmed. Some, it appears, 
are made to represent a nest, but we should think this hat-chape is likely 
to be bird-ensome. 

Ladies should only take materials to the seaside, or on yachting trips, 
that will stand sea-air. We can stand sea-air, any amount of it. Who 
will take ws? 





On the Sands. 


THE latest and most fashionable seaside sport among the ladies at 
Dieppe and Trouville is crab racing on the sands, which now forms the 
morning's entertainment. The rules of the game are conducted on 
strictly racing principles, with a winoing-post, starter, umpire, &c., and 
each crab has a seal impressed on his back, with the owner's crest show- 
ing. Ladies are proverbially bad losers, and we can imagine the non- 
successful ones looking particularly crest-fal/en, and being more or less 
~vabby, 





| 


Prices—and Weights—at Farringdon, 


WE feel sure that Mr. Perers, who trades at the CENTRAL FISH 
MARKET at STALLS 413 AND 414, as the FARRINGDON FIsH SUPPLY 
ASSOCIATION, is a misunderstood man. A gentleman (since a plaintiff) 
purchased two salmon at Mr. Perers’s stall. They were weighed by 
the scaleman, who said, ‘* Twelve pound six ounces,” and paid for as 
being of that weight. The fish, however, on being weighed by an inde- 
pendent person, only scaled 101b.60z. They were then taken back to 
Mr. Perrers’s stall and re-weighed by the scaleman, who now said, 
‘‘Ten pound six ounces.” Strange to say, the re‘urn of the overcharge 
was asked for—and refused. The market superintendent testifying to 
the facts, the registrar made an order for the sum claimed, with costs, 
the defendant failing to put in an appearance. 

Now, wecontend that MR. FARRINGDON-FISH-SUPPLY-ASSOCIATION 
PeTERS did it all for the success of the market. Why did he refuse to 
return part of the money paid? Why, because he was anxious that the 
new market shoald have *‘no drawbacks.” 


Orna-mental. 
During the recent Sunday sitting in the House of Commons, Mr. Warton asserted 
‘that for the last fifty-six and a half hours of their mental existence Members had 
been thirty-eight hours tied to the House.” 
‘* We live and we learn,” says proverbial lore, 
And, in proof, Warton's statement may be of assistance ; 
For, look you, that wonderful blocker and bore 
Seems to think Ae possesses a ‘‘ mental” existence, 
A thing that we never imagined before ; 
Yet the Bridport M.P. ’s so erratic an ell, 
We can scarcely believe he referred to himsel/. 





3y their recent choice of a representative in Parliament the electors of 
Sligo would seem to be in favour of Lynch law. 
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WARBLES OF THB WEBRBE. 


SeT TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 
No. 9.—A SONG WHICH GOES—SO. 


Atr—*"' Dame Durden.” 


DAME Rumour’s 
best of dear 
old girls 

Tocarry a little 
tale; 

And roundabout 
the globe it 
whirls— 

Her _ servitors 
never fail, 

There’s Moll 
and Bet, and 


Doll and 
Kate, and 
merry Miss 





Trip-by-rail, 
And Jobn and 
Dick, and 
Joeand Jack, 
and Tim, a 
banjo male. 
And John tells 
Molly, 
And Dick tells 
Betty, 





And Joe tells Dolly, 
And Jack tells Kitty, 
And merry Miss Trip-by-rail 
Tells Tim (a banjo male)— 
Dame Rumour is a dear old girl to carry a little tale. 


About the Penny Deposit Bank 
There seemeth a big cabal; 
At last in Sheffield there haps to rank 
A ‘‘master” who’s Libera/, [rail, &e. 
There's Moll and Bet, and Doll and Kate, and merry Miss Trip-by- 


There’s King Alphonso going round 

His doubtfully-quiet Spain ; 
The Ministers once more were found 

At Greenwich, and dined again. [rail, &e. 
There’s Moll and Bet, and Doll and Kate, and merry Miss Trip-by- 


There ’s Forster been to Devonport 

(The Session’s done, remark) ; 
The Duke and Duchess of Connor/ 

Have opened Grimsby Park. [rail, Xe. 
There’s Moll and Bet, and Do}] and Kate, and merry Miss Trip-by- 


Nine medals from the Government 
That rules the Portuguese 

To English sailors have been sent 
For rescues on the seas. frail, &c, 

There’s Moll and Bet, and Doll and Kate, and merry Miss Trip-by- 


Th’ Electric Exhibition at 
Vienna oped with glee ; 
They ‘ve been upon the gay Kegat 
The bold R. V. Y. C. frail, &c. 
There's Moll and Bet, and Doll and Kate, and merry Mi:s Trip-by- 


The telegraphers’ strike is ‘* through”; 

The cotton strike is on; 
Cetewayo’s death was all a do; 

Good park for Kilburn yon. {rail, &c. 
There’s Moll and Bet, and Doll and Kate, and merry Miss Trip-by- 


There’s Sligo sends a Parnellite ; 
There ’s Shaw is not a-shore ; 
There’s M.I’.s sit through all the night, 
And, as I've said before, 
There’s Moll and Bet, and Dolland Kate, and merry Miss Trip-by-rail, 
And John and Dick, and Joe and Jack, and Tim (a banjo male). 
And John tells Molly, 
And Dick tells Betty, 
And Joe tells Dolly, 
And Jack tells Katty, 
And merry Miss Trip-by-rail 
Tells Tim (a banjo tale) 
a cear i girl to carry a little tale 

















FIRST PRINCIPLES. 


Sir E. J. Reed, reporting on the Daphne accident, says that the radical defect was 
in the construction of the ship herself, and that many of our merchant vessels are con. 
structed on a theory which is quite erroneous; and that the Daphne is not the only 
vessel constructed by well-known firms which would infallibly capsize if out of a 
cargo, and deflected at rather more than the ordinary angle ! 

Ir was some considerable time ago that the youthful son of the early 
British savage was by the side of a puddle—(an article even at that time 
frequently met with in the British Isles)—trying to make a slice of bark 
float on its edge. 2 6 oe 

‘¢ Look here, governor,” he said, ‘‘ how is it this boat of mine won’s 


float? I’ve tried both edges; but it zw#// lie down flat.” 

‘* Of course it will,” said the father ; ‘‘any donkey could have told 
you that.” 

And the father stepped into his bark canoe to proceed for his morning 
fish. ‘* This boat of mine,” said he pensively, ‘‘ isn't up to much; it’s 
very crank and ricketty, and a pcor thing altogether ; but then /’m only 
a savage, and can’t expect to know how to build boats like they will in 
the ages to come, But, hang it all !—even / don’t try to make a boat 
float on an edge—ha! ha! You’reanice sensible boy; I don’t think 
you ’// turn out very grandly.” 

The father contemptuously paddled away, while the small boy stood 
and stared sheepishly at his absurdly designed boat ; then he got a flint 
and made a hole near one edge of the bit of bark, and inserted a small 
piece of stone in the hole; and this time, when he put the bark in the 
water, it did float on edge, the weighted edge being a litile under water. 

‘‘There, governor!” he screamed, when the father returned with a 
catch of early British fish. 


say mow that it isn’t floating on edge?” 
‘*Nice fool of a boat,” said the father, ‘‘that will capsize when you 


take the cargo out. That’s an intelligent way of designing—oh, my! 
I fancy you’d better take to some other profession, my boy.” And off 


he went again. ; 
But the son would not give it up; and while he was casting about, he 


came upon a tin basin left by one of those Phcenicians. 
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, ‘* Why, here’s a ship ready made, pa,” said he; ‘‘look how ¢hat 
oats.” 

‘*Ah!” said the father; ‘‘ a very sensible thing to make a ship ofa 
material heavier than the water it hasto floaton. Beautiful fine-weather 
ship that of yours! All quite safe as long as it’s laid up in rose-leaves 
and cotton-wool ; but suppose something runs into it and makes a hole 
—like this?” and he ran the point of a flint into the tin basin, which 
was not long in making up its mind about sinking, ‘* There, you had 
better give up this nonsense, my boy,” he continued ; ‘‘ we ’re not meant 
to know how to build ships yet ; they ’ll find that out later.” 

Father Time, who was passing, felt sorry for the child, who stood 
and looked foolish. ‘‘ Never mind, young ’un,” said he; ‘* you can’t 
be expected to know that things don’t prefer to act in defiance of natural 
laws ; besides, everybody ’s young, ina way, as yet. There's lots of me to 
pass before they’ll have discovered how to do things in a really first- 
class style. Now, about the latter part of the nineteenth century ‘ 

**Right you are, old boy!” said a Phoenician gentleman who had just 
come ashore, ‘‘ They’ll laugh at even my ship then, and yet she carries 
me and her cargo safely enough ; never had an accident yet.” 

** Ah!” said a Roman general, stepping down from his trireme ; ** we 
pride ourselves on our ships ; but, as you say, they'll laugh at our efforts 
some day.” 

**So they will, and at ours too,” said Admiral Benbow, joining the 
circle. ° ° ° 

And about 1880—90, Father Time assembled all their ghosts to see a 
triumphant specimen of the shipbuilding then in vogue. ‘* Why,’’ said 
the youthful early British savage, ‘‘it looks to me to have all those 
faults that my ships had; it’s meant to float on edge, and it depends 
on its cargo to keep it so, and it’s made of stuff heavier than the 
water.” ‘Of course; that’s the right way to build ships,” said an im- 
portant young person named Science, who was superintending. 

Then they iet the ship slide off the ways—and she heeled over and 


‘‘Humph!” said the ghosts. 





isappeared, 





‘* I’ve put a cargo in it, and perhaps you'll | 
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OFF FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 
(See Cartoon.) 


IE; NDED is the weary Session, 
And relieved beyond expression 
Are the Members to be able now to lay the blue books down, 
While, released from legislation, 
Most betake them to some station, 
Whence a train will swiftly carry them away from murky town. 


But a better plan for starting, 
On the eve of their departing, 
We would with the humblest diffidence here venture to suggest, 
Which is this, our gentle readers,— 
Let opponent party leaders 
Go in couples upon sociables, of fresher air in quest. 


Thereby Gladstone might have ample 
Fun with Northcote, for example ; 
Frisky Bradlaugh with grave Newdegate might pair off very well ; 
Also Harcourt with Joe Biggar 
Sure would cut a pretty figure, 
And poor Forster be enlivened by a journey with Parnell. 


As for that Deceased Wife’s Sister, 
Why, a bishop might enlist her, 
Round the country on a tricycle to take an autumn tour ; 
Freed from politics’ fierce labours, 
All might prove quite pleasant neighbours, 
And might know each other better, and might like each other more. 
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SO LATE! 


The Lords, who adjourn for dinner and never meet on Wednesday, have complained that Bills are 
a!ways sent up too late from the Lower House. It is understood that this plea has been put into 
verse by Lord Lytton, and set to music by Lord Salisbury. 

As the top cream of the nation, 

As the very State’s mainstay, 
We deserved vituperation 

In the ordinary way. 
Let no cad his passions bridle, 

Let no snob his sneers abate ; 
But to dare to call us—idle! 

When they give us work too late! 


Grave we sit through anxious mornings, 
With eyes shut—but eyebrows bent,— 
Volunteering awful warnings 
To the giddy Government. 
When the time comes for decisions, 
Drowsiness has doomed debate, 
And asleep we take divisions 
On the Bills that come too late. 


We had made our best endeavour 
To improve that pigeon sport ; 
We had argued well for ever 
To cut Commons’ measures short; 
Tenants’ troubles had departed 
At more than lightning rate, 
If the Commons had not started 
The big question quite so late. 


We are sitting—we are sitting, 
Like the Raven @ /a Poe, 
Prayers for prompt work emitting, 
Work more plentiful, less slow. 
We are begging as a boon that 
They will send us tasks of weight ; 
And lest we should do them soon, that 
Low House sends them all too late! 


Thus the patient peer rebuke not ; 
Never say that barons shirk; 

Never call the hard-worked duke not 
Wild to do his share of work. 

Let him order money, measure, 
Everything originate, 

And you’d see, when ’t was his pleasure, 

If he’d be so often late. 
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Ir was observed of Towntoyler that, after reading a paragraph in his paper that day, he suddenly became disgustingly avaricious over waste paper. He collected 
all his old newspapers ; he attacked the housemaid to recover scraps out of the dust-pan; and he shut up all his gleanings ina cupboard; and if anybody approached, 
even with a view toa humble fragment of 77es for curl-papers, he growled minatively. 
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After a time, and just before the out-of-town season, he locked himself up with all that paper and a supply of paste, and engaged in some mystic task, 
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It came out at last. ‘‘‘ Steamboat?’ ‘hotel?’ ‘bathing ma hines? he said, contemptuously waving olf t tout I made em all for myself-——made ‘em all 
of paper There they ull are on the train a I'd have Tet ny A trau niy t é : j a 
‘ 
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THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 
MALGRExe Duke of 
Buccleuch, ze Lords re- 
port on ze Scotch Agri- 
cultural Bill on Sursday. 
Mais, Milor Stair make 
out good Stair case vy it 
sall not commence till 
Vitsuntide. Ze English 
Agricultural Bill is oppose 
by Milor Vemyss and 
Milor Ellen Borough. Ma 
foil 1 sould sink it vas 
Miladi Ellen Borough. 
Milor Salisbury demand 
it sall not run till it is 
March, and it is pass 
comme ca. Enfin, ze 
Corrupt Practice is read 
two times. 

In ze Commons ve 
have fifty-seven qvestions, 
Ashmead Barilett, and an 
Irish row in Supply. 
Maintenant, as M. Toole 
vas use to say, ‘‘Still ve 
are not happy.” 


Friday.—Ze Lords decide ze tournament of doves sall continue. 
Cependant, merci la belle Princesse, F'espere zat Beauty vill not grace 
ze lists. Ze Commons are érés occupé vis ze Bill for Irish Tramvays. It 
is for ze benefit of Ireland, saturclliment, Biggar ¢¢ Cie. ne Uaiment pas. 
Néamoins, ze Bill it pass tro Committee, > 

Saturday.—Mr, Biggar object in Supply to ze expression ‘‘ze honour 
and credit of ze Government.” C'est bon autorité, ce Biggar, on honour 
and credit. Not for ze first time ze Irish party disgrace and disgust ze 
House. Mr. Gladstone se courde to ansare, méme to reason vit zem. Ze 
truly Grand Old Man say his own part in ze task of restoring peace and 
prosperity to Ireland can only be of short duration. M. Biggar exclaims 
‘Hear, hear.” I sink of Caliban, and join in ze shout of *‘ Shame!” 
Von cin have even too much Biggar. Afr2s I ask ze G. O. M. vy he 
appeal to reason and patriotism to zose who do not or vill not understand 
ze vords. He say, ‘' Voici, mon ami! If my best counsel and my best 
efforts are vaste on zem, zare are ozzares more important zat vill see zem.” 
Fe comprends. Ze arrow of ze Government's good vill and good vork 
may g'ance off ze stony hearts of ze Irish party, but must soon or late 
find home in ze hearts of ze Irish people. 

Eh bien! It has come at ze last. Ve sit mémeon Sundays. C efait 
deux heures et demi de Dimanche lorsque nous sortimes. 

On Monday ze Bankruptcy Bill pass its stage. Ze noble Lords know 
vit Brummagen Joe zare is no Joeking. C'est dommage, ze Government 
cannot tell us more fouchant laffaire Tamatave,. Ze Membare for Eye 
et plusicurs d’ai leurs desire to know vat is ze fate of Mr. Shaw; mats, 
ze G. O. M. he do not seem at all Shaw—I mean to go Say, sure. 
Captain Heron complain son frre aussi Captain Heron have meet vit 
foul play in ze C/yde court-martial. Zis Heron, vraimz-nt, is game biri; 
he stick up for, dienguil som frere eit en disgrace. 

Tuesday. —I hope ze Irish cars of ze tram (en passant, vill zey be j uat- 
ing cars of z: tram?) vill vo aussi vite as ze Irish Tramvay Bill have tro 
Parliament. Milor Harlech sink it provide for so much it sould be 
appellé ze Omnibus Bill. Zat joke is fare, milor! 

Ze Commons are rile parcegue ze Government have no rews from 
Madagascar vich zey can lay on ze table. /n/in ve reach ze Appropria- 
tion Bill, Zere is vind up espar betveen z: Grand Old Man and Sir 
Norsc ite. Ze Grand Von go ze complete hog, and back up all ze Govern- 
ment have done; enfre autres chose, he declare ze policy of Lord Ripon 
is Rippin good policy Ze Commons sink it is sometimes too late to 
mend, and return ze Ten Aunts Compensation and ze Sco'ch Agricul- 
tural Bill to ze Lords, who have so much mend z:m zat zey vould not 
know ze‘r own mozzares. 

Vennisday.— Ze noble Lords considare ze Commons’ amendments on 
ze Engleesh and Escotch Agricultural Bills. // y @ grand dé/at dans /e 
Cham re des Communes sur tes comptes Indies. Mr, Oh! Connor he 
dispute ze ruling of ze Chair, mais apr2s, ven he discover gu'il a tot’, 
like real Irish gentlemans he make ze amenie honorate, 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe Epitor or ‘* Fon.” 


S1rx,—Really, upon my word, you know, I’m such a pot now, that 
I do assure you, Mr. Editor, I don’t think I o.ght to really demean 

f by giving tips for mere secondary m:etings and events; but this 
week there is nothing of importance to toach up %n, and so, just asa 








concession to my numerous followers (who may as well ‘‘ land the dibs” 
over an inferior race as a biz one), and to show I have no mean pride 
about me, I give a 

Tip FOR THE PaveRIL OF THE PEAK PL.TE. 


Oh, softly the mon rises clear o’er the mountain, 
And bathes all the landscape in silver and green ! 

Oh, sweetly there trickles the temperance fountain, 
Where seldom, if ever, the Prophet bas been ! 


Oh, bright glares the gas in the Juniper Palac>, 
And swiftly the Hebes are plying the wrist ! 
Oh, bravely the dun whisky flows in the chalace, 
Where seldom, if ever, the Prophet is mis¢! 


But swift o’er the mountain and fountain moonlighted, 
And swift to the bower with its gas-illumined gilt, 
There flieth a message that ’s not to be slighted, — 
‘‘ Trophonius goes his whole pile on the Jilt.” 


You will observe that I did mot give Corrie Roy for the Ebor—a mere 
oversight, which m‘ght occur to any one, and which has on this occa- 
sion occurred to Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 


P.S,—Look out for the Leger tip. My eye! 








LOOKING OUT THE NAVY. 


See ADMIRAL SYMONDS's Zadular Statement of the relative strength of 
th: British and French Navies. 


Tannin 





Hrre—hang it!—it’s absurd to flout 
The fact that war has broken out, 
And that, beneath its stern behest, 
The British Navy’s in request. 


Where is that Navy ?—here’s the foe— 
Be quick ; we ad one years ago ; 

- Oh, ah !—of course, I understand, 
You put it somewhere, “just to hand,” 


Well, try the lumber-room—and there, 
The cupboard underneath the stair ; 

It must be somewhere—go ahead, 
And try the cellar and the shed : 


Ah! here’s a something in among 
The rubbish—mind! it isn’t young. 
How very interesting! Mark 

Its ancient lines; it ’s Noah’s Ark! 


By Jingo!—no, it isn’t. Glad 
Conclusion !—it ’s an ironclad. 
Let ’s gaze upon it, all replete 
With triumph. It’s the British Fleet, 


There, hold it gently. Do you think 
The chances are that it would sink, 
Or come to pieces, if so be 

We went and put it on the sea? 


Perhaps it might sustain a lot 

Of harm; I think we’d better not, 
No, no—we’ll bind it up with string, 
And make a case to fit the thing. 


The French are firing left and right ; 
My goodness! Put it out of sight ; 
It would escape the guns of France 
If placed behind the ambulance, 








AN UNCOMFORTABLE ARRANGEMENT.—A Standing Committee. 
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A Parnellite Cde to His Party. 
(WiTH APOLOGIES TO THE Memory cF THoMas Hoop.) 


ATTEND, each Home Rule elf 
(But first, bow down to me, who brought you here), 
Love Erin for herself— 
(At least, you ll have to make it so appear). 
In Parliament each night 
Keep me, your chief, in sight, 
And legislative honours you will win 
(But mind, for rules you mustn't care a pin !) 
Orate with Celtic fire 
(Above all, try the Government to tire. 
To me you will give joy 
If all regard for decency you sink, 
And when you may the Premier well annoy, 
I'll slily wink). 
Work ever—like the bee extracting honey, 
Speak to the world in fine (and frothy) prose, 
(7°27 pass my hat round Jreland for the money, 
Each humble peasant there no better knows). 
Be ye my pride and hope 
(If you are blustering, you ’ll with Gladstone cope). 
Choorce striking words (like bullies down the ‘‘ Mint,”’ 
Just blackguard without stint). 
You know our nation now is more at rest - 
(Still, howl that she’s ‘‘opprest”’). 
Uphold the Rights of Man 
(And always make a shindy when you can). 
Point out that Ireland’s ‘neath the tyrant’s knife, 
Plague Gladstone’s life ! 
Mind,—no agreeing 
With any benefit 4e’d be decreeing ! 
Say on, say on, till night is gone, 
Like leeches to your duty bravely stick 
(And gabble till you make the nation sick !) 
Attack all servants of the English crown— 
(For instance, you ‘ll declare they ‘‘ babies spit 











Or, like Joe Biggar, ‘* Hear, hear’ Gladstone down, 
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And when he sorrow shows, 

Politely put your fingers to your nose ! 

Yea, Home Rule men, from north, east, west, and soutb, 
Care not what language may defile your mouth), 

We know that Erin needs a brighter star, 

(But we all peace must mar) ; 

Be bold in talk, not gentle like the dove ; 

Pretend you Erin love, 

But all ¢vue patriotism be above ! 














ORTHOGRAPHICO-MINERALOGICAL. 


’Arry.— “I say, H&MMA, DON’T YOU WISH THIS WAS OUR 'ONEY- 
MCON HEXCURSION?” 

Hemma.—‘'Ow H RFEN HAM I TO HASK YOU, 'ARRY, TO HEXHAS- 
PERHATE YOUR HAITCHES?” 

’Arry.—‘** NOT SO MUCH OF YER HIRONY; I DON’T LIKE IT,” 

Hemma.—‘*‘ BUT YOU DON’T SEEM TO MIND HOLDING Hematite!” 























OONVHRSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


TimE— 7he Present. 





Citizen A.* B., do you see yon proud figure sweep towering by? 
Do you mark its air of triumph, and note the victorious swagger in its 


mien? 


that its chest expands in the enjoyment of a vigorous existence. 

Cit. A. It casts triumphant sneers at yon bert and emaciated form 
which it meets ; it jeers at it 
Cit. B, It does; it is Health, encouraged by the present cholera- 
panic activity in the metropolis, crowing over the slender chances of its 
foe Disease. 
Cit. A. You are right. Listen: it tauntingly relates how, ‘‘in the 
Limehouse district, a house-to-house inspection has been organized; how 
the revelations that have resulted from this sys‘ematic proceeding prove 








| its utility, and how many are the odd stories related by the inspectors ; 


how in one street a family and a pony were found living together in a 


_ cellar; how another cellar was occupied by a muffin-maker, who did not 


in the least realize the danger of conducting his business in such un- 
wholesome quarters ; how one hcuse was full of cats which were a nui- 
sance to the neighbourhood.” 

Cir. B, It dces; and it jeeringly says that these things are about to 
end; and that ‘‘the Vestry of St. Pancras have appointed a sanitary 
inspector, whose chief duty will be the constant inspection of the water- 
cisterns of the parish;” and that ‘‘ the Cirectors of the East London 
Waterworks Company have, upon the representation of the tanitary 
authorities of the district, directed their engineer to erect temporary 
standpipes in the numerous courts and alleys, this being necessary to 
enable the inhabitants to attend to the sanitary conditions indispensable 
to the prevention of disezse.”’ 

Cit. A. But the queer thing is that the fiend Disease dces not look 
at all uneasy! On the contrary, there is a sceptical twiokle io his eye. 


Time—7Zhis lime Next Year. 


Cit. A. B., do you see yon crestfallen figure sneak gloomily by ? 
Cit. B. I do; it recoils beneath tke sneers of yon emaciated but 


_ triumphant form, It is Health, crushed down by the condition of Lon- 
Citizen B.* Ido. I also see that its cheek is ruddy with health, and © 


don, taunted by Disease. The latter sneeringly relates how, in the 
Limehouse district, things go on as they like once more, and all is filth ; 
how the family and the pony still live together; how there are three 
muffin-makers in that cellar instead of one ; how the houseful of cats 

Cit. A. How the water-cisterns in St. Pancras (and everywhere else) 
are filled with disease germs; how there is not a standpipe (or anythin 
else) in any of the numerous courts and alleys, and the sanitary condi- 
tions indispensable to the prevention of disease are d'‘spensed with ; 
how, &c., &c. 

BotH. How lucky we put our money on Disease! 
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A TALE FROM CRAB(BE). 


Juvenile Explorer.—“ 1 say, MR. MASHINGHAM, SEE WHAT I’VE FOUND. WHAT Is IT?” 

Mr, Mashingham (annoyed at interruption),—‘' HUM! IT LOOKS LIKE A CRAB, DORSN’T IT?” 

Juvenile Explorer.—** Wait, YoU OUGHT TO KNOW. SISTER MILLY SAYS, WHENEVER YOU TAKE HER OUT ROWING, YOU KEEP 
ON CATCHING A LOT OF ’EM, AND THEN SHE DOES LAUGH, HOW MUCH WILL YOU GIVE ME FOR IT?” 


[MILLY feels she'd just like to giv: him something. 








Sea that, now! 

THE British Medical Journal wains mothers that it is wrong to bathe 
infants under two yecrs oll in the sea, It is apt to cause them great 
injury. Materfamilias will do well to o-bathe the injucctions of our 
contemporary. 


Fancy. 
EPIGRAM. 
[SOME one has received eighteen months’ imprisonment for stealing a 
fan, | 
Not hard to find the reason why he sinned — 
He stole a fan, of course, to raise the wind, 


ACCORDING to a daily organ, ‘‘ Mr. Clare Sewell Kead has often been 
considered the Jeremiah of British farming, because he seldom opens 
his mouth but to make some lament.” Why not de-Clare him a prophet 
Kead-ivivus at once ? 


Must a ‘‘minute” book necessarily be a ‘‘second” volume? 


SFUN'S DUNN Y BOOLSB. 


FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. One Shilling each; post-free, 1s. 2kd. 


FUN’S COMICAL CREATURES, —comrc wacieanieni ON EVERY PAGE. 


**In which some amusing prose and verse serve aS accompaniment to more than six score of very 
amusing woodcuts, from grotesque drawings of animals by Ernest Griset."—/WVeekly Dispatch. 


FUN’S HOLIDAY BOOK,—comic PicTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


‘It is replete with wit and humour, and admirably suited for leisure reading."—Doncaster Gazette. 


FUN ON THE SANDS,—comic PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


For the road, rail, and river. 


THE ESSENCE OF FUN,—comic PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


Rich in illustrations and teeming with jokes."—Sfortsman. 


J. F. SULLIVAN’S WORKS. Boards, 2s. 6d. ; post-free, 3s. each. 
THE BRITISH WORKING MAN, by One who does not Believe in Him. 
AND OTHER SKETCHES. 


** However funny or grotesque Mr. Sullivan's pictures are, there is nearly always a serious purpose 
in them, and we close his book wiser, if not sadder, from its perusal."—Grafphic. 
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“FUN’ OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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M4) CAUTION.—If 

Cocoa thickens in the 

H ith general efProbation W oot cup, it proves the ad- 
woe heh and pee = tet nor aun, Aga nt LE dition of Starch, 


counded by anew process. Six Prize Medalsawarded. Assort 
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PLEASANT FOR HIM. 


SCENE—Shrimpingion-sur-Mer, a very retired Seaside Place. 


Girl (in great state ot excitement ),—** HERE, D’ YER YEAR, BILLEE? LOOK uP! THERE’S A CIRCUS A-COMING ; I'VE JUST SEEN THER CLOWN,” 
[JONES, the great Amateur Actor, was just rehearsing his clever imitation of MR. IRVING, that was all. 














‘*If you go on like that, Mr. Blunderberry, they ‘ll come to a lunatic 
asylum,” retorted his wife, betraying her annoyance. 

‘* That ’s it—that ’s it—we ’ve arrived at the truth at last,’’ cried her 
lord, waving his fork above his head. ‘‘ Why, ma’am, with a farthing’s 
worth of straw in your hair, and a poet to make rbymes about you, you 'd 
_ bea first-class maniac. Witb your present powers of comprehension, a 

vacant stare, and a doctor’s certificate, no one would know you from a 
drivelling idiot.”’ 

‘*T may not be as clever as you,” said his better half, struggling with 
with a cup of tea answering to that description, I shall have a higher _ her tears; ‘*but why a French Missionary Society should have sent an 
opinion of you as a housekeeper than circumstances at the present mo- admiral to Madagascar to shoot the man who informed against Carey at the 
ment warrant.” | Cape, so that the English might confine him on boarda man-of-war at Ton- 

‘‘But you never shot an Irish informer,” cried Mrs. Blunderberry, | quin to spite the Conservatives and worry the Government, is more than I 
opening her eyes very wide in horror, and dropping the breakfast-cup can understand—and more than you can cither, Mr. Blunderberry.” 
upon the floor. ‘‘ You never pretended to be a missionary and a friend Is that all?” gasped Mr, Blunderberry, leaning back in his chair 

and panting, as he mopped his forehead, 


of Donovan Rossa ; you never went out with a revolver as an avenger a aie , 

to convert the negroes, and got put in prison by the French for assassi- No, no! I don't think you can have read your paper this morning. 

nating Carey in Madagascar, and then were set free, after all, because | They ve let him off!—-they ‘ve let him go! ;' 

Sir Stafford Northcote bullied poor Mr. Gladstone about you.” | _ ‘*If he was loaded to the muzzle with such facts as you are, it was 
‘No, I never did any of that,” replied Mr. Blunderberry, swallowing | quite time they let him off,” said Mr. Blunderberry. ‘* Let him go? 

his rasher and his wrath together; ‘‘ and I wasn’t the man who refused oo fy hy Ae » td let non ee him ? Give me the 

. ; . ’ sees woos ’ . 
the French throne for the sake of a white pocket-handkerchief ; and I’m + Thet 's it—that 's the same,” erled Sts. Blanderberry, clapping hee 


not the leading tragedian who is going to America to collect funds for | : , . ne 
the Land League, nor the professional beauty who cheered the French | hands. “Shaw? You're Shaw? I never should have believed it if 
anybody else had told me. 


troops to a stratagetical retreat inChina, I’m only a City man, ma’am, , —t 
she stats his ocaiaast, and means to have it.’”’ yp rd his ‘capacity Mr. Blunderberry muttered a strong phrase into his shirt-collar, and 
snatching his hat, sought safety in flight. 


THE BLUNDHERBHERRYS AT BRHAKFAST. 


‘*T poNn’T know what they ’re coming to,” sighed Mrs. Blunderberry, 
when, having poured all the tea into the slop-basin, she handed her hus- 
band an empty cup. 

‘*T hope they re not coming to breakfast anyhow,” growled her lord 
and master; ‘‘it’s precious little they ’d get under your management.” 

‘I'd give it them hot and strong,” said the good lady with unwonted 
vehemence, 

‘*That’s just how I like it myself, Mrs. B, ; and if you’ll oblige me 


as a lord of the creation, Mr. Blunderberry stretched across the table 
and helped himself to the slop-basin half full of tea, and impetuously | : — 
emptied into it the contents of the milk-jug and sugar-basin, An Unextracted Mollah 


‘* Well, well,” repeated Mrs. Blunderberry, who was in a greater 
Tue old Mollah, Mushki Alum, is reported to be at the head of the 


maze than ever, ‘*I don’t know what they ’re coming to.” oe Oe? ; ; 
‘What do you think they're coming to, as it isn’t to breakfast?” | Ghilzai rising. Heisa notable ‘‘ Pir,” or saint, and is supposed to be quite 


cried her husband, munching his toast with suppressed ferocity. ‘‘Do | ninety-four years of age. This, it is feared, will have anything but a 
you think they’re coming to a Social Science Congress? Do you | Mollah-fying effect on Afghan affairs. Some assert that Alum has taken 


suppose they ’re coming to a prize fight? Have you any private infor- | arms on ‘‘pir”-pose to strengthen the rising in the (y)East. But sup- 


mation to lead you to imagine they ’re coming to a Dorcas meeting ?” pose he was to get shot in the Chilz-ai? 











VOL, XXXVIIL.—NO, 956, 





| 
i 
| 
7 
; 


ea, i i eee 






























































= 














FUN. 


SEPTEMBER 5, 1883; 








SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


SUPPOSE the tide of American 
‘‘ vaudeville entertainments,” like 
other ‘‘disturbances” from the 
same source, having set in our di- 
rection, will have to be borne with 





what patience we may possess until 
such time as, in the natural order of 
things, the ebb occurs, or it passes 
over to other unfortunate shores. 
Meantime, I take it, it would no 
more hear the voice of a Canute 
than its prototype in my graceful 
simile, so why should it listen to 
the wisdom ofa Nestor? A Bunch 
of Keys, produced at the Avenue 
| by the Edouin combination, is the 
latest result of the success of Fun on 
* ; the Bristol. It is matter of some 
Pik Avenug.—TAKING HER OWN LINE, significance, and contains a whole 
volume of criticism, that the piece 
| was received with almost incessant laughter and applause during its pro- 
gress, and yet the curtain was allowed to fall amid respectful silence. 
| As long as the piece is in progress—at any rate for a considerable time, 
| we weary towards the end mayhap—we are carried away by the quaint- 
nesses and clevernesses of a company which abounds in quaintness and 
cleverness; the absolutely inordinate silliness, for instance, of the ‘‘ Poor 
little snow-white lamb” song is covered from our eyes withamist of comical 
action and expression (baving no point or connection with the subject 
in hand either !) that we applaud and chuckle, and actually encore ; but 
when the curtain falls, and the glamour of the actor is removed, we wake 
up, wonder what —* 
we've been laughing S “ 
at, feel ashamed of 
ourselves, and are in- 
clined to come down 
extra hard upon the 
authors in conse- 
quence. The piece 
contains a consider- 
able amount of hu- 
mour; the acting of 
Mr. Edouin is tho- 
roughly artistic and 
original ; the dancing 
of both Miss Victoria 
Keynolds and Miss 
Alice Atherton is ex- 
cellently neat and 
clever, though rather 
athletic, while their singing and acting leave little to be desired; very 
satisfactory are the efforts of Miss Irene Verona and Miss Hetty Chap- 
man, more particularly the vocal ; Mr. Powers exhibits resources of a hu- 
morously pantomimic and acrobatic character apparently inexhaustible ; 
but the plot of the piece is too thin, and kept too much in the back- 
ground by the impersonations and ‘‘ varieties ” which have but slight 
connection with it (it would be less irritating were there no plot at all), 
| that I doubt if much success will attend what its authors elect to call a 
comedy, ‘* because comedy is the word used to describe everything put 
upon the stage at present,’’ but which might 
with quite equal justice be called a tragedy 
for the same reason—and others, 








THe AVENUS,.—VERY BRISK PORTER AND A CAPITAL 
DancinG DOLLy. 





Shall I tell the story ?—hm !—er—eh ? — 
oh! well of course if you wz// have it——it ’s 
this. One Jotham Keys has died and left a 
hotel, a will, and three nieces bearing the 





family name. These latter form the Bunch 
of Aeys—clever title, isn’t it? The will 
leaves the hotel to the plainest niece, the 
question of plainness to be decided by the 
first commercial traveller visiting the hotel. 
As soon as the conditions are known, the 
young ladies cease to yearn for wealth, at 
least for that particular wealth. Miss Irene 
don Miles. «> deinen Verona indulges in considerable Irene on the 
THINKS HE'D LIK® To Go Point, muchto the consternation ov ’er ona— 
SNAGUSINTHEPRoperty. or rather her lover, —Tom (who shows no dis- 
position to resent the conditions), and Miss 
Hetty Chapman assumes a Hetty-tude on the subject quite opposed to 
all legal Hetty-quette, and scouts the idea of her beauty being gauged by 





any Chapman but herself. Miss Alice Atherton says little, but it is clear 





that she is Alice-tening, and she ’Ath’er-turn by-and-bye. Meantime 
Snaggs, the rascally family lawyer, having, in the hopes of marrying one 
of the sisters, and so acquiring the property, suppressed a codicil to the 

will which 
gives them 
the option of 
dividing the 
spoil if they 
prefer that 
course, opens 
the hotel ‘‘on 
American 
principles” — 
which ap- 
pears to bea 
little lax— 
‘for the be- 
nefit,” I pre- 


é¢ |. 
Tue AVENUE.—THE SISTERS OBJECTING TO BE PLAIN, MAKE sume, of 
THEMSELVES EXTREMELY PLAIN ABOUT IT, the estate. 
Here, in a 


wonderfully complete and substantial ‘* set,” representing the bar and 
vestibule of the hotel, with staircase, gas lamps, and lift complete, as 
well as a sectional representation of two upper rooms at the back, occur 
all sorts of wild and clever eccentricities. The girls and their hangers. 
on, having got wind of the codicil, visit the hotel in various disguises, 
sing, dance, and gymnasticise a7 /iditum, and so thoroughly do they 
enjoy their own antics (which have no bearing whatever on the story or 
their search), that they forget all about the codicil until Miss Atherton 
reminds herself of it, obtains the key of the safe in which it is hidden, 
extracts, and reads it—and all is over. 


—_— —_ 


On the return of the Lyceum 
company in June next, Faust, as 
interpreted by Mr. Wills, will be 
the first production, they say. 
King Lear, in course of time, will 
have the pleasure of Fausting it 
from the programme. 





They are going to put on 7z%e 
Opera Cloak at Drury Lane di- 
rectly: it is a comedietta, and is 
to be strongly cast, things being in 
the hands of Messrs. H. George, 
H. Nicholls, H. Jackson (may 
they never drop their H.s at Old 
Drury!), W. Morgan, Misses M. 
A. Victor, Fanny Enson, and 
Addie Gray. By the way, Mr. 
Harris has followed the fifteen- ~ 
year-old example of Mr, John Hollingshead,‘and-abolished all fees, 


— 





THE AVENUE.—HIGH Kgys AND 
"V1 ed. | Low Keys.$ 0 5 °ASE 


They haven’t at the Imperial. 


_—- eee 


Mr. Sam, H. S, Austin, lately Mr. Edouin’s attentive and courteous 
business manager, has gone to Edinburgh to manage Messrs. Howard 
and Wyndham’s new theatre, The Lyceum, which will be opened on the 
lly by Mr, Henry Irving and Miss Ellen Terry. Success to 
all of them, 


Mr. Purkiss, of the Royal Music Hall, has been doing another of those 
graceful acts 


of kindness of 
his—let all 
good fellows 
repay him in 
kind. Talk- 
ing of music 
halls, by the 
way, Mr. 
Charles Me- 
rion, the ac- 
tive manager 
of the Troca- 
dero, takes 
his benefit to- 
night (Wed- 
nesday); 
‘“nart,” 





THe AVENUE.—THe Heir ResTorREr. 


therefore, and give him a bumper at parting, 
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A Farcical Comedy. 


‘A family (at Darlaston) being laid up with typhoid fever, the bread- 
winner not unnaturally fell into arrears with his rent. Thereupon the 
landlord distrained, actually turned the stricken children out of their beds, 
carried off all the property he could lay his hands on, and without the 
slightest attempt at disinfection, had it put up to auction." — Daily Paper. 


HERE’s a tale of a landlord, blithe and gay, 
As jolly as e’er could be; 

And though he was ‘‘ had” in a shameful way, 
Most tender of heart was he. 

His way of proceeding was really quaint, 
For dearly he loved his joke, 

And even were FUN (which he’s not) a saint, 
His laughter it would evoke. 


Among the tenants that landlord had 
Were some upon swindling bent, 

Who audaciously went and got taken bad, 
Grew poor, and could pay no rent. 

*T was typhoid fever that family chose— 
A rascally thing to do— 

And besides going in for fever's throes, 
They ’d the cheek to be hard up too! 


So the landlord sent to that stricken lot, 
And in spite of their falling tears, 

He relieved them of every stick they ’d got, 
To pay him for his arrears. 

Ay, out of their beds were the sufferers thrown, 
To get shelter where’er they could, 

And he laughed at each prayer and feeble moan, 
As a righteous landlord should. 


Then, without disinfecting the goods, he sought 
By auction to sell the lot; 

But people who ’d heard of the matter, thought 
They ’d better not seek the spot. 

So he couldn’t dispose of them—what a blow! 
The public ’t will surely appal ;— 

But he’s still permitted at large to go, 
And ¢hat’s the best joke of all! 


Stitt 








A TENDENCY to reformation as to number of wives per 
head, &c., is said to be prevalent among certain classes in Salt 
Lake City. It is probable, however, that some of the Mor- 
mons of the old school, who object to such interferences with 
the liberty of the subject, will exclaim, ‘‘O Salt Lake! we 
shall be obliged to bid U-tah-tah !”’ 
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A FOWLISH THRICK. 
Bridget. —‘' ACH! DENNIS, MY DARLINT, WHAT IST YE’RE A-THRYIN' 


HEARTY ! 














I WAS OUNLY PpouRIN'’ BOoILIn' 
WATHER DOWN THE HEN’S THROAT, SO THAT SHE’D BE AFTHER LAYIN' 
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BRITISH BORN. 


sanitary arrangements of houses 


emphatically refused ; lastly he tried to sne 








Poor Epidemic was quite at his wis’ end. You see, he wasa foreigner, | 
an Asiatic by birth, and could not speak a word of English. Yet his 
greatest desire and ambition were to take up his residence in London. 
He had tried all ways of obtaining ingress to the British Isles: first he 
had applied to British consuls in the East to assist him, but the consuls | 
had one and all recoiled in horror at the suggestion, and instantly tele- | 
graphed home warnings about the matter; then he had boldly taken his 
passage on board an England-bound vessel, but the news of his embarka- 
tion had somehow preceded him, and he had found everybody up in 
arms to prevent his landing at the journey’s end ; he bad vainly applied 
to the Foreign Secretary for permission to immigrate, | ut it had 
2k In! the country—con- 


| cealed himself in bundles of rags, mail-bags, clothing, and the systems 
‘* Sanitary precautions. Mr. G. Russeli, in answer to Mr. Anderson, said there was | of human beings ; but all in vain, for he had always been found out and 


no rule under which persons could obtain from the sanitary authorities, on payment of | 
a fee, an inspection and certificate as to the sufficiency of the drainage and other 


foot ashore, 


But one day while he was wandering miserably about, he made the 
acquaintance of Consumption, who was ordered away from home to a 
‘** What a fool you must be,’’ exclaimed Consumption, 
after listening to the tale of his difficulties; ‘‘the British are fearfully 
exclusive, and won’t have anything to do with any disease that isn't 
I'm a native myself, and they encourage me in all sorts 
Why don’t you get yourself dorm in London? Then they'll 

learn to love you.” 

‘* But where shall I find a parent?” said poor Epidemic. Consump- 
tion absolutely roared with laughter at this, 

‘*Well, there’s not much difficulty about ¢Aa¢/ Thousands of people 

would be a father to you—speculative builders, water directors, dust 

contractors, bakers, sausage-makers—all sort of folks. You try.” Then 

Epidemic, not feeling certain of his reception even under those conditions, 

wrote to the Home Secretary, the Local Government Board, the Vestries, 

and the Officers of Health, humbly inquirin 
| any objection to the plan proposed. To their great credit he found 
them very much better to deal with. They one and all wrote :— 
‘* Although we theoretically disapprove of you in a weak sort of way, we 
shall take no active stepsto prevent your establishing yourself under the 
circumstances you mention.” 

And the next day the papers joyfully announced that Mr. Mannslorter, 
the eminent speculative builder, had been blessed with a son and heir. 
And little ‘‘ Eppy” is always to be seen playing about the drains and 
dustheaps in some part of the metropolis or other ; and the imperial 
and local sanitary authorities profess to look with horror on the child, 
been | but always encourage him with a smile and a pat when they are 
the 


British born. 
of ways. 


served, Ar 


He gave it up. 


milder climate. 


ac¢ar 


little fellow is growing too! 


stamped out by examining doctors before he had a chance of putting his 


‘*Where?” said he. 


whether ¢icy would have 
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WITHOUT COUNTING THE COST. 
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‘* Dear me!” said Benevolence, with touching kindness, looking in at the workman's dwelling, ‘‘ how dreadfully you are overcrowded, to be sure! I'll see to this. 


bring out your belongings, and 1’ll pull down this nasty unwholesome house.’ 
g } ) 





oy 
** There ! 
OO 
SI rr. Lief 
j *~ Jog } J 


**Hullo!"’ said Benevolence; ‘why, I must have been asleep! Ah ' | 
to sit down for a moment or two while l ’ 
; . oT ntle ae didu's a: te nth in 6 P ; 3 s 
Sterling Quality. Them o' the family as didn’t git froze to death in the streets got suffocated by crowdin’ into the few dwel 
the Colonies a-purpose to come over and ciear away this ere rubbish from the dwellins as was pulled down: but t} 
¢ Il to clear you away with ther P _ 


OWe , avish time ago as v : oath of 
Wy, that was a longish time ago as you're a-speaking of,” said the 


est 














” - ° . . 4 . a ° ’ ° — . 
' he said ; *‘ now you just sit there in the streets for a little while until I've built you a lovely new dwelling.” And they sat—and sat— 


*. 


t me see: wasnt there a working man and his family that I—yes, I recollect—I told ’em just 
e working man who had accidentally waked the 


] - ~ 
lins as wasn ¢ condemned. I ’ad to be lent 
it tell me nota word about yo bein’ ‘ere. 
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LA BELLE 





FRANCE 





OUT OF COLLAR. 


AND THE G. O. M.—DANCE 


OF 








LIBERTY. 
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MAKING IT UP! 
(A SEASIDE DUET.) 
(See Cartoon.) 


SAID the G. O. M., with glee, as he revelled by the sea, 
In cool and collarless attire, “ Allow me, Madame France, 
Just a word or two to say upon matters of the day 
As beside the breezy ocean we together gaily dance. 
I’ve observed, with much regret, you seemed lately in a ‘ pet ’— 
For a month or so we’ve been a trifle distant, I’m afraid. 
Out Madagascar way your behaviour caused dismay, 
But 1’m very glad to notice that some slight amende you’ve made.” 


CHORUS, 
Let us shout, then, “ Hip! hooray !” 
Soyons gai and Vive la Paix! 
May our friendship for each other be ¢rés chére; 
May our nations e’er be found 
In the ties of concord bound, 
Singing, “ Vive La France!” and ditto “ ZL’ Angleterre!” 


“You ’ve released our Mr. Shaw, and from this some hope I draw 
That certain other actions which annoyed us you'll put right ; 
Our Jingoes grew insane, but I knew you would explain, 
And ere long would see the matter in a proper sort of light. 
Lentente cordiale, my friend, I trust you ’ll never end— 
Your Press asserts we’re jealous of the deeds you wish to do ; 
But your Madagascar games and your Cochin-China aims 
(While you keep your place) don’t hurt us, though, I fear, they'll trouble yo!” 
CHORUS. 
“Monsieur G, O. M.,” says she, 
“ Encore soyons amts—Out! 
Lmbrassons! ausst dansons pres la mer.” 
Says the G. O. M., “ Hooray! 
Soyons ‘jolly’—Vtve la Paix! 
live la France!” and she said, “ Aussi L’Angleterrse!” 
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WARBLES OF THH WHEE. 
SET TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 
No. 10 —A SONG WHICH GOES—ALL OVER THE WORLD. 


AIR—‘‘ Good Ale,” 


E cannot eat but 
little meat, 

The weather 
is SO Warm, 

And seem to 
think a cool- 
ing drink 

Is rather bet- 
ter form ; 

So let us pass 
the beaded 
glass 

That ’s lain in 
ice a-cold, 


its hues we 
view the 
news, 
And many a 
tale is told. 


One track is 


tried—go 
there! go 
there } 





Another—come, don’t be sold! 
‘* Our Special Commissioner ”’ ’s everywhere 
Wherever a tale is told. 


O'Donnell gay is on his way 
To England to be tried ; 
The Water Cos. arouse their foes 
It cannot be denied ; 
The German’s chance to lecture France 
They ’ve seized with courage bold ; 
So we peruse the latest news, 
And many a tale is told. 
One track is tried—go there! go there! 
Another—now hot ! now cold! 
Of Gladstone’s retiring soon they blare, 
And many a ‘‘tale” is told, 


Iier Majesty bas gone to try 
The air of Balmova/; 
They found no flaw in Mr. Shaw, 
But I’ve no doubt we shall 
Have more to say about the way 
Those Frenchmen take and hold, 
And if we choose they ’Il hear some news, 
And many a tale be told. 
One track they ve tried—go there! go there! 
(No wonder the Germans scold !) 
They ’re here and there and everywhere, 
Not soon the tale is told, 


The Government of France has sent 
(Just like the Portugee !) 
Some medals (stars !) to British Tars 
For saving life at sea ; 
He means to start a School of Art, 
Does Herkomer, I’m told ; 
And water they at Richmond say 
Is worth its weight in gold. 
One track is tried—go there! go there! 
Another! Don’t lose your hold! 
The ‘‘ Special” has need to be everywhere 
Whenever a tale is told. 


A pretty job that Newry mob! 
The Ghilzais’ rising, and 
That baby batch and that dispatch 
Of troops to Zululand. 
And then again, Lord Spencer’s train! 
Small wonder the suite should scold ! 
How some will laugh and vent their chaff 
Whenever the tale is told ! 
One track is tried—go there! go there! 
Away to the moor and wold. 
I say no more; for, I declare, 
The present my tale is told. 





While through | 


| horses, and driver are, by means of mechanism automatically connected 
| with the fire-alarm, precipitated out of the front gate backwards into a 
| large mortar (which, by means of mechanism automatically connected 
| with the fire-alarm, has started up in the middle of the road), and fired 


| the deadliest fear and peril ; hundreds escape instant destruction by the 
_ skin of their teeth. Hear the horrible noise it makes; see how it 








CONVHRSATIONS FOR THH TIMBS. 


TO WHAT END? 


DEADLOCK. Hullo, Speed, you look very satisfied this morning! 
What’s occurred? Earth taken to revolving faster? What might you 
be hovering about this fire brigade station for? 

SPEED. This is my address just at present, and it suits me exactly. I 
reckon you ’ve not much to do with the arrangements here, Just come 
in and look at everything. All is arranged with a view to the greatest 
attainable celerity ; everything in its place, and ready to hand in an in- 
stant. Why, we split atoms of time here, and look upon a twinkling as 
a tedious period. Night and day the sharpest brains are at work plan- 
ning how to quicken every process of the operations. But what on earth 
are you looking so satisfied about ? You're absolutely chuckling! Surely 
what you find here can’t give you much satisfaction ; on the contrary, it 
must jar upon you. 

DEADLOCK. Well, do you know, somehow it doesn’t ; it’s very strange, 
no doubt. Hel he! Ho! ho! Excuse my smiling—it’s only inward 
thoughts. Pray go on. 

SPEED. Hark! There’sthe firealarm. Now you will see a sight that 
will make you laugh the other side of your mouth, There—look— 
although it is two in the morning, the driver, lifted out of bed by the 
hair by means of mechanism automatically connected with the fire-alarm, 
is shot by electricity into his clothes, and discharged down a shoot on to 
his seat, At the same instant, by means of mechanism automatically 
connected with the fire-alarm, the horses are shot into the harness, and 
hurled by the tails into their positions before the engine. The engine, 


out, by means of a charge of dynamite, in the direction of the fire. They 
used powder at first, but it was found not to be sufficiently rapid in its 
action. 

Watch the impetuous course of the flying fire-engine; it is the terror 
of the inhabitants of London. Every one anywhere near its course is in 


maddens all the horses with fright. Hear the fiendlike yells of the fire- 
men and the screams of the women: it is a standing peril. It is indeed 
glorious! It is so civilized ! 





Now do, for goodness sake, cease that idiotic chuckle at those inward 
thoughts of yours, and let us fly to the scene of the fire, and note the 
lightning-speed with which the hose is got out. See, by means of 
mechanism automatically connected with the fire-alarm, it is unrolled, 
it is connected, the firemen are severally shot by means of small charges 
of dynamite to their posts. All is ready. 

DgapLock, Well, nearly all, but not gui/e ; that’s why I’m chuck- 
ling. See, by means of mechanism automatically connected with the 
fire-alarm, the firemen are sitting down engaged in twiddling their 
thumbs, playing cat’s cradle, and smoking. See, they begin to yawn ; 
they sleep; the fire roars, rages, burns itself out, dies. The crowd have 
long gone home, cobwebs grow about the cold fire-engine, creepers 
entwine themselves in the firemen’s hair, the hose falls to pieces in decay. 
There’s just one little thing you left out of your calculations — the 
Water! /, too, have an institution under my particular care, at whose 
head-quarters I'm living at present—the Water Company, the Incubus 
and Scourge of London. 

Ha! there’s the water at last. It will do for the next fire—if they 
don’t turn it off again. Let us awake the firemen, they are growing old, 








MAy not grouse-shooters cultivate a good walk at Moorgate? 
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EKNICKNAOKS. 


WE hear that there is good reason to suppose that on the whole the 
harvest will be fairly good this year—the burglars’ harvest, we mean ; at 
least, so our Special Scotland 
Yard Detective reports after 
investigating the pleasant re- 
gions of Seven Dials, the Mint, 
Whitechapel, and Leather 
Lane: the criminal inhabi- 
tants of these scented districts 
having realized the advantage 
of using suitable machinery at 
critical moments, when dis- 
turbed while gathering in 
their crops. 


REVOLVER ~, truncheon is 
ina manner machinery against 
mere hand labour, but there 
is a pleasant radical economy 
about the hand-labour trun- 
cheon. Twenty truncheons, 
painted black, with charming 
red and gold crowns painted 
on them, can be served out to 
our police for the price of one 
good revolver, so it is surely a 
pity to arm our constables with 
costly firearms. The burglars would give up their shooting-irons at 
once, return to the hand-labour life-preserver, some poor housebreaker 
would be shot, and public outcry would compel the police to return and 
seek their truncheons. Truncheons not to be found; truncheons chopped 
into firewood, Ah, what a loss all this might cause the country! Better 
far to allow householders’ and constables’ lives to be sacrificed ; consta- 
bles and householders are plentiful and cheap enough, 








HOLIDAY-MAKING during the Dog Days, and for some reasonable 
time after, is probably an excellent institution for members of the Stock 
Exchange and such other folk, whose living depends upon their bold, 
dashing, nervously energetic conduct ; but people whose mission in life 
it is to shave their fellow-men should avoid holiday-making during the 
summer months, lest on resuming their occupation they be suddenly ar- 
rested for feloniously cutting and wounding. Having lost a considerable 
portion of an ear last week while being shaved by a barber just returned 
from his long and warm vacation, we speak feelingly on the subject. 


So does the Duchess of Doubleview, who sends a Doubleview anec- 
dote. We do not hesitate in giving it, as its veracity has not been 
properly authenticated: ‘‘ This fortnight’s holiday down at Margate 
seems to have affected your nerves, Macfarren,” said his Grace the Duke 
of Doubleview to his valet, ‘‘more even than mine!” ‘‘ Hoot awa’, 
mon!” replied the trusty Scotch domestic, with that pleasant familiarity 
adopted by north country servants towards their employers, ‘‘ Hoot awa’, 
mon! A’d hae ye ken ye ’ed no need fash yersel aboot the shavin this 
morning, though my hand is unco’ shaky. Just wait a wee till aw’ve 
pit a bonnie lather on your face, an gotten a eood purchase wi' THE 
RAZOR.” i 

Town is ‘‘ dull as ditch-water,” if we may be allowed for once to use 
a wrong simile, ditch-water being objectionably lively; but we are 
delighted to state that, notwithstanding the terrible sluggishness in trade, 
the West-end tradesman preserves still his manly independence. A 
len hatter’s ‘early September” insult to Colonel Image proves 
this. 

‘I wonder,” thought Image, while he gazed with untaught eyes at the 
contents of a West-end hatter’s shop, ad ard this place is too swell to 
enter? My hat is certainly awfully shabby, and I must invest in a new 
band somewhere, just to furbish it up a bit. Now or never!” Thusly 
musing, Image rashly entered the West-end hatter’s shop, accidentally 
addressing the owner of the business instead of the shopman, remarking, 
‘I want a hat-band,” ‘‘ Certainly, sir,” replied the bland proprietor, 
removing the Colonel's hat, and looking at it with a critical pro- 
fessional eye. ‘‘ The height of the band required is of course regu- 
lated by relationship. Altitude, let us say, for a defunct wife, altitude 
now reaches to within an inch and a half of the top of hat, elevation 
being mitigated as we descend to deceased's fathers, mothers, aunts, and 
cousins’ bands, towards—well, let’s say a miserable melancholy two and 
a half inches of band height.’’ ‘‘But I only want a small band, less 
even than that,” inter Image. ‘*I know now what you want, my 
man,” cried the West-end hatter, as he dashed down Image’s stove-pipe 





pn the counter with an injured look of indescribable pathos : ‘‘ you want 


“grease-spot concealer.’ I'm not very violent, but unless life is a 
burden to you, leave this shop as quickly as possible.” 





TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpiTor or ‘‘ Fon.” 


SIR,—It’s no 
good, I’m all in 
a fog. I don’t 


know whether 
it is the hot 
weather, or the 
antidotes there- 
to which I’ve 
taken, but I 
can’t work out 
the wioner this 
week with any 
certainty. I 
en won’t deceive 
SporTING Sketcues. No. 6.—‘' THE WAITS ARE OUT.” you; Tropho- 
nius has never 
yet deceived his patrons, however often they have deceived him by turn- 
ing out sharper than he took them for. I won't deceive you, and I think 
the following tip is no more to be trusted thanI am. Ask me not to 
work out this last sentence to its logical conclusion—I hate working out 
sentences, and the more hard labour they contain, the more I hate it. 
You may tell me that if I am not to be trusted, my promise not to de- 
ceive goes for nothing, and the tip is all right ; but either I shan’t believe 
you, or I shan’t care, and it can’t matter to you which. The tip con- 
cerns Sandown, and is my 





TIP FOR THE CARINGTON NURSERY STAKES, 


Motto—‘“' Oh, much to be pitied 's the party who takes 
This tip for the Carington Nursery Stakes !” 
Oh, bring me a cup of the dun-coloured mead, 
And pour in a measure of sack, 
The route of the tankard let nothing impede,— 
And see how I give it you back ! 
You ’ll find (the warm weather suggesting the plan) 
What time it retires from my lip, 
There ’s nothing whatever remains in the can— 
There’s not very much in this tip! 


Let knowing ones artfully look to Kenmore, 
Or the rum-titled Corraborree, 

Velocity, filly by Speculum, or 
To Archer (as ‘‘up”’ as can be), 

The Raker will possibly rake in the stakes, 
But, Muse that reigns over my rhyme, 

It seems that whichever the victory takes, 
The winner must be just in time. 


Next week I shall trouble you with my tip for the Leger ; meanwhile, 
Highland Chief, in spite of his being the favourite, is not a bad animal 
to speculate upon—don’t take liberties, though. 

Yours, &c., 


TROPHONIUS. 








“ Orich-ey |” 


A sgr100S landslip is shortly expected at Crich, in the Peak country. 
The road at the foot of a movable cliff has lately shifted, and the cliff 
itself must soon come down with a run. Not very long ago a landslip 
occurred here, and now its repetition is talked of all over Crich, It 
must be a lively place to live at, but we should not care to make a long 
stop there. We ‘ll go bail that those who have pitched their tents or 
wickets there will stir their stumps before the bits and bats of rock come 
bowling about their ears. Rather than be caught in these landslips we 
would give them the go-by. 


Annam-ple Success, 
Tug French troops succeeded in capturing Phouhai, near Hanoi, last 
week, but finding it untenable had to retire; this can scarcely be de- 
scribed as a Phouhailure, but it is very Hanoiing all the same. The troops 


subsequently took all the forts at Hué, a circumstance which yielded them 
more satisfaction—it’s Hué they have in the army! 





A “LEADER ”’ in a daily paper says that *‘ the Session of 83 must not 
expect to have its name filed on the illustrious bead-roll, like those of 
32, 67, and ’81.” He would be(a)droll, indeed, who would expect such 
a thing. 


IT is stated that at Cromer in Norfolk the sun is seen for a consider- 
able time in the summer to rise from the sea and to set therein on the 
same day. This would surely make a suitable subject for a Cromer- 
lithograph. 
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Doomed Dips; or, New Medical Lights, 


A Drrce BY AN OLD SRASIDER, 


The Medical Yournal warns parents against the dangerous practice 


of “‘ dipping” children. 


TOLL for the wave 
(But not that Campbell eau’d), 
The wave that used to lave 
Our limbs, and livers saved, 
When Margate was the mode ; 
We cannot sink or swim 
In it these latter days 
Without a doctor grim 
To dash liver and limb 
For dipping, as he says. 


Toll for the dip, 

For which we towelled erst, 
When nurse was wont to strip 
And plunge us, heel and hip— 

We were unwisely nursed. 
That plunge, the new and skilled 

Doctors who damage Eld, 
Discover should have killed. 

But we were so self-willed, 

That—well, we only yelled. 


Dipping, or dipt, 
Somehow we poor bairns grew, 
Savagely soured and whipt. 
And were we green who sipped 
Sustenance from the blue? 
Ay, that we must have been, 
For leeches large and tall 
Tell us with nods serene, 
So treated, it is mean 
Of us to be at all. 


Toll for the shrimp, 

The shingle and the shell, 
The bathing dresses skimp, 
Where ladies, long and limp, 

Dared fancy they looked well, 
Condemn them all, sea trips, 

And tripping on the shore ; 
Pleasure-boats are coffin ships ; 
Medicoes may doom the dips, 

For the babies went before. 
































THE MECHANICAL MASHER, OR ‘SPORT WITHOUT, 


CRUELTY.” 


A FURTHER DEVELOPMENT OF THE ‘CLAY PIGEON” IDEA, ENABLING 
THE MASHER TO KEEP UP HIS REPOTATION FOR SPORT WITHOUT UN« 
DERGOING THE AGONY OF EXERTING HIMSELF PERSONALLY, 
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SLIPPBD ON SOCIBTY. 


‘Thomas Franks and William Whelan were charged in Dublia with having 
threatened to ‘do away with’ Francis Carey, the brother of James Carey, They 
were ordered to find sureties in £200 to keep the peace, and set at liberty.’ 





Tuey took them to that arm of fate, 
The terrible, the magistrate ; 

For Justice was resolved to make 
The demon Terrorism quake, 

And Justice was resolved to smite 
The party mentioned, left and right. 
The public safety was involved— 
The magistrate was so resolved, 


He said the most impressive things 
About the dire result that springs 





From letting crime extend its claw, 
To fright the aiders of the law, 

And keep the willing witness dumb 
Beneath its terrorizing thumb : 

He said the matter can’t be minced— 
The magistrate was so convinced. 


He said that terror should not reign 
Within the bounds of Ads domain; 
And vowed that parties he should spot 
Recording threats should get it hot; 
He said it simply was a state 

Of things he wouldn't tolerate ; 

He said the thing must disappear— 
The magistrate was so severe. 


You think he sent them forth to sup 
That night in durance—locked them up? 
He took this course—you re free to bet— 
To stay fulfilment of their threat ? 

You think he made them feel the sting 
Of evildoing? No such thing! 

He let them free and out of sight— 

The magistrate was so polite, 


They simply went that very day 

And murdered him they meant to slay. 
The magistrate, devoid of hope, 
Declared that Justice cou/dn't cope 
With Terrorism. Hang it, no! 

You collared folks and—let ‘em go, 
And yet the lesson was despised |— 
The magistrate was so surprised, 











rs.—TZhe Editor does not bind himself to athnowledge, veturn, or pay for Contributions. i= mo case will they be veturnad wales 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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A MANTLE-“PIECE.” 


Young Wife.—‘' ARTHUR, DEAR, WHEN ARE YOU GOING TO LUY ME THAT NEW MANTLE YOU PROMISED ME?” 


Artist, —** WHEN SOME ONE BUYS ONE OF MY LANDs-CAPES, MY DEAR, MEANWHILE, I CAN OFFER YOU A PALETTE-OH!” 
[Vo wonder she was about to strike him. 








A weckly Conservative review says that ‘If the surrender of the word ‘Tory’ be THE Rev. C. R. Ramus has written to the papers to suggest a means 
ee ne ee ee oe ihe “" ey cause of order, it ought, time- | of outwitting M. de Lesseps. He proposes that two canals should be com- 
— a is, to be abanduned. . . . No half measures will avail—no /atssez- menced at opposite sides of the Isthmus, and when they have been cut 

’ 1: , a to within 440 yards of each other, the gap m1 completed with a 
Wuat! discard the gpg of Tory? What a very Whig-ged shame ! ship ca aa thus the statement ee yell a ovis through the 

Good gracious ! ‘tis a sacrilege—it fills us with distraction ; Isthmus would not be violated. Rather a ‘‘cutting ” suggestion for a 
Althongh we know a Tory called by any other name ; | clergyman! The reverend gentleman is evidently no igno-Ramus, 

Would still betray blockheadedness in many a word and action. | 
The policy called /utssec-/aire they say will not suffi ere ~ ; : 

If ; gba pe iil to oan piis: & old ikciie atuen's THE Parcel Post—the last debt we owe our Postmaster-General—is 
Though /azre is scarce the word to use for dodges not too nice, now in full operation, but the temptations to which the carriers are sub- 

Butalas ! the ancient name isdoomed. Thus ends this glorious (s)Tory. jected—enormously superior to the old temptation of stealing sealed 

‘ _ letters—has been slighted by the public. To make the Parcel Post truly 
efficient, what is required is a penny registration tariff, so that a posted 
Not a Jeune-ior Member. parcel must be signed for at all its stages, like a registered letter. At 


MR 


clined to stand for that borough. Not because he is too je- Fee, bear 
in mind, but because of press of business. 


To- 


and the more confusion the audience get, the more they like it. vourneen—I [erring-go-Bragh.” 


A Ta-ta to “Tory.” Not the ‘‘Cut” Direct. 





present there can be no record kept, but with this penny registration 
rate—and it must 4¢ a penny, no more or less—in force, the public con- 
fidence will be enhanced, whilst the danger of theft would be to a large 
eames degree minimized. 

SONG FOR THE FISH-FED PAUPER OF BrRIsTOL.—‘‘ Herring Ma- 


. JEUNH, the accepted Conservative candidate for Lewes, has de- 


MORROW is the Soth anniversary of Com/uston at the Vaudeville— 


— 
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lake writing a luxury and delight. 
_— — 
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CORN. 


) 


Furmer.—‘* AY, ZOR, HARVESTING PE HEALTHY WORK, I DO ASSURE YOU, 


vell.—‘‘Is IT, NOW? IT APPEARS TO 


i RATHER SICKLE-LY, EH?” 


farmer,—"'1 CAN'T SAY AS I QUITR FOLLOW you, ZuUk.” 


, 
Wes /, 


—** NO MATTER. 


If WILL ONLY MAKE ME HEAVE ONE SCYTHE THE MORR.”’ 





| Aurmer thinks th ce Lontoners steak a stramce lamguage. 





oan 7 -~ -_—— 











TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpITOR oF ‘‘Fon,” 
BALANCING UP TIIE LEGER. 

Sir,—At a moment like this, when the whole of England asks but 
one question—viz., ‘‘ What will Trophonius give for the Leger?”—it 
would ill beseem the Old Man to keep a waiting universe in suspense. 
Know, then, all men, that the Prophet wouldn’t give tuppence for the 
Leger; he don’t want it, and anybody that does is welcome to it (if he 
can get it) for all the Prophet cares, ar more important to the Old 
Man is the seriouser question, What horse does he consider will win? 
An answer to this will be found in the following 


ee ee 


Don't be hard on me about the Carington Stakes ; it’s the first time 
’ 1 . 
I've been wrong that I remember, and one mistake may come to even 
such a safe card as 


Yours, Xc., TROPHONIUS, 


Eibilation in the New World. 

IN an interview which a correspondent of the Pall Mall Carctte had 
with Miss Mary Anderson, the actress is reported to have stated, ‘*In 
America, again, we never heara ‘hiss.’ Ifa person does not like a piece, 
he walks quietly away without a word.”” Yankee reporter would doubt- 


less have us pin our faith to this. 


The Yankee playgoer when he is not 


TIP FOR 


THE LEGER. 


Oh, hey! for the bagpipes, the sporran, and kil 


t 
L 


! 








And hey! for the muckle claymore! 

And loudly for joy let the Highlander lilt, 
He’s likely to get a good splore. 

Ay, cultivate Hauteur as much as you like, 
And stick to Elzevir like fun, 

ktely on Blue Grass (it ’s a colour to strike), 
And promptly repent when you ’ve done, 

Let Chislehurst carry the whole of your coin, 
He ’ll never return it again 

(Through going and losing, he wouldn’t purloin, 
I probably ought to explain). 

But if you are anxious to land on the race 
A goodly abundance of tin, 

You ‘ll do it by backing The Prince for a place, 
Or, if you prefer it, to win. 

Or take to old Ossian, the singer of Thule 
(And Ossian can never sing small), 


Chief, and Koy'l Angus, and (possibly) 





satisfied with a piece, don’t stop to hiss. No; he merely goes outside 
to the pigeon-hole of the box-office, and drawing out his six-shooter 
Kemington, says, ‘*l.ook’ee here, Mr, bureau, I karlkelate I’m that sad 
to trouble you, but if you don't give me back my nickels, you might as 
well dispose of your chattels and order your tarnation final drink,” 


A Date-ive Case, 


I; is announced that no date can be given for the close of the I isheries 
Exhibition, And no wonder either, for, seeing the Fisheries Exhibition 
has admittedly borne off ‘‘the palm,” it naturally carried away all ‘the 
dates’ with ir. 


A Goop deal of unnecessary fuss appears to be made hecause one in- 
dividual happens to wish to exhume the skull of another individual. If 
anything like a satisfactory reason can be adduced fur the exhumation, 
why should silly prejudice and sentiment have its say? Whether it be 
Shakespeare or John Smith, what odds is it?—he’ll rest none the less 
soundly, and his works will be none the less immortal for the exhuma- 
tion. And once let his remains be exhumed, it wouldn't be a bad idea 
to bring them down to our Wal | K 


halla. Westminst 
Nalia, VYestmib (I, 
4 . ré “a ny ¥ time ; , r ang 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE theatrical event of the day has 
of course been the appearance of 
Miss Mary Anderson, the Ameri- 
can actress, at the Lyceum. The 
lady, as has previously been the 
case with compatriots of hers on 
similar occasions, received an ex- 
tremely enthusiastic welcome to 
our shores from her own country- 
men. The genuine British wel- 
come was, however, hearty 
enough. There is no doubt that 
the question of Miss Anderson’s 
physical advantages was upper- 
most in the minds of the majority 
of individuals composing the first 
night audience—particularly, I 
should say, in the case of the lady 
who, arriving late (as seems the 
boorish custom of many visiting 

this theatre) at the instant of 

| entry levelled her opera-glass at the stage, and so stumbled to her place. 

It is pleasant to record the probable satisfaction of these folks. Miss 

Anderson is a young lady who, without being brilliantly handsome, has 

| more than ordinary pretensions to good looks, is rather tall, with a girlish 

though well-rounded figure, and a singularly ungraceful walk. 








a 


i Tue Lyceum.—Miss Marvy ANDERSON? 
THE GREAT A-MARY-CAN-ACT-RESS’ 
(PRBCTABLY), 





Of her powers as an actress it is hardly possible to judge from her 
performance of the lady-authoress-of-a-past-age part Parthenia, more 
especially as she had so imperfectly gauged the acoustics of the house as 
to be frequently inaudible until adjured with some familiarity to ‘‘ speak 
up, Mary.” 

It was a very “ff 
pleasant per- 
formance, and 
in many points 
impressive 
and truthful, 
with the great 
merit of 
quietude, but 
it was not 
wholly  satis- 
fying, and it | 
is an open .\* 
question whe- — 
ther the same 
performance 
presented 
amid less per- 
fect surroundings, and in a theatre of less prestige, might not ‘‘come 
within a measurable distance of not being quite so successful.” It is 
fairest, however, to suspend judgment of Miss Anderson’s powers until 
we see her in a play with a little common sense and nature for its basis. 





Tue Lyckum.—AN Actress OF PosSITION—SOMB OF THE 
POSITIONS. 


Mr. Barnes, who improves with every part he undertakes, makes a 
capital Ingomar in his own robust, not to say rumbustious style, and 
it is a question whether he looks prettiest with his hair and beard long, 
or after a crop and clean shave : this is a line of thought, however, into 
which I have no desire to lead his mind. Mrs, Arthur Stirling made 









LY 0% \ the most of 
. Actea, but 
Ms. W. H. 


Stephens 
somewhat 
over - low-co- 
medy-ized the 
partof Myron. 
I was far from 
ad-Myron 
him, Master 
Osgood, who, 
as a Minstrel 
Boy, sang the 
early Grecian 
original of 
**Some Day,” 
has a wonder- 
fully sweet 

Rosier and the rest of the cast met the small de- 

upon them with complete satisfaction, The scenery and 


Tue Lycrum.—Halt, CotumBiA! Suge TAKES THE GENTLE- 
MANS HELMET, AND LO! IT FITS HER AS THOUGH IT WERE 
MADE FOR HER. 





Dice; and Mr. J. A. 


lands made 





appointments are worthy of the best traditions of the theatre, although 
the picturesque Alemanni are rather clean-looking barbarian foresters. 





Glad Tidings, at the Standard, is open to the strong objection that the 
Princess Alice 


disaster — an 
imitation of} 
which forms 
one of the 
main inci- 
dents—is of 
too recent oc- 
currence to be 





cf lightly vulgar- 
4\ ized to the 
 \ uses of the 


stage carpen- 
ter; given the 
incident, how- 
ever, it is per- 
haps managed 
with the least 
offence possible. There is an unreality about the representation of the 
disaster itself which is highly satisfactory, and the gloomy and ghastly 
details which follow are pretty well subordinated, while opportunity is 
afforded for some very clever strongly emotional acting on the part of 
Miss Amy Steinberg. Messrs. Douglass, however, might well have re- 
lied for success, from a ‘‘ scenic-effect ” point of view, on the Rotten Row 
scene, which is about as complete as anything I have seen on any stage, 
particularly as regards horseflesh and those who ride it. 





—_— 


Tug STANDARD.—THE FALCONER AND THE Dove. 


The story is pretty much of the usual character—extremes of vice and 
virtue, comic scoundrel (forgiven because he is funny, and Jetrays his 
‘* pals"), ‘‘first wife’? mot dead (or 
supposed not), distressed mother (se- 
cond wife), distracted pa, innocent 
child, silly old man under thumb of 
transparent adventurers, &c., &c., &c. 
Messrs. Douglass have chartered an ex- 
cellentcompany. Miss Amy Steinberg, 
as I have already hinted, plays the he- 
roine with considerable ability and (when 
necessary) power. Mr. Arthur Dacre 
has the true instinct of pathos: it is 
curious to note how an audience of the 
kind, supposed to respond only to the 
broadest effects and coarsest expression 
of feeling, falls at his touch into that 
impressed silence which is a thousand 
times more complimentary to the artist 
than thunders of applause. Mr. Fred 
Shepherd says the many sharp things 
he has to say with effect, and Mr. Edwin Gurney lightens the task of 
playing “the villain” in much the usual style, by occasionally acting 
somewhat after the fashion of the Interlocutor of a negro entertainment, 
to the drawing forth of Mr. Shepherd’s jokes, Other parts have the 
advantage of being played by Messrs. Odell and Chas. Steyne, Misses 
FE. Falconer, Bella Titheradge, and Kate Carlyon, without making any 
serious call upon their abilities, 





Tur STANDARD.—Miss Kats 
C@®MES IN LIKE CARLYON, 





A Row in the House, the new farce at Toole’s, is not a piece of suffi- 
cient merit to call forth adulation, or of sufficient importance to call for 
severe denunciation ; with a little ‘‘ working up of the business”’ it will 
probably serve its purpose as /ever de 
rideau quite as well as another, and so 
its presence in the world is justified. It 
has the advantage of a more than ordi- 
narily good cast on the whole, Mr. A. 
Chevalier is a valuable character actor, 
and Messrs, Adams, Evans, and Irving 
miss no opportunities of making prac- 
tical fun. Miss F, Rayburn makes an 
unexceptionable Mary; Miss Maud 
Robertson cannot be expected to make 
much of the injured wife of farce, and 
therefore expectation has no right to be 
disappointed. A small part is played 
by Miss L. Walker, a young lady de- 
serving of every encouragement both as 
a new comer and as one of promise, 
being, moreover, pleasant of voice and 
goodly to look upon. 


a eet 





Toors's. — Poor CHEVALIER! — 
Don'T SHE-VALLY-YER, THEN ? 


/mpuilse resumes it NESTOR, 


— 
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[The London Dust-bin—and Done It, 
(See LANCET Special Commission on London Dustyards. ) 


IN the deadly lively style 

With which medicos beguile 

Readers bothered by their bile, 
Men aghast 

At a choleratic spread, 

Dust we're told ’s the real dread, — 

Dust ahoy! Though once we said, 
Dust avast ! 





For with pretty British trust 
In the power of luck we must 
Go accumulate our dust, 

As a rule, 
Where humanity ’s compressed 
Sardine fashion, breeding pest, — 
Though a hospital is best, 

Or a school. 


Merry months the merry lot 

Of detritus, which we're not 

Bound to name, may lay and rot 
On its mound ; 

When at last it disappears, 

It has joined, the dustman fears, 

Dust to dust on many biers, 
Yards around, 








In his prints profanely preach, 
Pious vestries’ lessons reach 
To the clouds ; 
What but dust should bring our clay | 


Dainty dustman, let the leech | 
| 


To its ultimate decay? 
Why not make at once, they say, 
Dusters, shrouds ? 











A SMOKER’S EXHIBITION is to be opened on the 15th 
inst. at the Agricultural Hall. We(ed) don’t see why it 
should not bring quick ‘‘returns.” It should be a successful 
show (wh)iff properly managed, 


THE San Francisco News Letter says that London is the 
hot-bed of Conservatism. True; the Tory party does find 
London rather ‘‘too warm’”’ for it now and again, and com- 
plaints against it are ‘‘couched”’ in pretty strong language. 

















































ENFANT TERRIBLE. 


Sguire (who has been catechizing Tipples re a your Litre 
Boy’s SHARP ENOUGH FOR A LAWYER, MRs, 
SEND HIM TO THE BAR.” 

Tipples Funtor.—**SO MAMMY DoS, SQUIRE, I FETCHES HER A 
(XUARTERN O’ GIN EVERY MARNIN’,” 


IPPLES. YOU OUGHT TO 


[And when he got home, Tipples Fun, had a bad quarter of an hour. 

















OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND HIS AUTOMATIC GAME. 


I HAVE during the past week, Sir, been busily engaged in shooting 
mechanical partridges and other varieties of artificial game ; and I am 
bound to say that the results of the experiment, if not all the ardent 
sportman could desire, are, at least, very creditable to the enterprise of 
the gentlemen who have arranged for this innocent description of sport 
over their extensive lands in the neighbourhood of Woking Cemetery. 
The system followed is as follows: In the early morning the keepers of 
the company—the Propagation of Mechanical Sport Company (Limited) 
will be its name—go out laden with ample quantities of the mechanical 
game (assorted), which they carefully wind up, and scatter promiscuously 
about the land. To insure a continual supply of sport, the clockwork 
stomachs of the partridges, blackcock, &c., are so constructed that the 
birds can be wound up like the alarum of a clock, to ‘go off” at any 
particular minute. Thus three turns of the key in the chest of an auto- 
matic partridge will insure its lying in a quiescent state for forty-five 
minutes, at the end of which time it is guaranteed by the patehtee to 
rise suddenly into the air—fitted with a vocal chest, which emits a har- 
monious whistle whilst rising, the birds are three and sixpence apiece 
extra,—and remain flapping about for at teast sixty seconds, Automatic 
rabbits and hares are also ‘‘ laid down,” timed to alternate conveniently 
with the winged game: and when the scene of action has been thoroughly 
well ‘‘salted,” the signal is given to sally forth. 

It will not be difficult for you, I think, Sir, to picture me in your mind’s 
eye obeying the keeper’s summons, followed by two automatic dogs, 
each of which has been wound up for a six hours’ outing. Before sally- 
ing out, however, each sportsman is warned to aim at the head or neck 
of all the game that rises, as shots aimed at the body are apt to penetrate 








mechanical bird; the outward frame, cleverly made of cardboard, clay, 


|and feathers, being comparatively cheap, 








into the clockwork interior, which is, of course, the expensive part of the | 


I had scarcely arrived at the first of the artificial turnip-fields before 
two of the largest sized patent partridges rose to my right and left, piping 
‘* Tail, smiling morn,” in unison, with such charming effect that Cae 
ally delayed my shot for about half a minute, only bringing them down 
when their whistle was all but over. My automatic retriever, which is 
worked by a series of electric buttons studding my cartridge-belt, rolled 
swiftly off on its Plympton-skatelike hoofs after the one bird; whilst my 
mechanical spaniel, which works on a magnetic system, darted off like 
a needle to the pole after the other—whose tail-feathers, in fact, concealed 
a powerful magnet; and in less than a minute I had popped both victims 
in the bag and brought down a bounding rabbit, which had been fitted 
with a kangaroo leap by the ingenious mechanician of the company on 
purpose to give variety to my sport. Nor did I have an idle five minutes 
until lunch-time, the air being at times wellnigh alive with active speci- 
mens of automatic game; the last bird I brought down being an enormous 
blackcock, which not only whistled ‘*' For he’s a jolly good fellow ” as it 
rose, but on being shot developed into an ingenious hrework, with my 
initials in golden letters, 

It is scarcely needful for me to point out the advantages claimed for 
this system of artificial sport. Not only will the landowner be able to 
stock his fields with game ad /i4,, but he can insure a supply of the most 
varied sport in the most limited area, Special birds, with ‘‘trick” 
stomachs, are being designed for the amusement of mixed gatherings. 


| The company will soon be able to supply a fine cock pheasant (at fifteen 


shillings per bird, complete), which will not only play waltz tunes on being 
wound up, but will on being shot through the head shower down chocolate 
creams, caramels, Dutch dolls, etc. 

Into the other results of the spread of mechanical sport—such as the 
total abolition of poaching, the prevention of all cruelty to birds and 
beasts, the abrogation of the game laws, etc.—I will not enter, Sir, but 
leave my simple narrative to my brother sportsmen; trusting that however 
they take my story, they will not think it necessary to pull my tale, 


ne 
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p, and makes no noise, and wov't let you know what 


** More can I,” says B. 














tices the cornet all day long in the two-foot back 
, and hangs on to the knocker; 
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HOLIDAY TIMES. 


SIX OF ONE AND HALF A DOZEN OF THE OTHER. 


















































HOLIDAY TIME, 
(See Cartoon.) 


We take our pleasures sadly, 
Our lively neighbours say, 
And deem we don’t, 
Or can’t, or won’t, 
Enjoy a holiday, 
Because there is a measure 
Of drawback to our pleasure. 


Well, doubtless wheresoever 
A-jaunting John Bull goes, 
The lodging crew 
I-xpect him to 
Pay largely through the nose ; 
They treat him rather queerly, 
And thus he travels dearly. 


They think him made of money, 
On all sides he is “ done ;” 
What wonder, then, 
If sober men 
Should hardly see the fun 
Of being fleeced’so badly, 
And take their pleasures sadly ! 
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WARBLES OF THH WEEE. 


SET TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES. 
No. 11.—A SONG WHICH GOES—DOWN. 


AlR—‘* The Fine O!d English Gentleman.” 


OW, there’s a 
queer old 
gentleman, 

Who’s num- 
bered many 
days, 

Who mutters 
many a dire- 
ful ban 

On many mo- 
dern ways ; 


to the 7imes 
He growls at 
many plays, 
And grumbles 
at our many 
crimes 


phrase— 

Like a good 
old English 
gentleman, 


All of the olden time. 


At ev’rything of modern sort 
He levels some remark ; 
A tournament he won't support, 
Though held at Bagshot Park; 
A Braemar gathering he thinks 
A sort of madness stark ; 
From news of Zululand he shrinks, 
Despising man that’s dark— 
Like a good old English gentleman, 
All of the olden time. 


But, though he thinks elections not 
At all the things they were, 
The licking that we Lib’rals got 
In Rutland he can bear ; 
The Switzer’s extradition tones 
He looks upon as fair ; 
But the talk of moving Shakespeare’s bones 
Has nearly made him swear— 
Like a good old English gentleman, 
All of the olden time. 


Miss Marrable of Ramsgate, he 
Considers should be dipped ; 
With Bismarck and Count Kalnoky 
Professes to be hipped ; 
Declares the Jewish rioters 
In pieces should be snipped, 
And rather forcibly avers 
Shaw's captors should be whipped— 
Like a fine old English gentleman, 
All of the olden time, 


Iie says they ’re not upon a par 
(Our partridges with theirs) ; 
Our earthquakes and volcanoes are 
Extremely mild affairs ; 
And (though rude Boreas's game 
Gives need for some repairs) 
Our gales are pretty much the same, 
Unblushingly declares— 
Like a good old English gentleman, 
All of the olden time, 


Hops may be good, but he remarks 
They always were with ‘‘ them ;” 
The ‘‘ Princes of Orleans’’ larks 
He doesn’t much condemn ; 
‘It’s only what you might expect— 
They ‘re French,” he says—‘‘ ahem !” 
But Fielding’s statue, you ‘ll detect, 
Receives a grateful mem., 
From this fine old English gentleman, 
All of the olden time. 


| KNICKNACKS. 


| children are every year becoming more ill-mannered, insolent, mischie- 








In many letters | 


In many a | 
well - turned | 





AN M.A. has been writing to a contemporary stating that ‘the London 


vous, and conceited,” 
Quite so, but are Lon- 
don children the only 
me'ropolitan inhabi- 
tants who year by year 
grow more objection- } 
able? 


SEVERAL mischie- 
vous boys have lately 
received six strokes 
each with singularly 
heavy birch rods, for 
throwing stones at 
North London Rail- 
way trains, Serve 
them right! May the 
punishment bea lesson 
to these ill-mannered insolent children. But, unfortunately, the same 
Draconic and wholesome justice cannot be meted out to certain railway 
officials who pelt provocative word mud at any unfortunate ¢hird-clas; 
passenger who happens to ask them a civil question. 








We do not desire either to anticipate or precipitate another rising in 
Spain, neither do we wish to say one word calculated to break off sud- 
denly our hitherto friendly though somewhat strained relations with that 
country, Yet we feel it incumbent on us to state that our Special Cor- 
respondent, who is at times trustworthy, wires home thusly: ‘* Pamplona, 
Basses Pyrénnées.—New and aggressive »#simgs continually got up here ; 
risings not confined to working classes only, but from the aroma of garlic 
connected with them, I never have difficulty in tracing their source, 
These Pyrénnées do not belong to Bass, decent bottled beer not being 
obtainable ; to use the name in this manner of such eminent British 
brewers is atrade fraud, I have lodged a complaint with the nearest 
British consul on the subject. A rupture of amicable negociations be- 
between England and Spain may take place at any moment, the consul 
informs me, as he fears the characteristic obstinacy of Spaniards will 
prevent them removing the name of Basses from their native mountains. 
The conduct of the Spanish authorities in the matter is considered by 
several influential English residents at Pamplona to be an insult to our 
British beer-stained flag.” 


Ir appears that M. O’Rell, who has recently unfurled his intellect, and 
condescended to write ‘‘ John Bull et son Ile,” knows an aged English- 
man of eighty-eight winters who kindly obliges his guests by singing 
during desser. It is rumoured that on one occasion while the great author 
was present, after warbling ‘‘ Cherry Ripe,” and tapping his nasal appen- 
dage playfully in honour of M. O’Rell, this patriarch chanted a parody 
of his own composition on ‘‘ The Bud of the Rose,” from the opera of 
Rosina, entitled ‘‘ The Buds on the Nose.” The old gentleman went 
through this performance four consecutive times, as a tribute of admira- 
tion to M. O'Rell’s excellent strictures on lower class Englishwomen’s 
highly-coloured noses. The ladies present were of course charmed, and 
crunched French sweetmeats, and ogled the patriarch and M, O’Rell 
as only well-born Englishwomen can, 


Tue author of *‘ John Bull et son Ile” evidently has a keen eye for 
colour, for he not only affirms that the noses of Englishwomen are red 
at the tips, but he also declares that in our right little, tight little island 
‘* everybody dies of a vreen old age."’ The mixture of blended red and 
green at this period of departure about our countrywomen’s noses must 
have a charming Franco-Chinese effect. 


WHAT ! no rush of candidates for the aldermanic position vacated by 
Sir Sidney Waterlow? Why should there be? Mr, Savory, the favourite, 
whose appellation suggests 
succulent turtle, galopshus 
grouse, anc juicy jugged hare, 
is certain to be elected to the 
post. There is much in a 
good name, 

WEEPING, wailing, and 
gnashing of teeth is relieving 
the Strand Board of Works, 
a lady having recently dared 
to complain that the work in 
the Strand is being carried 








gentle lady. Fumgia agariciformisish fashion, we think. 


on in a most sluggish manner—no, not sluggish, slower than that, 
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Harvest Home. 
A Dp ‘* HURRAH for our Harvest 
peg EST YAOME 
4, P / c: 






THE 


y, ay Pye - Home, my boys!” says 


B Will o’ the Collars with 

; glee, 

‘*We workers on old St. 
Stephens’ farm may now 
all joyous be ; 

Though we ’ve sowed a lot 
more than we ’ve reaped, 
my boys, and our crop’s 
not great, I fear, 

Still, let ’s be thankful for 
what we’ve got, at this 








“ 












ee)” a ikea ason of the year ! 
Oa a 7 , 
| ” MY ree ‘With our Bills we bave 
| ~ hh & TSA tia cut down sev’ral things 
| «tt TO npcol NON OMy  To that were all the better 
| Th mone ‘ mowed, 


! 





And certain seed that will sprout ere long in Parliament field we’ve | 


sowed, 
, Then stick to your Grand Old Farmer, lads, and gratefully let us cheer, 
That in spite of Obstruction we ‘ve got a fair crop at this season of the 


year!” 


NEW LBAVES. 


‘Tue British Bubble Steamship Co., &c.,” by E. Bullard (the author). 
_—This pamphlet is directed against bubble steamship companies, which 
| the author holds in no esteem. So he has got his ‘‘steam” up, ‘‘ gone 
' ahead,” and “‘run into them.” 
| ‘*An Honourable Surrender,” by Mary Adams (F. Warne and Co).— 
'Scarcely satisfactory work, but passably pleasant reading. 

‘‘The Henry Irving Birthday Book,” compiled by Viola Stirling 
(George Routledge and Sons).—The compiler has done her work in a 
‘* sterling’ manner, and the book is des-Irving of every praise. 

**Tobersnorey,”’ by the author of ‘‘Stronbuy” (Macniven and Wallace, 
| Edinburgh), is really what it professes to be—a rollicking tour in the Land 
‘of the Gael. It is full of fun. 

‘* Babies, How to Rear Them,” by F. A. Fawkes (W. Swan, Sonnen- 
schwick),—This book is full of ‘‘ unconventional suggestions ” invaluable 
to those who are entrusted with the all-important and responsible mission 
of rearing babies. 

‘‘Tourist Guide to the Continent,” the Great Eastern Railway’s, 
edited by Percy Lindley.—We cannot over-praise this Guide. It in- 
spires a desire to travel; it assists and delights the traveller. The illus- 
trations are highly creditable to Mr. Francis Lutler and Mr, Alfred 
Bryan. 

¢ Fish, Ilow Caught, Cooked, and Cornered” (J. H. Brook and Co.) 
contains much valuable information on all these ‘* hooks,”’ 











FUN’S CONUNDRUMS.—No. 6. 
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What is the difference between this gentleman and a member of a cer- 
tain Malagasy tribe? What! you've guessed it at once? Well, it is 
casy. Yes, you’re quite right. 
Hova! 








| mms 





One is a heaver and the other is a | 


PIETY. 
THE HOUSEHOLDER TO HIS COOK, 


See accounts of the vagaries of “‘ General” Booth and the Wealthy (and Wasteful) 
Miller of Salisbury. 
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MATILDA JANE, I’m proud to say 
You have an admirable trait, 

With which, I honestly allow, 
I’ve failed to credit you till now, 


I’ve always held until to-day 

That certain habits you display 

Have sprung from motives more a cause 
For condemnation than applause. 


The purely superficial gaze 

Directed on your curious ways 

Has failed entirely to unearth 

The lofty aims that gave them birth, 


I must confess I often feared, 
When legs of mutton have appeared 
Within the dusthole, that a taste 
Survived in you for reckless waste. 


It seemed to me extremely clear 
That when you often let the beer 
For hours together freely drip 

Such conduct needed censorship, 


And then, those mountains in the yard 
Of cold potatoes you discard ; 

And that collection, damp and.dread, 
Of seeming tons of mouldering bread ; 


And then those pounds, that never cease, 

Of butter all condemned as “‘ grease ; ” 

Those bones; that soap—this tongue shall not 
Through life enumerate the lot, 


But lately, by the merest chance, 
Contemporaneous circumstance 

Has plainly brought the fact to light 
That you were never read aright, 


Pursued analogies reveal 

That well-developed pious zeal 
Has nurtured actions truly good, 
Yet incompletely understood. 


I now perceive you turn your gaze 

Upon the ‘* Wealthy Miller’s” ways; 
Your crowning forte, condemned in haste, 
Is ‘* Piety” not ‘* Sinful Waste,” 








“T haven't time, Ducky!” 


_AtT Lambeth a goldéeater named Jennings was charged with beating 
his wife, not that he considered her ‘‘as good as gold ;” but it seems 
she followed him to a public house, and finding him busily engaged io 
playing at cards, actually had the bad taste to ask him for sixpence 
wherewith to get some medicine for their sick child. The man said, ‘‘I 
haven't time, ducky!” and went on playing, whereupon the woman said 
he ought to be ashamed of himself, which was so distasteful to Mr. Jen- 
nings that ‘he up and let her have it;” that is, not the sixpence, but 
two black eyes and several blows on the body. We don’t like to be 
vindictive as a rule, but it wouldn’t be bad fun to come across a gentle- 
man of this calibre in a starving condition, and when he supplicates for 
a morsel of bread, to reply, ‘I haven’t time, ducky!” 
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University Hurons. 


TAMED from plain and prairie, 
Freed from rum and squaws, 
Rid of bisons hairy, 
Clear of grizzly paws, 
Came selected Hurons, 
Picked of all the clan, 
Guaranteed as pure ‘uns 
To a blessed man. 


Trained to clamber rocks, ford 
Lakes with lusty limb: 
Eton raised them, Oxford 
Put them “in the swim,” 
Daintily there faring, 
Thus in days to come 
They ’ll go missionaring 
Naughty heathendom, 


Down the Oronooko, 
Where’er it may run, 

They will learn to cook, oh, 
Devilled bones like fun; 

West will learn to royster, 
East will learn to sup, 

And the ‘ Prairie oyster ” 
Pick the prairie up, 


Wigwams like a kiosque are 
Japanesely styled, 
Oaly a da Oscar 
Deigning to be wild. 
Chiefs take to complaining 
Of their turtle fat ; 
Mustangs are in training, 
And each one “‘ got at.” 


Ani in time a dashing 
Redskin may be brought 
To the point of mashing 
Quite without a thought, 
For such studies sweeten 
Life of seer and sage 
At ascetic Eton, 
Oxford’s hermitage, 








‘*One of the most eccentric American millionaires will bring to this 
country a dozen intelligent Huron Iroquois, to be educated at Eton and 
Oxford with a view to mission work." —Ludget. 


A GERMAN SPA(R),.—The North German Gazette's menace 
to France, 
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Mamma, 


DE GUSTIBUS, &.—A LITTLE TARTAR. 


AND HAVE SOME NICE APPLE TART.” 


Tottie.— 


‘© DON’T WANT NASTY APPLE TART. 


—'‘*COME ALONG HOME, TOTTI, LIKE A GOOD LITTLE GIRL, 


WANT TO DO BACK AND 


HELP JOHNNIE BROWN TO MAKE NICE MUD PIE WIV DEAR LICKLE 
DeaD TITTEN,” 
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else to be done. 
for anything 


Persons—JOHN BULL ; 


THEH PROTOTYPH. 


A TRAGIC FRAGMENT. 


your gloomy gaze 


THE GENIOS OF 
Place—BiLLINGSGATE. 


GENIUS OF THE **RInG” (chuckling). You brood, good John: I nots | 


Fall, all unnoticing, on yonder form, 
Which, clad in corduroy, with fretting mien 
And crowd- block’d barrow, waits a 
And now your eye 


1 chance to move. 
e, with w aking i interest, 


ina 


THE 


makes 


ALi Peis é 


1m p sntfa 


A costermonger, brought up at the City Police Court for obstruction by wheeling 
his barrow on the footway at Billingsgate, declared that he had committed the offence 
only to get away, as the street was so packed with fish-vans that there was nothing 
It was stated that sometimes for four or five hours it was impossible 
to pass westward. 





** Rinc.” 
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wlieagre 


A signal to the brain of what it sees; 

And now the brain flings back the mandate ‘‘ Mark 
What doth occur,” and the obedient eye 

Spurr'd to full animation, roundly glares 

Upon the homely form. 


JouHN BULL, 


How? ‘‘Homely form”? 


It is a prototype—an allegory— 

A parable—a symbol of MYSELF. 
Now mark, O evil Genius, how it frets 
Until its frettings ripen, ‘neath the rays 
Of fostering oppression, into acts. 
Sickened of present penalties, it bids 
The lighter penalty of broken laws 


Open the gate to freedom. 


See, he wheels, 


Against the laws, his bariow on the path; 

And so the law, chastising, fines—but, lo! 
While punishing, rewards him—‘‘ moves him on ;" 
And so he gains his end—and points my course; 
/ fret behind the block of Billingsgate; 

/ fume for progress; / may cool my heels 

For ever ’mid the ‘‘ring” that hems me io, 
Until shall come the day when / shall burst— 
Seeing that that way lies the only path— 

The bounds of law, and vested interest, 

And gross monopoly, and base obstruction, 

And wild anachronism, and, defying 

The unknown pains and penalties, break out 

U pon forbidden paths, wheeling my barrow 
Over the corns of these monopolists 


And 


Of hated 


relurn ” hay for 


y @ tiampea and directed ent 





rrazing selfish : 


hins, fling myself free 


Lee me as¢ wild 


they be returned unless 
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GAME-SOME. 


Shooting Tenant.—‘'‘ THERE'S NOT MUCH HERE BESIDES GROUSE, IS THERE?” 
Keeper,—‘' AYE, YE’LL GET A MIXTUR’ WHILES! THERE WAS AN ENGLISH GENTLEMAN HERE ’AT KILLIT A DOWG, AN’ KNOCKIT 


THE BANNET OFF O' A LADDI£, AN’ NEARHAUN’ BAGGIT THE LAIRD ’IMSRL’ A’ IN AE DAY,” 











BHAUTY BELLIGHRENT! 
(FROM THE FAIR S&#X TO THEIR FIRM FRIEND.) 


M. Max O'Rell, in a book entitled ‘* John Bull et son Ile,” just published in France, 
refers thus tothe English ladies: ‘* Their faces are without expression, their eyes lack 
lustre and piquancy, their teeth are long and protruding, and when they laugh, they 
exhibit their gums like a rhinoceros. In the lower class, the women are hideous, 
and the tip of their nose, which is red, is the only coloured part of their pallid coun- 


tenance.” 


DEAR, KIND OLD Mr. FuN,— 
This note comes hoping you are well; 
But we're not so at present, and the reason we will tell— 
We’ve endured enough to make us ill—enough a sain/ to vex; 
But we know with us you 'll sympathize, for you adore our sex. 


We always thought that Frenchmen were so awfully polite, 
Especially to ladies (which of course is only right) ; 

Of their courtesy and polish we a high opinion held; 

But one of whom we've lately read that notion has dispelled. 


Monsieur Max O'Rell’s the Jerson whose vile s/anders we'd reveal; 
He has just produced a dru‘a/ book, called ‘‘ John Bull et son Ile,” 
And the manners of the English he therein pre/en 7s to draw— 

Why, such falsehood and such ignorance, dear FUN, you never saw! 


He grumbles at the sights and shows of this our 7o/.7 town, 

And says the men here ‘‘ play for wives ’gainst stakes of half a crown ;” 
But, worse than all, he vows that we, the /adies of this land, 

Are ‘‘ plain” and even ‘‘ ugly,” which is more than we can stand. 


Ife dares to say our faces ‘‘ want expression,” and our eyes 

‘* Lack piquancy and lustre”—that, in fact, we’re /rigats and guys ; 
He says our teeth are ‘‘long, and when we laugh they all protrude,” 
| And that, ‘‘like a big rhinoceros, our gums may then be viewed.” 


He asserts we’re mostly ‘‘ hideous” (that’s courteous, is it not? 
His nation ought to guillotine the monster on the spot) ; 

Our noses he declares are ‘‘red,” on ‘‘ pallid” faces placed. 
There, what is your opinion of this mode of French ¢aste? 


We could have pardoned his attack on certain of our ways, 

| His scorning of our statues, of our parties, and our plays ; 
But to /ide/ English ladies, and to dare to hint they’re p/ain 
Clearly shows he’s either dardarous or hopelessly zmsane. 


About the French and Mr. Shaw there’s been a deal of fuss, 

| But what about the z#su// this French scribbler’s offered ws 7 

| Our Government will surely make the French afologiz: 

For one whose rash remarks but prove he’s mever used his eyes. 
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“The CLEAN Black Lead.” 
JAMES: sou weoat | May HE 


Successive awards ¢ 

for Excellence of R C U | A R 
Quality and 

Cleanliness in use, 





BLACK LEAD) frmcircrrms, tm met | dton of See 


sounded by anew process. Six Prise Medals awarded. 


Se ae MT SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 


BEWARE of Worthless Imitations. 
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Cocoa thickens in the 
cup, it proves the ad- 
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Femimer Ann.—“* LuCK¥Y? ’Ow?” 


FICKLE. 


Mary Fane.—‘‘LOR! ’ow LUCKY! ’ERE COMES MY YOUNG MAN WITH ONE OF THE CALVARY.” 
Mary Fane.—‘' Wy, YER SEE, I’M A-GIITIN’ TIRED OF THE HINFANTRY!” 








ing to earn his daily bread,” 


fast in a minute, but I must finish this paragraph.” 
‘* What is it? Have the Ministers resigned ?”’ 


per. 
*€ Have the Irish blown up the Mansion House?” 
Mrs. Blunderberry, engrossed in the news, made no reply. 


the latest telegrams with even more than his usual eagerness. 


peated; ‘I never heard anything like it.” 


out.” 





THH BLUNDERBHRRYS AT BRHAKFAST. 


‘* No breakfast ! no newspaper!” growled Mr. Blunderberry, scowling | 
round the room as he entered hurriedly, and evidently in a bad temper. | 
“‘If you think you’re ornamental, Mrs. B., perhaps you'll group your- | 
self as the Three Graces on the mantelshelf, or pose as the Tinted Venus | 


**Oh, Solomon, I’m so sorry; but—but—there ’s something so inte- 
resting in the newspaper this morning, and you know how seldom I have | 
time to read it, and if you'll only ring the bell you'll have your break- | 


Mrs. Blunderberry shook her head without lifting her eyes from the 


‘* What is it, ma’am ? Don’t you hear me? It is your husband speaking. 
Have the French cutacanal? Have the English bored atunnel? Have 
the Egyptians paid their debts? Can’t you speak, woman?” and Mr. 
Blunderberry snatched the paper from his wife’s hands, and pored over | 


‘* Not there—not there ; over leaf!” gasped Mrs. Blunderberry, as | 
with trembling hand she essayed to direct his attention to the paragraph 
which had so deeply interested her. ‘‘ It’s terrible—terrible !’’ she re- 


‘*It it’s anything like you, Mrs. B., it ought to be the terror of the 
neighbourhood. If you were only painted red, with a knob between your 
shoulders, you'd be a first-class patent fire alarm. What is this fearful 
intelligence which has shaken the female Blunderberrg to her very centre? | 
What is this startling news which sends the male Blunderberry empty to 
his toil? Nerve yourself—pull yourself together, madam, and point it 





*‘There,”’ cried Mrs. Blunderberry, tearing the newspaper inher de- | Not A Bone-y Fipe Business,—The recent proposal to exhume the 
sire to turn it inside out, and with quivering finger she pointed toa | 


paragraph in small type, ‘‘ There !”’ she repeated triumphantly as she sank 
back exhausted in a chair. 

Mr. Blunderberry’s eyes followed the directing digit, as he read 
aloud, ‘‘ ‘Extraordinary shower of frogs at Little Wonderton.’ Gracious 
‘*Is this your marvellous intelligence? 


in the centre of the front grass-plot, but if you are more disposed to figure | Is this the thrilling news which has robbed your husband of his break- 


as useful, you had better see that your lord and master is not sent starv- 


powers, madam !”’ he roared, 


| fast? Is it ¢éés which has reduced you to your present condition of limp 
imbecility ?”’ 
| Isn't it terrible?” asked the good lady in an awed whisper. ‘'A 
shower of frogs! And Parliament not sitting |” 
|  **No, ma’am,” said Mr. Blunderberry with forced calmness; ‘‘ there 
| never és a shower of frogs when Parliament is sitting, They daren’t 
| shower ¢hen, Mrs. B.” 
|  ** But,” inquired his better half, doubtingly, ‘‘but how do they know 
when Parliament 
| “How do they know!” interrupted Mr. Blunderberry with a shout, 
_ “*they know it by that intuitive genius peculiar to frogs—and Mrs, 
| Blunderberry; they jump to conclusions, ma’am. Frogs, Mrs. B., 
when in showers, are nearly related to the sea-serpent, and gigantic 
gooseberries are their customary diet. 
band, Mrs. Blunderberry, for he gets no breakfast. ring me a sea-ser- 
pent steak with frog trimmings and gooseberry sauce. Fetch me a six- 
| legged sheep, serve me a well hung mare’s nest. A pair of wings and a 
croak would fit you complete as a full-fledged gull, Mrs. Bluaderberry, 
and you'd only want newspaper stuffing then to be admirable food for 
the mind.” 
Then her lord of creation left the house, slamming the door after him, 
and went in search of a breakfast on his way to the City. 
‘**With a rowley poly gammon and spinach, heigho! says Anthony 
Rowley,’” hummed Mr. Blunderberry defiantly, while the wife of his 
bosom watched him through the garden gate with tears in her eyes, 





They are luckier than your hus- 








remains of the Bard of Avon. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

AS it not Mr. John Hollingshead’s very self 
who wrote a philippic in a prominent montbly 
concerning heavy stage furniture? It is no 
reflection (although a glass 7s concerned) upon 
that gentleman, of course, that what migbt 
have been a very serious accident should 
happen to the stage furniture of the Globe, a 
theatre under his management, but it looks 
something like what is called ‘‘the irony cf 
events ;” at any rate *‘the glass” went down 
in a manner not altogether desired or desir- 
able, perhaps. The accident having hap- 
pened is the best safeguard against its hap- 
pening again, and audiences and actors may 
possess themselves of equable minds on thst 
point, I fancy; but it is none the less unne- 
cessary to flippantly advertise that it has cost 
the management only “fifteen shillings.” So 
much the luckier for the management if that 
isso. But had it not happened that the three 
members of the company on the stage were happily at some distance 
from the falling chimneypiece and pier-glass, it might have ‘‘cost” 
any of those members a life or a limb, or at least a broken head, and the 
management—some remorse: splintering glass is not matter for jocu- 
larity. The carelessness or misfortune in fixing the piece is none the 
less because no one happened to be underneath it when it fell, 


Tue Girone. —A ‘Suing’ 
THAT EVERYBODY WANTS 
To ‘*KICK UP. 


Mr, Grundy’s piece, Zhe Glass of Fashion, with the one defect cf 
being rather long, is both a good piece, and to all appearance a success- 
ful one, conditions which it is scarcely necessary to say do not always 
run in double harness. 

The dialogue is smart Bren, 

and clear, and one SS DEY 
character, the society Sei <—_ 

paper editor, brings OY et * = 

the prying ‘‘news- ' ! 

paper man” type of 

person up to date very 

effectively and freshly, 

overdrawn somewhat, 

[ daresay, but near 

enough to nature to 

make its humour real, 

The story is a trifle 

strained, perhaps, but 

not seriously so, and 

the interest is well 

kept up; the con- 

struction of the third 

act isan extremely clever piece of stagecraft. The principal acting weight 
fails upon Miss Lingard and Mr. Beerbohm Tree, and both acquit them- 
selves admirably, Mr. Tree being fitted with one of those broken English 
parts in which he particularly excels, The remaining characters make 
no very serious demands upon the performers, and except for the bustling 
bit of character—the brewer who buys the society paper—by Mr, J. L. 
Shine, and the ever-excellent comedy of Miss Lottie Venne in a subordi- 
nate part, it need only be said that they are pretty equal to the occasion, 
and the performance is in every way deserving of the success it bids fair 
to obtain. With no special scope, the scenery by Messrs. Spong and 
Perkins merits all praise. Besides playing her part with excellent skill 
and ability, Miss Lingard, I believe, designed her own very beautiful 
and appropriate dresses, N.B.—A piece of 
hypercriticism—is not green baize a rather 
unusual material to use as a preservative cover- 
ing for a crayon drawing? 


The Promenade Concerts are extraordi- 
narily successful this year ; the ‘‘ concerting ” 
is so good, indeed, and attracts such crowds, 
that promenading is merely a euphemism, I 
was in the Floral Hall the other night (I just 
managed to get in), and there was hardly 
room for the smoke of our pipes and cigars, 
and as for our drinks, we had to swallow 
them out of the way, or there wouldn't have 
been room to move. The best of singers— 
Miss Warnots, Miss Mackenzie, Mr. Maas, 

Tur Giose.—Suity ann Mr. Vernon Rigby, and so on—have held the 
FROWNY. platform ; and with an excellent orchestra, 

many military bands, Mr. Reynolds on the 

cornet, Mr. Dubrucq on the oboe, and a lot of clever people constantly 
cropping up too numerous to mention or carry in the mind all at once, 








Mr. Thomas keeps on energetically bidding for public favour—and get- 


A novel swimming 
race — ‘‘across the 
Thames and back” 
—was held at the 
North Woolwich 
Gardens last week, 
under the auspices of 
the London Swim- 
ming Club.  Criti- 
cism on swimming is 
not exactly within my 
province, but I take 
the opportunity of 
adding my mi‘e of 
approval and encou- 
ragement to this 
club for the immense 
service it has done, 
and is doing, to the 
community by its gratuitous teaching of this art, which ought to be the 
second nature of we islanders—but isn’t. 


Tue Giosr.—TREE TREE'D; veRY (O’)REILLY-ING. 7 


Sef, an adaptation by Mr. G. W. Godfrey 
of Mr. Edmund Yates’ novel, ‘‘ Kissing the 
Rod,” will, it is stated, be the opening piece 
at the Court. Messrs, Clayton and Cecil, 
the new partners in the management, have 
surrounded themselves with a goodly com- 
pany, and I look forward to every success for 
Self and partners. 


Bluebeard is back at the Gaiety, and every- 
body says the ‘‘mashers”’ are pleased ; it is 
on record that they bluebeard awfully when 
it went away, but they have dried their eyes 
now and put eyeglasses in ’em, so all is well. 


Tue Giose.—A Nore- 
OBIOUS PERSON. 


The promising young Shakespearian ac- 
tress, Miss Alleyn, is engaged for the Birth- 
day performances at Stratford-on-Avon this 
year. Miss Alleyn has worked hard, I am told, ever since she joined 

the profession, and though the road to fame 
may be long, she may be assured it is not 
Alleyn without a turning. 


Mr. Currans takes his benefit at the Imperial 
on Saturday ; give the news due Curransy. 


Taking an occasional dive into provincial 
theatrical circles is not uninteresting. You can 
mightily please yourself on occasion by picking 
out one member at least of a company as a sub- 
ject for approval and prophecy, saying to your- 
self, ‘*This person is clever, this person will 
attain fame, London and large salaries await 
this person.” Then you keep quiet about it 
awhile, and if your prophecy comes true you 
say, ‘‘I told you so,” and get quite overbearing 
about it; while, if it is a failure, you never say 
a word, but lock yourself in a back room and blush with chagrin. For 
reasons of my own (which wild horses shall not drag from me) I went to 
see Mr. Hamilton's Moths in the country the other day, and, besides 
Miss Helen 
Mathews 
(whose fame 
is made) there 
is a young lady 
in that com- 
pany bearingan 
honoured thea- 
trical name,ard 
playing Fuschia 
Leach, whose 
capabilities 
point—but per- 
haps I'd better 
only prophecy 
to myself. 


THe GLone.—THE 
AUGHTY COoLONEI. 


THe Garety.—BLvesgARD Home AGAIN—HomeE my! 


The Opera Cloak is on; there’s something in it too. NESTOR. 


a 
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Mossoo and the Heathen Chinee, 
(A Duet or a Duel). 


MOssoo : 


Regard a meek peace-loving Gaul, 
diane a anceahetel teak 

And say, ‘‘ Don’t it fairly appal, 

To see heathen spirit so small, 
And heathendom’s rancour so rank ?” 


CHINEE: 


We deemed the barbarian’s ire 
Was sated ; we said, with a smile, 
‘* Such slaughter must even them tire, 
We'll have now our one dear desire, 
That ’s peace ’’—we are so void of guile. 


Mossoo : 


But, sacre! one can’t let a low 
Celestial go look and talk big, 

When our special function ’s to crow— 

Whom Czar called cocks long ago— 
While he’s but the tail of a pig. 





CHINEE: 


Is Europe to diddle us quite, 
Because they illumine the sky 

With novel electrical light ? 

They ’ll find that, suppose we can’t fight, 
We can—and we will—neatly lie ! 


Mossoo : 


Lt nous,—as to nous in that line, 
We're not a bad hand at a cram: 
Look here, to provide you with wine 
For nothing is all our design— 
We don’t want a bit of Annam } 





CHINEE: 


We love you, we long for you, come! 
Each mandarin treat as a mat, 
Beside you we're pitiful scum. 
I don’t quite opine for a Aum 
You can in a hurry beat that ! 








Bankrupt Shrubb. 


WHAT, Mr. Shrubb is bankrupt? There’s the rub; 
Let’s hope there's nothing “ rummy" in this “* shrub.” 























—t— 


“LITTLE PITCHERS,” 4c. 





Auntie.—‘* WiLL BERTIE TAKE HIS POWDER NOW IF AUNTIE COVERS 


IT WITH BEAUTIFUL JAM?” 
Bertie. —“‘1’D RAVER TAKE THE BOO'FUL JAM, AUNTIE, WIVOUT THE 


POWDER.” 
Auntic.—QOuH, BUT THE JAM WITHOUT THE POWDER WOULDN’T DO 


YOU GOOD, DEAR!” 
Bertie. —** We_t, Mk. MASHER SAID '0O WAS REAL JAM, AUNTIE, 


AN’ HE SAID '0O0 WOULD BE NICRR IF ’OO WASN’T COVERED WIV Powper.” 








What shall we do with our Boys? 


IDEAS RECEIVED BY ‘* Fun,” 
‘€ JOHNNIE ” writes, ‘‘ Make ‘chappies’ of them.” 


‘*LORD MASHERVILLE” suggests, ‘‘ Send the beggaws, aw, on the | 


stage.” 


**OscaR WILDE” ventures, ‘* Teach them how to exist beautifully.” 
‘O'DONOVAN Rossa” hints, ‘‘ Begorra! let ’em join the Brother- 
hood.” 


‘*COMMON SENSE” wants them to ‘“‘join the British army, so as to | 


swell its numbers into respectability.” 
‘* BRADLAUGHITE ” asks, ‘* What do we want with them?” 

‘* FELLOW-STRUCK ” says that they should be taught how to escort a 
lady to the theatre, and then perhaps the ladies would look after them. 
** LAZYBONES S” idea is that begging should be unpenalized ; and 

‘“*FuN” agrees with ‘‘A FATHER OF Five YounG Sons,” ‘Give 


them an education and a ten-pound note.” 





Marwoodisms, 
SURPRISE has been expressed in certain pe that there should 
have been so many candidates for the post of public executioner ; but, 
after all, it is only in the nature of things that such an office should have 


lots of hangers-on. 
They say that a morbid craving to perform the duties of the scaffold 


dropsy. 





Directly the late Mr. Marwood had departed this life, the soose was | 


in everybody's mouth ; before, it was under a good many chins. 





| Prince Alexander had signed a manifesto ap 


Now they’re Rappee, 
THE paupers of the South Dublin Union have just been indulged with 
a daily allowance of snuff. It was found that the old women used to 
employ coal ashes for titillating purposes, and the mer ground up stones 
and clay as the best substitute for ‘‘ Grimstone’s,’’ to the serious detri- 
ment of their health in both cases. This fact was of course betrayed by 
the ashy pallor of the ladies; while the old gentlemen, when remon- 


| strated with upon their practices, answered only with a stony stare in- 


dicative of much depression of S.P.rits. Workhouse Boards have not 
generally been credited with overmuch sagacity or smartness, but in con- 
ceding their inmates the coveted facility for tickling their nostrils the 
guardians of this Dublin Union have certainly shown that they are “up 


to snuff.”’ 


A Ootton Oorner. 
‘‘ THE Chinese” (says a daily) ‘‘clothe themselves entirely in cotton.’’ 


The Chinese—peculiar elves !— 
Don cotton whene’er they 've the chance ; 
But, though they may cotton themselves, 
They don’t seem to ‘‘cotton”’ to France ! 





Foreign Intelligence. 


On September the 5th a telegram from Sofia announced the fact that 
inting a Commission to 


is the symptom of a diseased mind; if so, the disease must be a sort of | elaborate a new Constitution for Bulgaria, and a day er two after came 


another telegram, stating that the Prince was a prisoner in his own 
palace. Evidently the man to reign in Bulgaria must have a re narkably 


strong constitution. 
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AN OPPORTUNITY. 


bc eitaien tate nase aiid cdtees Gamghe, speed ool sromantto tatiunes by 
i ve ing, as was tag y the 
sale of life annuities. An investigati at tecraions lately made by Mr. Fin- 
laison, Actuary of the National Debt, has, however, led to the unpleasant discovery 
that, so far from the business having been a profitable one, the has, since 
it was commenced, 1858, been a loser to the extent of no less than £110,000. This 
revelation has falien like a thunderbolt upon the Corporation, who laboured under the 
impression that a large profit was being made.”— Newspaper. 


I HATE finance, 
And my roving glance 
Exceedingly seldom ventures 
To the that treats, 
In our daily sheets, 
Of interest—calls—debentures ; 
I state at once 
I’m the sheerest dunce 
At the easiest computation ; 
Yet I seem to feel 
I should like to deal 
With the Manchester Corporation, 


I shame to think that I even shrink 
From the notion of all investing, 

From abject dread of the ‘‘ longer head ” 
That ’s ever intent on ‘‘ besting.” 

I fear the set that are sure to get 
The best of the calculation ; 

But it’s more than queer that I feel no fear 
Of the Manchester Corporation. 





The average mind 
Of the sort designed 
For sedulous lucre-spinning, 
Would e’en be shocked 
To be overstocked 
With qualities sweet or winning ; 
But balm we find 
To the wearied mind 
That ’s driven by spoliation 
To wild disgust, 
In the simple trust 
Of the Manchester Corporation. 





I'll wear a green and an artless mien, 
Suggestive of just inclinings, 

And seek that guild with its mind unfill'd 
With sordid and deep designings ; 

With guileless grin I will enter in 
To commerce’s fond relation— 

Jd est (** that is”) I will do some biz.— 
With the Manchester Corporation. 


I'll just explain 
That the guild will gain, 
And grow in the promptest manner 
Extremely rich, 
By the scheme of which 
I pose as the artless planner. 
My _ 1’ll clog 
With an ounce of fog 
And an atom of complication ; 
And I'll bet my wit 
That I make a bit 
From the Manchester Corporation. 











THe person who said that a man is a cooking animal, didn’t know 


| anything about it. If he'd seen us trying to grill our humble bloater the 
other morning, he 'd have thought differently, 





KNICKNAOKS, 


In the whole vocabulary of legal twaddledom, we know of no more ob- f. 


jectionable phrase than that of yielding to ‘sudden temptation.” The 
** sudden temptation ” 

Ps ; er Sis PHOS plea at late has been 

dt i % t 

'y} Yaw ¥) 00 frequently urged 

ae 


by counsel, on behalf 

SR RE. of their criminal 

a argh FE: clients, with strangely 
a persistent garrulity, 
Suppose any lawyer, 
eminent or otherwise, 
went to an illustrious 
dentist, and requested 
the practitioner to 
scale his front teeth, 
and that the muscular 
renowned pullist of 
teeth most abruptly 
took it into his head 
to extract an attractive 
legal molar from his 
patient’s mouth, plead- 
Se ing at once ‘‘sudden 
me) $) “ks Bp temptation ”—and re- 
ae oe EX marking flippantly, 
Tan ** Just the sized tooth 

I want for Lady B.’s 
set I’m finishing "— 
what would the lawyer think of the excuse? We should not like to dine 
with a counsel who, on catching his eight-year-old son shooting the 
contents of his maiden aunt’s snuff-box into a tureen of turtle soup just 
before dinner, wouldn’t even keep a Lord Chief Justice guest waiting 
while he explained the error of that child's ways to him privately in 
the library, notwithstanding the infantine plea of ** sudden temptation.” 
It was refreshing to hear that Commissioner Kerr last week put down 
his foot heavily upon ‘‘sudden temptation” babble, and speak sternly 





Piha) nh 


’ a 
4° 


about what Ae stigmatized ‘‘intolerable talk of counsel.”” The legal } 


gentleman’s head which graces this column is not a mammoth likeness 
of the Commissioner, it has the slightest connection with Mr. Keith 
Frith and his comfréres. It is intended as typical of Justice annoyed 
with them, 


GENERAL Booru has recently asserted in Exeter Hall that he ‘* would 
pay at any theatre to be allowed to havea ‘go’ at the audience between 
the acts of a play.” Possibly some enterprising manager will close with 
him, in which case we predict that a converted ‘‘masher,’’ making a 
clean breast of his bad doings, will eventually score a big success for the 
** General,” and be listened to with considerably more attention even 
than the charming converts who drew so splendidly on the occasion 
of ‘* General” Booth’s offer—we allude, of course, tothe gentlemen who 
addressed the meeting under these oms de guerre, published in all the 
dailies, but which a deadly dread of profanity prevents our reprinting. 


SHOULD the practical ‘‘ General ” and the players really ever come into 
professional contact with each other, the commander-in-chief of our Sal- 
vation Army may discover how affably ready his brother pros will be to 
**have a go” at Ais expense, either during or after business hours. 


THEATRICAL matters are manifesting lively signs of prosperity in 
France at present. The new Parisian rea/istic drama is to be entitled 
Les Pavillons Noirs; ou, La Guerre de Tonquin, From the ghastly ex- 
pression of alarm and surprise depicted on the bronzed countenances of 
the English and French railway servants officiating between the United 
Kingdom and the capital of /a de//e France, a report has been dissemi- 
nated to the effect that numbers of courteous but wild-looking Commu- 
nists are rapidly passing from England to France whose luggage consists 
of remarkably small bags. These persons, we opine, must be deserving 
businesslike managers of British theatres, who, in their hurry to secure 
original adaptations of Zes Pavilions Noirs, have dashed cff towards a 
foreign land without taking time to use either ‘‘ Pomade Hongroise”’ or 
** Bloom of Roses” in the orthodox managerial manner, hence their un~ 
tamed, undomesticated appearance, to the well-regulated eyes of both 
English and Continental railway officials may have given rise to the 
Communistic canard. 


A CONTEMPORARY states that the French gentleman who bas arranged 
the latest realistic drama rejoices in the glittering name of CHAMPAGNE, 
a cognomen ferhaps adopted to insinuate that his drama keeps pace with 
the gassy intoxication shown in the production of the original French 
national tragedy upon which he has based his piece, i.¢c., Black Flags ; 
or, Lhe Tonquin War Thefis ! 
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“FAR FROM THH MADDING CROWD.” 
(See Cartoon.) 


WOULD you know how a very well-organized mind— 

That is, how its possessor—is able to find 
Relaxation ? 

Would you like to be told how great people unbend 

When their necks are let out of the collar, to spend 
A vacation ? 


The Queen at Balmoral seeks modified fun 
In the mists of the Highlands, escorted by one 
Of her daughters ; 
And at Baden the Prince, with sport, dinner,"and ball, 
Is pursuing a course that the euphemists call 
“ Drinking waters.” 


On the deck of the good Pembroke Castle there sits 
Mr. Tennyson, playing some jovial bits 

On a fiddle ; 
And the Premier, getting quite used to the sea, 
Starts dancing a hornpipe with evident glee 

Down the middle. 


Then the chiefs of the Tories are plotting the while 

To attack their opponents, no doubt in a style 
Unjudicial ; 

But whatever they do and wherever they range, 

Let us hope that for health they may all find the change 

Beneficial. 
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on the Premier 





THE GRAND OLD MARINER; 
OR, WILLIAM ON THE WAVES. 


(Mr. Fun thinks it right to inform the public that he does not believe the following rhapsody 
sea trip is by Mr. Tennyson, who is one of Mr. Gladstone’s fellow-passengers. 


It is evidently by some unscrupulous imitator.) 


WHO would not be 
A Premier bold, 
Restoring his “tone” 
By sniffing ozone 
On the breast of the sea, 
With plenty of gold 
Of his own? 


’T is I would be the Premier bold 
({f I were not Laureate, let us say) ; 


From St. Stephens’ Hall, where he rules with power, 


He has tripped away in a style quite gay ; 


Now mounting masts, and now climbing rocks, 


To inspect some ruinous castle-tower. 
Anon on the deck (with his scant grey locks 

Tossed about by the breeze from the sea), 

He capers about like a boy on a spree, 


Laughingly, chaffingly ! 
Away towards Oban goes the Grand Old Man, 
And little’s the “ green” you will see in his eye 


As he squats on the bowsprit merrily. 


Go, then, Age (for thee he knows not), though vast labour he has done, 
He possesses as good sea-legs, ay, as many a younger one. 


Still commanding is his collar, though with spray ’t is somewhat wet ;— 
And he’ll match the taunting Tories and the Irish howlers yet. 


E’en when not upon the sea, and he forsakes St. Stephens’ Hall, 
In the woods his axe does damage, and makes many an oak-tree fall, 


Long in St. Stephens’ Hall may he that fire and vigour show, 
With which he now surprises as we gaily seaward go. 


The G. O. M. keeps “ on the go 





* * * 


Upon the sea Bills fret him not, 


No worry he discovers ; 


Nor need he watch to give it hot 


To those Obstruction-lovers. 


And as he skips with many a prance, 


We vainly try to follow ; 


And when to run he gets a chance, 


He beats the youngsters hollow. 


With laugh and shout he jigs about, 
And ‘Ship ahoy !” keeps hailing ; 
No trace of feebleness or gout, 


At JJal-de-VWer no quailing. 


And so, though seventy-two or so, 


For Time he’s much too clever ; 


”? 


Yes, he’s as young as ever. 
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THE EVICTED TWINS. 
**A public meeting, to express indignation at ——, is to be held on Sunday next on —— Green” (or ** Cammon,” or ‘* Park,”) 
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WARBLES OF THH WHEE. 
Szet TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 
No. 12—A Sonc WHICH GOES~—DEE?P ENOUGH FOR ANYTHING. 


Arr—*' Down among the Dead Men.” 


1 , OW soon the 





They 've done, with praises genera/, 
The Gloucester Music Festival ; 

But interest is passing by,— 

Down among the dead men let them lie. 
Most folks were gratified, at least, 

To read about the Cutlers’ Feast ; 

And all the town with pleasure hears 
Of Brighton’s two projected piers ; 

But pass them over with a sigh, — 
Down among the dead men let them lie, 


The Booth, whom “‘ General” they dub, 
Has got the licence for his ‘* pub.;” 
And France and China seem to be 
Much less belligerent, you ree ; 
Bulgaria’s Prince must mind his eye, 


people change 
their views 


pe tert 

news ! 

to-day ren = 
eager for the 
tale, 

To-morrow 
cast aside as 
stale. 

It’s had its 
turn, its day’s 
gone by,— 

Down among 
the dead men 
let it lie. 

They tell us 
now—the 
saints be 
praised |— 

Port Said qua- 
rantine is 
raised ; 


Or down among the ‘‘dead”’ men soon he'll lie. 


Croatia yields alarming news ; 

The G. O. M. is on a cruise ; 
Salvation Armies lure, they say, 
Night scholars from the schools away ; 
But all this news is passing by,—- 
Down among the dead men let it lie. 


Although at large for some time past, 
Some burglars have been caught at last ; 
And let us hope, ’twixt I and you, 

That all of them obtain their due ; 

Of course the crimes they all deny, — 
Down among the dead men let them Hz. 


’T was talked about the other day 
That coal for engines must give way 
To some new fuel that’s to come— 
The refuse of petroleum ; 

This news as old you ll now decry,— 
Down among the dead men let it lie. 


We must include amid our notes 

The gallant work of Spanish boats 

In rescuing, some weeks ago, 

Our sailors at P es, you know; 

Let gratitude be warm and high, 

Nor down among the dead men let it lie. 


There comes the news, I'd now remark, 
Of Brighton's new and handsome park ; 
And news from Warwickshire they bring 
That they haye ta ‘‘Gipsy King.” 
It seems it was a sh try, — 

Down among the dead men let that lie. 
Miss Booth, the gay Salvationist, 

Has taken on her to resist 

Authority in Switzerland 

With what you ‘d call a highish hand. 
She ‘ll find that folks who thus ‘‘ defr. 


Down among the dead mea soon must lie. 





CONVSRSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


ication against which had placed and telegraph 
hes ‘one without the owner's consent, Mr. \Comulotionss Kerr oabed 
whey too plese Bd net cut Ge wires. The plaintiff s solicitor replied that he could 
not think of advising his client to take a course which might result in er to life 
and limb. But the Commissioner said that the plaintiff ‘‘ would not be liable for 
manslaughter” if any accident resulted from his cutting the wires. 
Mr. LAwer Byper. Here, Laytor ; you 've a minute to spare. I wish 
you would just lend me a hand with this—just up a stair or two—on the 
roof: that’s it—that coping-stone. Just lend a to heave it over. 
Mr. X. PostuGH-Laytor. No, Byder. You are my friend ; I would 
go through fire and water to serve you ; but what you now ask I cannot, 
cannot do! Beneath us seethes the busy Strand, with its myriad souls, 
its unflagging stream of humanity : it is the busiest hour. Oh, Byder! 
think what you would do: this great coping-stone, hurled from this dizzy 
height, would crush its thousands! Reflect upon the horror—upon your 
writhing and intolerable remorse—upon the wail of the bereaved—upon 
the measured tramp of the avengers of the law, mounting ever higher up 
the stairs to seize and bear you hence to the scaffold—upon the thousand 
and one disquieting contingencies of the state of affairs you would create 
—and pause! 
Mr. L. ByperR. My dear fellow, nothing of the kind. It’s all right 
—you’ll see. The horrors you describe would be contingent only upon 
its being my coping-stone. But it zs#’¢ mine; on the contrary, it has 
been left upon my parapet, entirely without my permission, by the work- 
men repairing the house next door. 
Mr. X. P.-LayTor. But that wouldn’t prevent its killing people, 
would it? 
Mr. L. Byper. Ob, why, no; of course not! But it—it makes it all 
right and comfortable, and that. There—just one more little sho—— 
if I can—ah! that’s it! There it goes! 
Mr. X. P.-Laytor. Oh, Byder! What, WHAT have you done? You 
have completely pulverized ten editors, three washerwomen, nineteen 
office boys, one omnibus, five cabs, forty-nine messengers, eighty-six re- 
porters, eleven special commissioners, and no less than one hundred and 
eight assorted members of the general public! The powder to which 
you have reduced them fills the air in clouds! Do you not writhe in 
horror at your crime? 
Mr. L. BypER. Not a bit of it !—it’s all right—there’s not the least 
cause for anx 
Mr, X. P.-Layror. Then, Byder, I cast ye off for ever! Hence from 
my bosom! I denounce ye! Stand off! 











Mr. L. ByperR. But, Laytor, hear one word. Don’t go on so. Here— 
hi! I am of the vile wretch you think me—I am mot amenable to the 
law. Read these remarks of Mr. Commissioner Kerr on the telegraph- 
pole case. 

Mr. X. P.-LayTor. What is this? Ob, Byder! forgive me the wrong 
I have done you! How cou/dI misjudge you thus? Can you pardon 
me? ... . By the way, I suppose itll make all the difference to the 
— of the pulverized ones when they know it was not your coping- 
stone 

Mr. L. BypER. Why, of course: they won't mind a bit then. Perhaps 
it would be only considerate in me to to call round and tell’em. Come 
along ; they wi// be so comf——-Ha! Horror! Whatisthis? Here is 
a gap in my coping—a void left by the absence of one stone. Oh! the 
gap corresponds in measurements to the stone I ti over—it fitted in 
here. Oh, leave me—leave me! Fly from mein horror! Avoid me 
like poison! Yes, there is the tramp of the avengers of the law mount- 
ing the stairs! They handcuff me, and drag me to my doom! But the 


most terrible of all to bear is the remorse. Ob, Laytor!—it was my 
copiog-stone ! 








Mr. GLADSTONE's CRUISE.—Does he? Well, then, as the Aemdroke 
Castle paddles, the rate of progression ought to be exceptionally rapid 
between the two. 

SHAKESPERIAN MOTTO for Mr, Basshenden, “‘ the celebrated bass.” | 
—**'To what dass uses are we come, Horatio!” 
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TURF CUTTINGS 


To THe EpiTor or “ Fun.” 


S1r,—Business first, Sir, of course, and pleasure after, I | 
shall therefore postpone my little bit of well-merited self- | 
laudation (the only kind of laudation I ever indu'ge in, I | 
assure you, so abstemious am I in the matter) over my Leger | 
success, until I have given my | 


TIP FOR THE AYRSHIRE HANDICAP. 


’T isa’t often that the Bard 
(Otherwise the O/d Man) 
Fiads selecting winners hard— | 
He would be a bold man, 
Such a *‘ one” who told, man. | 


Ne’ertheless the Aged Chap 
Fain would be revealing, 
With the Ayrshire Handicap 
Comes ‘‘a sort of feeling,”’ 

Gently o’er him stealing. 








But he braces up his nerves 
(Brandy suits these cases, 

And the Ribbonite observes 
In the Bard the traces 
Of a fair of braces }), 


And with his determined air 
Starts prognostication, 

And you ’ll find he’s stiil *‘all there,’’ 
With vaticination 
Favouring Vibration. 





But once more his mind he’ll bring 
(Ere again he ‘‘ mixes ”), 
Shrewsbury for second string 
Is the one he fixes, 
Or it’s in the sixes. 


There you are. And now for the Leger. Did you ever, in | 
your long course of experience of the Old Man’s unfailing | 
straightness, see anything so straight as that? Read the first | 
verse ; doesn’t that point unmistakably to Ossian and High- | 
land Chief—absolute first and third? And, as if that wasn’t | 
enough, didn’t I further remark: ‘* Take to old Ossian, the | 
singer of Thule (and Ossian can never sing small), the Chief, | 
and you'll discover you’ve made a big haul.” I should | 
think so; and am, Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, | 
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AN APROPOS REMARK. 


Fones's Young Lady (accompanied by her A fianced),—"' YES, IT 1S REALLY 
A VERY DELIGHTFUL COUNTRY,” 

Elderly Pcrty.—‘‘It BE, Miss, AND THEY DO SAY AS HOW THIS ’ERE 
IS THE MOST EMBRACING PLACE ALONG THE COAST.” 


[Fones and his Young Lady consider the chservation rather personal, 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND THE MARQUIS TSENG. 


On hearing that a war with China was likely to break out, I at once 
took the precaution, Sir, of locking up my china pantry, and taking 
charge myself of the key, for I felt there was quite enough china put 
hors de combat in my household as it was. 

My next step—on finding that the Marquis Tseng, who had, so to 
speak, been ‘'m(e)andarin” about between London and Paris for the 
past fortnight, was just then in our great city—was to call on this repre- 
— of the most important China and Tea Establishment in the far 

ast. : 
No sooner had I been ushered by an almond-eyed attendant into 
the audience chamber than the aroma of fragrant green tea which filled 
the apartment suggested to me my opening remark, and so, advancing 
to meet the wondering Marquis, who at once came into the room, I ob- 
served, with an interrogatory sniff, “‘ Ah, Marquis, there is, then, already 
the scent of ‘gunpowder’ in the air, I perceive?” iy : 

** Welly good, welly good !” returned his Excellency, pg me ami- 

cably in my fifth rib with his fan: ‘‘ me likee funny man first chop.” After 
which well-meant expression he informed me it would be necessary for 
him to continue the interview thus begun en route to Folkestone, as he 
had just been ordered off to Paris. 
_ It was impossible to talk during the ride to Charing Cross, but once 
in the saloon carriage, I expressed my surprise that China should have 
failed to please France. ‘‘ Why, I should have thought, Marquis,” I 
added, ‘‘that you could have suited her to a tea!” 7. 

**So we could,” exclaimed the eye ty of Pengrer te any” but, 
you see, France no likee tea, she plefelly coffee, y much so 

** Still,” I persisted, ‘*a China War is such a dreadful thing ! Only 
think of the ‘ porce-lain,’ and of the ‘rich slain’ also, for that matter ! 

‘* Exackelly !” returned the Marquis, again bringing his fan into use. 

‘But you see it not us dat wantee blake the piecee of China. We ally- 
ways livet piecee when we can.” 


** It’s France's doings, you may depend on that,’”’ observed an English 
diplomatist who had also come with us in order to snatch a hurried in- 
terview with the Marquis en” route, ‘and it all arises out of that Cochin 
China business.” 

** Quite so,” I remarked, running up my Extra-Special colours, so to 
speak, and nailing them to the mast; ‘‘I knew it was founded on some 
‘ poultry’ pretext.” 

‘* Ah,” joined in the worthy mandarin, shedding a red button or two 
as he chuckled to himself, ‘‘ me allyways say it was ‘ fowlee’ play.” 

Nerved to fresh efforts, I continued, turning to the English diploma- 
tist, ‘‘ If there is indeed a ‘ Coach’-in China question, I fear that events 
have reached a very precarious ‘stage.’ ” 

** You are right,” exclaimed the diplomatist, from whom I subsequently 
had the pleasure of receiving a year's subscription to FuN in advance, ® 
‘‘and it is for this reason,” he added, “that I fear that hostilities, if 
commenced, will be of a very Annamated character.” 

** And what else can you expect?” I asked, ‘‘ Even the silkworm 
ir fer a ee lied that silk ha lathe f 

“ i suppli ilkworm with a lathe for 
the sipeen,” chaerved the diplomatist, oracularly. 

Shortly after this, Sir, our conversation and even our thoughts were 
turned in a very different channel—the English Channel, in fact—and 
personally, the threatened war with China interested me no more. 

Even Marquis, about half-way across, I noticed, seemed to be sick 
of the subject. 

And I assure you that by the time we reached Boulogne I had not the 
slightest desire to bring it up again. 

“ No cheque or P.O.O. was enclosed.—Ep. Fuw. 
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Upon the sea sails William G——, 
The Captain of ‘The Commons” he; 
With ** hoisted slacks” about he tacks, 
And for a helm he has his axe. 





But as he braves the wobbling waves, 
To do more knots per hour he craves. 
** 1 ll woo the breeze,” thinks he, ‘‘ with these, 
So crowd all sail, oh, collars, please!" 


As this is said, lo! o’er his head, 

As “‘jibs,” his collars proudly spread. 
Then William G-——, in glorious glee, 
Goes scudding o’er the surging sea. 








Thespian Argument, 


THE papers say that a young lady who is anxious to ‘‘go on the 
stage ’’ bas recently addressed a long letter to an actor who is also an 
instructor of stage aspirants. From this letter the ra makes the fol- 
lowing curious extract :—‘* The only experience I have had is acting in 
everyday life. My whole life seems col clatien a part, and I am tho- 
roughly tired of doing it for no remuneration.” 

This reads very like the theatrical silly season, and if the edi‘or is 
really hard up for copy, we beg to present him with the following letters 
we have received, to which he is welcome :— 


**S1r,—I would like to go on the stage, I feel confident, as all through 
my life I have been ‘playing’ the fool, and have more often received 
payment in kicks than halfpence.—Yours truly, 

**J, P@LLINGTON,” 


*“*Dgar Sir,—I am sorry to trouble you, but could you get me an 
—— ? I have been up to now a bookbinder’s apprentice, and so 
am thorougbly accustomed to the boards. 

‘JOHN Pater PiecGits, Esq., Jon.” 


**‘Mr. Epitor,—Would you use your influence to get me on toa 
good West-end theatre, to take leading parts? I feel competent to do 
anything, as I have been in the habit of having a new ré/e for breakfast 
every morniog.— Very truly yours, ** MAGGIE SOUIRMS., 

‘* N,B.—My professional name will be Mabel St. Claire.” 





Meet it is, 

THE Licensing Justices at Stockton have warned the holders of 
licences in that town that they are bound to supply tea and solid refresh- 
ments when they are asked for. ‘‘ The word victual,” said the Chair- 
man of the Bench, ‘‘ means food, and not merely beer and spirits, which 
to some persons are nothing less than poisons.” Of course, if there is 
one place more than another where food would be required in the after- 
noon it is Stockton-on-Tees, and it is a ‘‘ public” scandal that hitherto 
it has not been obtainable from the licensed victuallers, We don’t 
know whether the chairman means that the publicans must provide 
meat teas, but we shouldn't wonder, as he seems to intend to be a bit of 
a Teeser at Stockton. 





NEW LBAVBES. 


The Theatre, The portraits this month are of Miss Marie Linden 
and Mr. John Hare. The literary contents are of the usual high cha- 
racter. 

The Squire. We can always have a pleasant time with Zhe Sguire. 

Tinsly’s. The contents are very varied and very good. 

Macmillan’s, ‘‘ Fortune’s Fool” comes to a conclusion. ‘‘ The 
Wizard's Son” goes on charmingly. 

The Century and St, Nicholas may always be equally commended and 
recommended, for they are always of equal merit. There is exquisite 
work in both. 

Household Words. ‘Fair and False” develops slowly, but there is 
much beyond that to interest and satisfy. 

Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy’s Own Paper, and Giri’s Own 
Paper, are all excellent. 

Summer Talk (‘‘Lostand Won’’). Summer talk is always pleasant ; but 
there is to be no more of it till next May. Cannot have it in winter. 

Pitman's Musical Monthly. The first number of this will appear on 
the First of October, and promises to be a very desirable publication. 

Phonography will be acceptable to shorthand writers. 

The Lark contains a third instalment of W. C. Bennett's songs, bal- 
lads, and poems—some of his best known and best. 





Poor Mary Ann! 


A MAN named Henry Bachelor has been committed for trial at York 
Assizes, charged with having committed bigamy by marrying Mary 
Marr, his wife Mary Ann being then alive. This is a complicated case. 
It is not easy to understand how a man can at one and the same time 
be married and a bachelor, or how, in either case, he could Mary his 
Marr—we mean, marry bis mother. 





Ir is stated that there are upwards of twenty thousand spurious sove- 

i now in circulation. We recommend this fact to the notice of 
Nihilistic and Socialistic fraternities, who would surely do better by 
hunting down and destroying great numbers of spurious sovereigns rather 
than one or two legitimate ones. 
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H-ARM-LESS. 


Sportsman (who has missed again ).—‘' 1 SAY, MUMBLES, THE BIRDS SEEM TO BE AFRAID OF MB,” 
Keeper.—** WELL, SIR, THEY DIDN’T OUGHT TO BR, FOR YOU NEVER ’URT ANY ON ’EM,” 








A VIRTUH GONH WRONG. 


“‘The London School Board have appointed an Instructor, whose main duty will 
be the giving of drawing lessons to the teachers already qualified by holding the South 
Kensington Certificate for Drawing. ‘ Last year the London School Board paid five 
hundred and eighty thousand pounds in salaries to teachers ; this year the amount 
will be greater. Yet these same teachers, who are hired at the highest market rates, 
are at once put under instruction after appointment in order that they may learn the 
very duties which they have been hired to perform.’ "—Standard. 

Tue Payer cast his weary eyes around, and groaned. 

**I defy you to get anything done thoroughly for love or money ; 
everything ’s scamped and done by halves nowadays, There’s no such 
thing as Thoroughness ; Thoroughness is dead and buried, and for- 
gotten,” 

Now, it happened that the Spirit of Thoroughness was hanging about 
clore by, and it took the direst offence at the remark. ‘‘ /’// soon let 
you know whether I’m dead, so I will!” it muttered; and off it went 
to carry out its threats. ” ° - 

“* Dear me!” said the Payer. 
building.” 

‘Ah, you may say that!” said Thoroughness, suddenly appearing. 
‘Every brick carefully scraped quite square with a sharp penknife, and 
finished with sandpaper, and French polished, and examined separately 
by a committee with a microscope, and adjusted in its place to the mil- 
lionth part of an inch by means of a special machine, a new machine for 
each brick. Skilled labour too—every bricklayer having to pass an 
examination in Greek and mathematics, and a special instructor to teach 
every bricklayer his work, and a special professor to teach every instructor, 
and a special expert told off to inspect the laying of each brick, and a 
Special overseer to write a report upon each brick from the account of 
tach expert. Ah! it’s a lovely job, the Board school; and I hear 
you ’re the gentleman who has to pay for it?” 

‘* Ye—ee—s, I’m afraid Iam!” said the Payer. ‘‘I like Thorough- 
ness, but——What are they doing inside? Why is this boy so hot? 
Why, he’s red-hot ; he has burnt my fingers! Look—he’s going to 

urst |” 


‘* There’s a magnificent place they ’re 
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ledge ; he’s a Board scholar; he’s preparing for the examiration— 
(there are three a week)—that’s why he’s red-hot.” 

‘* But here ’s a young man red-hot too—/¢ ’s bursting !” said the Payer, 

**Oh, yes 1” said Thoroughness ; “he’s preparing for his examina- 
tion—he’s the Teacher ; there ’s a special Teacher to every scholar, and 
a special Master to teach every teacher, and a special Examiner to exa- 
mine him three times a week y 

‘*Ob, if you please, that'll do for the present,” cried the unfortunate 
Payer. ‘* Why, the Master and the Examiner are red-hot and bursting too!” 

“Yes, they're preparing for their examination, We don’t scamp our 
work here, I can tell you. There’s a special Professor to teach each 
master, and a special Doctor to teach each professor, and a special 
Doctor-Professor to teach each doctor, and a special Over-Doctor-Pro- 
fessor to teach each doctor-professor. And, on the other hand, there’s 
a special Inspector to inspect each examiner, and a special Overseer to 
oversee each inspector, and a special Head-Overseer to head-oversee 
each overseer. So there ’s Thoroughness——” 

‘* Pity!” whined the poor Payer; ‘‘ don’t give me any more Thorough- 
nett do Ta dead and buried, am 1?” screamed Thorough dancing 

‘So I’m , am screa or 
round and pinching him, ‘‘Here you see the finished scholar a gib- 
bering idiot fromatoo-thorough dosing of Greek, Latin, Flower-Pain 
Sculpture, Hebrew, Thorough-Bass, Acting, Poetry, oS fp oma 
Astronomy, and Chemistry—there’s Thoroughness! And you'll have 
to pay thoroughly too.” 

he miserable Payer fell on his knees and howled for mercy. ‘I al- 

ways thought Thoroughness was a beneficent spirit,” he gasped. 

“‘Not always,” said Thorougbness; ‘I can be an evil one when I 
like, as you see,” 

‘Oh, what a fool I was to grumble when I was comparatively well 
off!” whimpered the abject Payer. “Do en leave the country at 
once, and never return. Oooh! Give me back my dear old slipshod- 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


INNIE PALMER (she has at- 
tained that altitude of celebrity at 
which the name-‘‘handle” is 
dropped, as in the cases of Shake- 
speare, Gladstone, Marwood, &c.) 
—Minnie Palmer, who is appear- 
ing at the Grand and Gaiety just 
now, is an excessively puzzling 
young person to write about cri- 
tically. She is pretty. (By the 
way, how many more young ladies 
are we to have from ‘‘the other 
side”’ heralded as ‘‘ the ‘‘ beauti- 
ful American actress” So-and-so? 
and when are we to have “the 
clever,’’ *‘ the artistic,” ‘‘ the fairly 
talented,” or something of that 
sort, So-and-so?) But to return 
to Miss Palmer. She is pretty, 
which inclines the susceptible 

writer of these lines to leniency ; she is vulgar, which induces the said 

writer to come down upon her like a load of bricks; she is undeniably 
clever, and that calls forth his admiration; she has little actimg ability 
in its strict sense, and that makes him sad; she has a rich and melodious 
voice, that soothes his savage breast ; she sings with dreadful tricks of 
exaggeration and utterly meaningless grimaces and antics (the main fault 
of her performance throughout), that make him grind his teeth; she 
plays with untiring vivacity, spirit, and earnestness, that quite ‘‘ carries 
him away ;”’ she speaks with an almost constant incorrectness of em- 
phasis and frequent indistinctness, that makes him ‘‘ slash ;"’ she dances 
with elegance, neat- 
ness, and finish, and 
that dancing makes 
him ‘‘ puff;” she ap- 
pears in an impossible 
pam and he sneers 
oftily ; she is an un- 
doubted, enormous 
financial success, and 
he grovels in the dust 
like the free-born 
Briton he is, 





Tus Granv.—Not ouitse THe CHEESE, 
puT A LITTLE PALMER-ZANY. 





What isa miserable 
**noticer” to do with ,; 
a subject like this? 
Miss Palmer is de- 
cidedly amusing; it 
is just a question in 
my mind whether she displays this faculty most in humorous or pathetic 
passages, but I am inclined to judge the balance as pretty equal : her 
vulgarity is no more than the vulgarity of excessive exaggeration and in- 
consequent grimace, and she would make an excellent ‘*‘ variety artiste”’ 
or *‘ nigger-melodist ” ofa rather superior type. ‘‘ Our artist” has over- 
drawn matters a little in the initial, perhaps, but when any demands of 
the *‘ acting” faculty are made upon her, the result is ‘‘ no effects,” and 
yet she is possessed of so much real talent that the thing is doubly exas- 
perating. If I dwell upon this matter a little, it is because I think it is 
almost time we were freed from the curious American o//a podrida which 
we have seen so much of lately, and the curi- 
ous American lady who enriches the humour 
of her songs by suddenly cocking her hat over 
her eyes, and waddling round the stage with 
a paralytic hitch of the elbows. 








The piece—My Sweethiart—in which Miss 
Palmer appears, although it will not bear 
close inspection, is raised a little above its 
class by the attempt to build up something 
like a consecutive story with some human in- 
terest in it. It is, on the whole, well acted. 
Mr. Charles Arnold, as a sort of Emmett- 
Jefferson - Rip-Van-Fritz-Winkle, acts with 
an unaffected earnestness and truth, and sings 
with taste and sweetness; Miss Helen Carroll 
proves herself an actress of ability by the 
ready tact with which she makes the most of 
the few points at her disposal, which are really 
excellently played; Mr. Philip Ben Greet 
resuscitates ‘‘ Dundreary,” hitch and all, with great success; and Miss 
Jane Grey, Messrs. Graham Wentworth, Haldane Crichton, and John 





Tue Granvp,—DUNDREARY, 
buT NOT DONE-DRBARILY 








S. Wood (the latter in a part by no means easy to get through grace- 
fully), fulfil all necessary requirements, But the great hit of the piece is 
unmistakably the queer bit of characterization Joe Shotwell of Mr. T. J. 
Hawkins—that was worth bringing across! It is delightfully quaint, 
fresh, and original—the impersonation I mean, I’m not exactly pre- 
pared to say as much for the character—and an exhibition of real art. 
It is obviously a careful study—possibly a portrait from a curious phase 
of life—and Mr. 
Hawkins has happily 
the power of express- 
ing his idea with con- 
summate skill; the 
very manner of his 
first entry strikes at- 
tention at once, and 
the bemused muddle- 
headed creature is 
expressed as a con- 
sistent whole down 
to his very walk, 
which is as bemused 
and muddle-headed 
as the rest of him. 





A new piece by 
Mr. H. W. William- 
son, entitled Fate’s Decree, was produced on the 17th at Astley’s, under 
the management of Messrs. Borley and Munro. I’ve not had an op- 
portunity of seeing it yet, but I hear good reports. 


THe GRAND.—MiIss CARROLL SINGS SMALL. 


Messrs. Moore and Burgess celebrated the eighteenth birthday of their 
uninterrupted season at St. James’s Hall with ec/d¢ on the 18th inst. 
Mr. Moore ‘‘spoke a piece,” in the course of which he gave some 
amusing instances of his method of recruiting for his company, and a 
varied programme of the usual character was gone through with regular 
** Moore and Burgess” spirit. 


A Clerical Evror, the clever little piece by Mr. H. A, Jones, which 
was so successful on its first production that its title threatened at one 
time to become part and parcel of his name, is about to be revived at 
the Princess’s with Mr. Speakman in Mr. Wilson Barre'‘t’s original part 
of the old clergyman, Mr. George Barrett as Perry, Mr. Neville Doone 
as Dick, and Miss Helen Vincent as Minnie, Mr. H. A. Jones is one 
of the pleasantest writers the A. Jones ! 


Mr. Gilbert’s new piece for the Savoy is understood to be to some 
extent founded on Tennyson’s Princess, and will appear somewhen in 
November. It is expected that there will be a Tenor-sonian flavour 
about the music of Sir Arthur on the first Koight, 


Madame Franziska Ellmenreich appears for the first time in England 
this (Wednesday) morning at the Gaiety; from the number of foreign 
actresses that appear at this theatre 
it might well be called the ‘* Gaiety 
of nations,” 
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Le Droit ad’ Ainesse, produced at 
the Nouveautés some eight months 
ago, has been adapted to the En- 
glish (and Comedy Theatre) stage 
under the title of Fa/ka. Miss 
Violet Cameron will play and sing 
the heroine, so that it is insured 
the best of-Falka-reers, 


The Court Theatre opens to- 
morrow (Thursday); don’t be 
Court napping. 


Mr. Charles Duval started a six 
weeks’ season at the St. James’s 
Great Hall on Monday last; let’s wish him a great haul. 


ASTLEY’s.—“‘ Fétr’s Decrees.” 


Mr. Henderson opens the Avenue on Wednesday next with Offen- 
bach’s Za Vie, which I trust to find extremely La-Vie-ble. 


The 300th representation of Rip Van Winkle took place at the Comedy 
on Saturday last. Yet another change has taken place in the ever- 
changing cast of this delightful piece. Mr. Brough, whose inimitable 


impersonation of the Vedders has been the talk of London, has departed, 
and Mr. Harry Paulton has taken his place with successful results. Miss | 
violet Cameron is also back. NESTOR. 
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Postponed Manifestoes. 


Paris has been waiting for the last fortnight for proclamations rom 
Philippe VII. and Napoleon V.—in vain. 


OH, no! we never mention it, 


But we have orders not to ‘‘split” 
E’en the most loyal word. 

With press and talk they hurry us 
The State to overset ; on 

But when they think we'll make a fuss, 
By Jove! they must forget. 


They must forget our cue is not 
To raise a loud alarm, 
But rather a likely lot 
To exercise a charm ; 
The charm that comes of hopes held out, 
The charm that’s in a bet ; 
Success it may be, or a rout, — 
We neither will forget. 


We'll take the flag that’s tricolor, 
Or that bleached lily-white, 
With universal suffrage score, 
And eke with small votes fight. 
We'll sing the Commune’s Marseillaise 
To loyal music set ; 
But what the one or t’ other says 
We promptly will forget. 


For waiting is our only plan, 
Wherefore we’re scarcely feared ; 

We wait the hour, we wait the man, 
And neither has appeared. 

We want to find the safest way 
The safest throne to get ; 

And when they’re found, that blessed day 
We won’t—at once— forget. 








Arcades (Ann)am-bo. 


A WRITER in a daily paper says that ‘‘the costume of the 
Annamese defies all attempts to discover the sex of the wearer.” 


The costume that the Annamese affect 
Is far from (Annam)ese-y to describe ; 
The difference of sex one can’t detect— 
See stories (s)ex-tant of this curious tribe— 
Moreover, too, we learn from this report, 
Their costume’s of ** A(n)nam-by-pamby ” sort. 

















Our name is often heard, —————s 
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CRABBED YOUTH AND AGE. 


Portly Philanthropist.—‘'‘ AND SO YOU ’RE OUT OF WoRK, EH? How’s 
THAT? 
NILE OFFENDERS,’ EH?” 

Urchin.—‘** No, SiR, NOT ME, 
OUR FOREMAN, AND HE’S ABOUT YOUR AGE—ANYTHINK BUT A JOOVE- 
NILE!” 


I TRUST YOU’RE NOT ONE OF THE GREAT ARMY OF ‘JUVE- 


I GOT THE SACK FOR OFFENDIN’ OF 








THE BLUNDBERBERRYS AT BRHAKFAST. 


‘* GIVE me something to engineer this potted beef with, can’t you?” 
growled Mr. Blunderberry savagely, as he flung from him the electro- 
plated butter-knife, bent double in his efforts to prise open the tin. 
“Think this hermetically sealed metal case only wants an Ali-Baba- 
Blunderberry to cry ‘Open Sesame’ to it? Fancy this chopped dog is 
going to jump out and bark if you whistle for it?” 

**I’m so sorry, Solomon ; wherever can the opener be? I saw the 
corkscrew the day before yesterday, I’m nearly certain.” _ 

‘*Ha!l ha! the corkscrew? Do you think the corkscrew is a weapon 
to subdue the fiery untamed cow? Got an idea in your head a button- 
hook is the implement to work a tin mine with? How much longer am 
I to be kept waiting for my breakfast ?” ——‘‘ Why, Solomon, see here. 
It was open all the time, only you woudd try it at the wrong end. F 
‘*Who’s going to eat it after it’s been turned topsy-turvy like that ? 
growled the master of the house. ‘* Why can't you label ithe thing 
‘Entrance round the corner’ when you stick it upside down? : 

‘* Now try some, there’s a dear,” said Mrs. Blunderberry soothingly, 
‘you don’t know how nice it is; and here’s a cup of hot coffee, and 
there are rolls, and here’s the newspaper—have you read the paper? 

_ “Read the paper, ma’am? Gracious powers! do you suppose I pay 
sixpence a week fer a daily paper to read it? No, Mrs. B.; no. I use 
it for a dress-improver, I paste it on a frame and make kites of it, I roll 
it round me at night and sleep in it, glued together I cut boot-soles out 
of it, bleached and stiffened I wear it asa shirt-collar ; there are a thou- 
sand better uses for a newspaper than reading it.” 

‘* Now try some of this, do, there’s a dear,” said Mrs. Blunderberry, 





y + 4 , ¥ ye. Pe 
as she loaded her husband’s plate; ‘‘and here’s the Morning Fara- 
srapher, and here’s your coffee, just as you likeit. N ww cat a good 
Oreakfast and tell me all the news.” And Mrs. Blunderberry, radiant 


jane happy, resumed her seat. 





‘* Want me to sandwich the stock market between two slices of bread 
and butter?” asked her lord and master surlily, ‘* Do you think I’m 
going to sweeten my tea with a political leader, or spice this beef with a 
police report? Why can’t you read the paper for yourself?” 

‘‘You can explain it all so nicely, Solomon, Tell me, is Mr. Glad- 
stone still at—bless me! what és the name ?—-Thingummy Castle?” 

**If you mean the Elephant and Castle, Mrs, b., he is still staying 
there. He says he finds it so convenient for the tramcars, and so handy 
to be within easy distance of Spurgeon’s Tabernacle.” 

‘*No,” said Mrs. Blunderberry, scratching the tip of her nose with a 
piece of dry toast reflectively. ‘‘ No, I don't think it was the Elephant 
and Castle.” 

‘‘ Perhaps it was the Three Castles, where the tobacco comes from,”’ 
sneered her husband. 

‘‘ Three Castle? No—wait a bit—no, dear, not the Z4’rce Castle, 
but there was something in what I read about the /fore-castle.” 

‘*If you mean, ma'am—supposing that you have a meaning—that Mr. 
Gladstone has gone to sea in the Pembroke Castle” 

‘* Gone to sea in a castle? Oh, Solomon, don’t expect me to believe 
that! I know those horrid Americans have floating palaces, and I 've 
read of turret-ships; but a castle——” 

‘*T tell you what it is, Mrs. Blunderberry, you ’re so at home in sea- 
faring matters that you only want a quid and a horapipe to rig you out 
as an admiral; with a pivot-gun and a collision you'd be an ironclad 
complete. You just leave the Grand Old Man and the grand old ruin 
alone. You are more at sea than they are; and when you want to read 


| the newspaper, confine yourself to the births, deaths, and marriages.” 


Then Mr. Blunderberry made a bolt of his last mouthful, and down 


the garden-path, while the wife of his bosom, watching him from the 

window gs usual, murmured, — riow well be understancs everything, 
ass ; eetaies 7 " paper s 1. + e ‘4 ; gr? 

and how ever he is, ana ho Ay beautiful he ex} Allis | all ’ 
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EKNICKNACKS. 


‘Ip that theer Tennyson ’s a poet,” said an ancient mariner on board 
the Pembroke Castle, ‘* 1 respex poets in futur, for it’s my ’umble opin- 
ion, ina o’ wind, 
hatches _ batt’ned 
down, compass, 
binikle, an’ wenti- 
laters smashed, 
poop rails off, com- 
in’ nigh a question 
of pump or sink, as 
Muster Tennyson 
’ud jist sit down 
lamblike, and 
_ smoke, reskitin’ 
* werses now an’ 
* agin. Ah, sir!” 

continued the sea- 

man, ‘‘it ’ud ha’ 

done yer good to a- 

heer’d them beauti- 
ful lines wot he got 
out of his own head, 
an’ spoke plain on 
deck t’other night— 

I means suffin as he 

piped about ‘ The 
blackguards ripens in the dark, agin’ mine garding wall.’ I s’pose 
burglars was in his brain then. And then to see ’im a-puffin’ away at 
that extry-strong cut cavendish as he tackles in a short black clay. Why, 
there ain’t a man aboard as ’ud hev the pluck to blow a cloud with Ais 
baccy. Muster Gladsting may be a Grand Old Man; but, lor! he ain’t 
in it, sir, with Muster Tennyson—an’, as I sed before, if he’s a poet, I 
| Tespex poets in futur,” 





Now THAT the centenary of Dr. Johnson's death apprzaches, by all 
means let his admirers build a memorial to ‘‘ the Great Cham of Litera- 
ture;” but we fervently trust, when monumental subscriptions flow in 
freely, Dr. Johoson’s disciples will cease 
resuscitating tattered worn-out old anec- 
dotes concerning this rampant, roaring old 
gentleman’s eccentric doings and sourly au- 
tocratic sayings. 





THE suggestion that our soldiers shculd 
partake of a fish dinner once a week 
does not seem to have found favour in 
the eyes of ‘* Tommy Atkins.” A field. 
marshal, a drum-major, and several other 
gold-laced warriors inform us that the in- 
veterate hatred towards fish our gallant pro- 
tectors harbour, arises from a simple fact, 
viz,, in British inland towns red herrings 
are called ‘‘ soldiers”—in British seaport 
towns soldiers are called ‘‘ red herrings” ! 
Which species (herrings or soldiers) is most 
justified in feeling insulted by the use of 
these slang terms, involves a question 
springing from a problematical pasture on 
which we decline to browse. 





(Ro ee eee 


IrIsH accidents are generally supposed to emanate from the whisky- 

bottle. The O’Donnell-Carey casu- 
alty, however, does not seem to have 
sprung from any sort of ‘‘ flowin’ bole.” 
Our charmingly affable puddler has 
not been a muddler, but a total ab- 
stainer. Pleasant news to teetotal 
r2formers. 


‘‘ DABULAMANZI has been sent back 
t» Zululand, after being severely repri- 
manded.” It is reported also that the 
largest rhinoceros residing in the Re- 
gent’s Park Zoo, having exhibited signs 
of rebellion, has been spoken to by his 
keeper in a pungently satirical manner. 





Tue Burglar’s Song, for any Police- 








man’s Edification.—‘** Whistle, and I'll 
come to thee, my lad”—with a six- 
' we hand, and knuckle-duster on the other. ' 


‘binger of Tendencies.” 


FURTHER GLORY—LATEST VIOTORIBS. 
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ASIA, The French fleet, in making a reconnaissance along an unfre- 
quented part of the coast, came upon an unarmed native looking the 
other way. The Admiral, with the greatest promptitude, signalled the 
fleet to close up, and issued a proclamation to the officers and men, 
dwelling upon the necessity of sustaining that immemorial reputation for 
valour, which was the atmosphere of the French. ‘‘ France” (he elo- 
quently explained) ‘‘and Valour were but one word. The surname of 
every Frenchman was Glory. Triumph might be the aunt of other 
nations, but she was the mother of France,” and other things. The fleet 
then cautiously took open order, and bombarded the native at long 
range. Latest intelligences state that the Admiral has informed the 
French Government that the native has been knocked over, and that the 
marines are preparing to land under cover of the smoke; also that 
France is the Instructress of the World, but the Pupil of a Glory-In- 
volving Destiny. 

AFRICA, The French Press is jubilant over the great victory against 
King Bungo-Mungo. The Godbemouche of this evening describes in 
detail the discovery by Admiral Petitsouris of the deserted hut on the 
shore, its bombardment for three days, and its final capture, under the 
most glorious circumstances, from the field-mice which had occupied it. 
It explains the subsequent hasty retreat of the French as being due to 
a false alarm, the force having retired hurriedly to the boats, under the 
impression that a native female was approaching with an old matchlock, 
But a tone of greater confidence being ultimately restored, Admiral 
Petitsouris has telegraphed to the Minister for War that France will 
never Grasp the Hand of Conquest with the Gauntlet of Pusillanimity, 
and that she will wipe out the Thirty-ninth of July with a new Fifty- 
second of February. The War Minister has replied that France is the 
Coadjutress of the Universe, but the Mediatrix of its Destinies. 
A propos of this incident the Ba/buteur of this morning declares that the 
Republic is about to finally exchange the Apogee of the Undeveloped 
Centralism of March for the Perigee of the Onward-Tending and Domi- 
nant Deliberatism of August. ‘‘ France,” it says, ‘*is simply the Har- 


ORTH POLE. The news of the achievements of Admiral Tout- 
bruit has created the greatest enthusiasm in Parisian circles. It seems 
that the gallant officer dauntlessly took possession of a discarded whale- 
boat, left by an English expedition, and hoisted the French flag over 
it, declaring, in an eloquent proclamation to the fleet, that the Arm of 
France was the Lever that was about to Balance, once for all, the 
Tangibilities of the World ; on the one side were the Manifestations of 
the Unreached ; on the other the Undying Exigencies of the Peoples. 

Subsequently two apprentices from a whaler returned and took away 
the boat, and it is said that representations are to be made te the 
English Government touching this insult to the French flag. 

M. Hautevoix remarked in the Chamber, in respect of this affair, that 
France, however she might regard the Tentative Self-Assertion of a 
Grasping Ubiquity, would know the right moment to raise the Flag of 
a Drastic but Devolvent Inter-Neutrality ; and added that France, 
though the Executrix of a Correlative Optimism, was the Nemesis of a | 
Definitive Mutuality. The Zrompetted Deux Sous remarks that France } 
is Infinity, and hints significantly at the Seventy-eleventh of January. 








Epigram. 
(The other day, when a London coroner was about to swear in the jury, he opened 
what was apoene to be the Testament, and found out, to his astonishment, it was 
** Tristram Shandy.”] 
PUBLIC convenience is a thing that may not be foregone ; 
For all that, a novel that come-s-handy may not be sworn upon. 
[Quite right ; it should be Sterne-ly rebuked. —ED.] 








A Novel Conscience, 
Belgian novelist Conscience is dead, The novelty of a ficti 
y a Conscientious effort is therefore not likely to be repeated. 
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ae THE FRENCH AND COCHIN CHINA COCK-A-DOODLE DOOS. 
th 

the (See Cartoon.) 

h ‘ , 

at IN poultry-yards ’t is no abnormal sight 

To see two red-combed fowl perched bolt upright, 

0 A mutual defiance showing, 

the By seemingly with all their main and might 
the Challenge to mortal combat crowing, 

= Which, though they’re piercing through 
“— Your tender ears with such shrill call, 
*k, Doth not perforce precede a brawl, 

i Since it is nothing after all 

ty But cock-a-doadle-doo. 

‘y- 

he In Eastern parts a similar affair 

” Beheld may be by those who choose to stare ; 
ed The French cock and the Cochin China 
ui , Are crowing loudly at each other there, 

“i | Whilst Mister Bull, lest they design a 
it- Fierce war, as is his wont, 

~ Keeps a sharp eye upon the two 

“i To stay if possible a “‘ stew,” 

of They crying cock-a-doodle-doo, 

ao He cock-a-doodle-don’t / 
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THAT PUZZLING PREMIER, 


‘*The announcement that the English Premier has visited Copenhagen, at a time when the 
Emperor of Russia is staying there, gives rise to comment. On the Continent special meaning 
and purpose are attached to that visit ; in Germany especially . . . and in French political circles 
it is regarded as a protest against the alliance of Germany, Austria, Italy, &c. It has produced 
the greatest diplomatic confusion. The suspicions and jealousy are so great that,’ &c.,4&c.— 
Daily Paper. 

THERE are statesmen who are honest, there are statesmen who are not, 

There are statesmen pure and precious, there are statesmen the reverse ; 
Some statesmen act serenely, others agitate and plot; 

Some are blessings to a nation, some are nothing but a curse ; 

Some play havoc with the laws whene’er they mould the State’s decrees ; 

Some statesmen make us tremble, others make us all rejoice ; 

Mr. Gladstone (as you’re well aware) is each (or all) of these. 


You, the public, pay your money, and of course you take your choice. 


CHORUS. 
For a startling sort of scare now is floating in the air, 
Making people of all nations cry, “ Oh, lor! 
We all agree that Mr. G. should sail with glee upon the sea,— 
jut what’s he gone to Copenhagen for ?” 


Men collogue at all street-corners, and they gravely shake their heads, 
And whisper in each other’s ears with many a nod and wink; 
Excited Europeans cannot rest upon their beds, 
But clutch their hair by fits and starts, and don’t know w/a¢ to think. 
A lull is over London—all the Continent’s confused— 
Dismay, despair, and direst dread are rife from Pole to Pole ; 
E’en Parisians, once gay-hearted, now refuse to be amused ; 
Yea, e’en the deepest diplomats have lost all self-control! 
CHORUS. 
They shiver and they shake, they quiver and they quake, 
And suspicious is each diplomatic corfs. 
They say, “We knew he wished to view the briny blue a week or two,— 
But what’s he called at Copenhagen for?” 


France is fearsome lest his game is the Republic to reprove 
For certain little matters that have lately gone awry ; 
While Germany, especially, deplores our Premier’s “ move” ; 
And Austria is awestruck, and afraid to meet his eye! 
While Russia, too, regards his paying visits to the Dane 
With a nervousness that nothing can alleviate or repress ; 
And Italy is ill at ease, and sorrow stalks through Spain ; 
Indeed, all Europe’s eager at his little game to guess. 
CHORUS. 
One would think a deed so rash this distracted globe would smash, 
Or at least would cause a universal war, 
For day by day (so papers say), folks far away, in great dismay 
Shriek, “ W’hat’s he been to Copenhagen for ?” 
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A PROTEGE?—OH, DEAR NO! 


A Dispenser of the Law says it is a question whether some more severe punishment should not be inflicted for offences against the Mint. So far as his own opinion 
goes, he thinks the present punishment sanctioned by law is not sufficient. 
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** Here’s that poor little fellow, Money,” said the Dispenser of the Law; “‘ whatever else suffers, we must protect Aim.” ‘“‘ By all means—/e must not be injured,” 
said the Maker of the Law, rattling the comfortable sum in his pocket. 
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Meanwhile Lirgz and Lims had hobbled up as well as they could after the attentions of the rough and the burglar. What on earth //cy can have wanted we are at a 


loss to imagine ; however, the Maker and the Administrator had no time to attend to fhe/y requirements just then, 
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WARBLES OF THH WHBE. 


SeT TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 


No. 13.—A SONG WHICH GOES—TO THE TuNE (More oR LEss). 


A1r—" Gluggity- Glug.” 


N any occasion 
when news is 
about 
From __break- 
fast-time right 
up to supper, 

It interestslower 
class people, 
no doubt, 

And _ interests, 
also, the 
upper. 

The former will 
be all excite- 
ment, per- 
haps, 

The latter ex- 
hibit no jot’ll; 

But they drink it 
up eagerly, 
both of the 
chaps, 

As though it 
came out of 


a bottle 
Which goes gluggity, gluggity, glug, glug, glug. 





M. P.s are now talking all over the land, 
Explaining, suggesting, accusing ; 
But if you believe ev'ry one of the band, 
You 'll find it a little confusing. 
The Bobbies are going in couples, they say, 
Exchanging their rattles for whistles, 
To cope with the ‘‘cracksman ”—we hops that they may, 
In spite of his murderous missles, 
Which go poppety, poppety, pop, pop, pop! 


A year has gone by since at Tel-el-Kebir 
Our warriors caused a sensation ; 

Some ladies as druggis's quite wisely appear ; 
Of Luther we ’ve had celebration ; 

Trades Unions have been a-congressing at Notts ; 
Some burglars, who're caught, get it hot’ll,— 
Thus we pour out our topics (of which we have lots) 

As though they came out of a bottle 


With a gluggity, gluggity, glug, glug, glug! 


The Parcels Post isn’t a brilliant succes, 
For passably obvious reasons; 
Injustice and mudcle are having, we guess 
(In Zululand), capital seasons ; 
Another old castle (Cortachy) is burned; 
Of the workhouse (St. George’s) they ’’ve fine tales ; 
The Smiths, for ill-using those horses, have earned, 
And should /ave, a strong dose of the ‘‘nine-tails,”’ 
With its swishity, swishity, swish, swish, swish! 


Lord Coleridge is having the ‘‘gayest old time” 
In the genial land of the Yankee; 
A bridge o’er the Thames for East-enders were prime, 
And they'd probably give us a ‘‘ thankee.” 
The Spitalfields Market's in danger we see, 
And, unless they look sharp, the whole lot ’ll 
Be sucked up ‘‘quick sticks” by the greedy lessee, 
As liquor is sucked from a bottle, 
With its gluggity, gluggity, glug, glug, glug ! 


Miss Booth is *shut up,” just for once in a way — 
She 's rather too fond of Geneva: 
But do not suppose that we mean for to say 
She ’s caught the intemperance feva. 
! brave was the captain and brave 


va 





OONVHERSATIONS FOR THH TIMBES. 


“IT’LL ALL COME RIGHT IN THE END.” 


Mr. CoMFER TIDD. Marvel- 
lously effective the Slavonic ar- 
\ rangements for restoring order 
appear to be, don’t they? If the 
Ay police don’t happen to be avail- 
ee = able to manage the business, why, 
SNe BUY | | bless you, there are the military ! 
ae Tay) Mr. REEASH YOUGHARD. Yes, 
indeed. I often think it’s a pity | 
we don’t take a lesson or two from ' 
them. It is really quite comfort- | 
ing, after reading about our un.- | 
checked Salvation Army riots and 
so forth, to turn to the news from 
Russia and Croatia, and those 
places ; one is sure to come across | 
the pleasant item, ‘* The police | 
(or military) ultimately restored | 
order.” Ah, here’s a case in} 
point — ** Anti- Jewish Riots in | 
Russia. Intelligence from Pol- 
troonska, in the Government Blud- | 
thirst, states that all the shops | 
kept by Jews have been looted | 
and wrecked, and their owners | 
hung up by the heels. Order was | 
ultimately restored by the mili- 
tary.” There, now! Admirable, 
isn’t it? So prompt, you know! 

Mr. CUMFER TIDD. Exactly— 
just what I say. 7Zey don’t trifle 


with riot until it develops into revolt over there ; ¢iey wouldn’t stand all 
this Irish business. Why, here’s another case from quite a different 
part—** Telegrams from Carrioncrowatia say that the Jews have been 
exterminated, and that the persecutors subsequently murdered all the 
other inhabitants, broke into the spirit-shops, became mad with drink, 
and committed suicide in a body. The military subsequently restored 
order.” 

Mr. REEASH YOUGHARD. Ah! they may run down the Slavonic races 
as much as they like, but what / say is, ‘Show me the country that'll 
beat ’em for ultimately restoring order!” 

Mr. CUMFER TIDD. You're quite right. You put the matter ina 
nutshell. Above all things, let’s have Order ! 

Mr. REEASH YOUGHARD. U/timate Order. 

Mr, CUMFER TIDD. Yes, of course—Ultimate Order. 
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NEW LHAVHES. 


** Are Building Leases a Fraud?” by John McLaren (John Hodges). | 
—‘*A surveyor’s thoughts” should be surveyed and well thought over | 
by all who are interested in leasehold (or freehold) properties. 

** Anderson’s Abbreviations,” by Thomas Anderson, forms a com- 
plete system in a similar though somewhat different direction to short- | 
hand—that of shortening longhand. 

‘* Parody on Patience,’ by D. Dalziel (Editor of 7he Chicazo News 
Letter), is written with great ability. The coloured illustrations by H. 
W. McVicar display considerable artistic skill. The dainty get-up of the | 
book is highly praiseworthy. 

‘*Oliver Twist,” by Chas. Dickens. The B. M. Edition (The Bon 
Marché, Liverpool) is one of an intended series of ‘‘ unabbreviated stan- 
dard works.” At the price of one penny it is simply a marvel of cheap- 
ness. 

‘* After Four Years.’’ A dramatic sketch by Joseph Rodgers (E. W. 
Allen). This dramatic sketch, though not without merit, cannot be 
regarded as a perfect performance. 

**Character Portraits,’ by W. G. Baxter (Alfred Young). These 
portraits of Mr. Henry Irving, General Booth, and Mr. Gladstone, are 


at 


in the pure spirit of caricature, ably drawn, and strong!y delineated. 











What Ignorance! 
A WOR! HY old town dame, on hearing that the foot-and-mouth disease | 
was becoming very prevalent amongst the cattle in some parts of the 
country, remarked that she had no idea before that cows were in the 
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Lays of a Lover, 
QUIEN SABE? 


WE met last night—it seems our hostess sent 
Her carte blanche invitations for ‘‘a few 
Young dancing men.”” I wonder what that meant ? 
I wish I knew. 


She most distinctly mentioned when she wrote 
That she had asked myself, ‘fand one or two.” 
Who were the other ‘‘ two”? if I may quote— 
I wish I knew. 


She danced all night with me, with me alone ; 
We ‘‘sat out ” where the quaint exotics grew. 
Had those mysterious partners died or flown? 
I wish I knew. 


Had they left town, or where they all engaged 
Elsewhere, I wonder, and to whom unto ? 
Why should I care? and yet I feel enraged— 

I wish I knew. 


Why, she told Crawl her card ‘‘ was quite filled up 
For every round dance up to twenty-two, 
Besides four extras, and to me for sup.” 
I wish I knew. 


Toothpick she told she felt *‘too tired to dance,” 
When pressed, her ‘‘ heel had just come off her shoe.”’ 
Why did she turn and give me such a glance ? 
I wish I knew. 


Is it because she loves me for myself ? 
I don’t know rightly what to think or do; 
Or just because she loves my envied pelf? 
I wish I knew. 


Is it because I dance her step or not ? 
Because I talk of verse and Nankin-blue ? 
Because she knows I keep at Cowes my yacht ? 
I wish I knew. 


Or does she flirt with me because my rank 
Makes other women jealous ?—spiteful crew ? 
Or to be quits with her boy-lover Frank ? 
I wish I knew. 


Best not tothink! I only know ’t was sweet 
To sit beside her then, and think her true, 
And know her fair! When next shall we two meet ? 
I wish I knew. 


’T is fearful to be hunted for one’s money, 
To feel that everything is sold to you; 
Does she come sipping at my golden honey? 

I wish I knew. 


It’s right to underrate one’s wealth and birth, 
But yet the main chance must be kept in view ; 
I’ve debts to meet—what is her portion worth? 
I wish I knew. i 








Such an Improvement!—A Dialogue. 
Dedicated, with many congratulations, to the Present Age. 


SPIRIT OF PAST BARBARISM. Yes, I confess we hadn't any 
of your refined notions in our time. Just step behind this 
veil (our doings are always kept behind a veil to hide them 
from the fastidious eyes of you moderns) and Ill show you 
how we did it. There—there’s the executioner—that fellow 








| who’s swearing so loud ; he’s surrounded by a crowd of ad- 
mirers, 

SPIRIT OF MODERN REFINEMENT. What a deplorable 
taffan he seems! Why, he’s cracking jokes with the crowd. 
| What an improper time to be cracking jokes ! 

SPIRIT OF Past BAR. Oh, they are quite seasonable ; they 

are at the expense of the persons about to be executed. 

SPIRIT OF Mop. Rer. Howrevolting! Yes, I’m glad to 

think we are wot guilty of such shocking want of taste as you 
ndulged in, Whatever is he selling? 
BAR h, he makes good proft over 


ge : Atte ,crc an ry 
SCiLIT rotten evyvs At . 


wn at the victims. He is a great man, the executioner, 





SPIRIT OF Mop. Rer. How dreadful that the people do not appear to recoil from 
him as he makes his way! they even seem to press forward. 
SPIRIT OF) PAST BAR. To be sure they do; they are struggling to shake hands 
with him. f.3 —_ 
SPIRIT OF Mop. REF, Why, he is actually chaffing the victims. How the crowd 
roar with laughter! Ugh! How popular he seems ! 
SPIRIT OF PAST Bar. Of course, there isn’t a man in the crowd who wouldn't 
give his head to stand in the executioner’s shoes and do his work for him, Popu- 
lar! He’s the pet of the whole 
SPIRIT OF Mop, Rear, Oh, there! it sickens me. Let us draw the veil, for 
goodness’ sake. How indescribably repulsive, to be sure! What a blessing that a 
radical change has taken place in men’s minds since your horrible age! Look, do 
you see that man with his hat down over his eyes, hurrying into the darkest corner 
of a railway carriage, and maintaining the strictést incognito? Ile is our execu- 
tioner. 
SPIRIT OF PAST BAR. //e an executioner? Why, what is the use of him? He 
doesn’t seem to have a jest in his composition. 
SPIRIT OF Mop, Rer, A jest? No, thank goodness, the parts of executioner 
and jester are not ‘‘doubled”’ nowadays. He is a serious-minded man, with a 
decent sense of the dreadful solemnity of his duties. Why, he would not even 
think of having his likeness taken, so far from proud is he of his vocation. Henever 
makes himself known for fear of the shock his presence would give to the refined 
minds of his fellow-citizens. As to any one wishing to stand in his shoes—— 


* * * . ” * 





SPIRIT OF PAsT BAR, What are all these bushels of applications to the Home 
Secretary about? What is this immense crowd clamouring at the sheriff's door 
for? Why are innumerable citizens, with their minds unsettled from their ordinary 
callings, eagerly offering themselves to fill a vacancy? What vacancy is it? Eh: 
Why, what’s the matter with that Spirit of Modern Refinement? He has slunk 
away without answering! ‘‘Slunk away?’’ Why, he is disappearing, vanishing 
into the thinnest mist! Poor fellow! something must have disagreed with him. 
I’m sorry he is cut off in his prime. 








TURNING THE “TAP.” 
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“WHAT SHALL WE DO WITH OUR GIRLS?” 


A CORRESPONDENCE having arisen in a contemporary on the subject of ‘‘ What shall we do with our Boys?” the Editor of FUN has been 
induced to open his pages to the grievances of the parents of Our Girls, who are in a similar predicament in not knowing what to do with 


them. 
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“A Church of England Clergyman ” says “ he On the other hand, Mr. Lotsomoney says “‘he found no Mr. Saveall believes that the quickest way to get a 
has had his two charming girls on his hands for difficulty in getting his daughter off.” daughter married is to make her domesticated. 
many years.” N.B.—He did not reckon on the a‘tentions of 92 X. 

















H. B. writes, ‘‘My daughter, an accomplished “Give a girl a good ‘ training,’ and “It isthe present extravagant style ot dress which frightens young 
musician, has hitherto failed to obtain an engage- she is bound to succeed in life,” writes men from marrying,” says Mr. Cheeseparer. ‘‘ Dress your children in 
ment.” ** Disciplinarian.” a strictly economical style if you want them to get husbands.” 


N.B. —He didn't find it answer, though. 








Sus-Sept-ibility. | Morgolian Nomenclature, 

Au! Michaelmas again appears in view, | AH Way and Ah Ilee, two Chinese firemen, were lately charged at 
When certain persons in a muckle-mass | Guildhall with stealing a silver watch from a jcweller’s shop in Aldgate. 
Oft ‘‘shoot the moon,” to dodge the rents then due, _ The following impromptu was brought forth by their appearance in the 

Likewise the taxes, water rate, and ‘‘ gas.”’ dock of the police court :— 


‘* Thess landlords show no mercy ” (thinks each roamer), 
So ‘ quarter’’-day is rather a misnomer ! 


Ah Way and Ah Hee, 

Each a heathen Chinee, 

= a Such bland wonderment show in their eyes, 

A Rising Ruler. That their names changed should be 
Rising To Oh My and Oh Me, 

To express the effect of surprise. 


A TELEGRAM from Mansourah on the 12th states: ‘‘ The Khedive, 

who apparently dispenses with sleep, was up at five, and rode through 

the most squalid parts of the town, visiting the schools and hospitals.” 

No matter what he has been in the past, Tewfik is apparently wide awake For the Dog Days 

enough now, and to take a rise out of him you would have to ‘‘get up as. 

very early in the morning.” | THE Philadelphia Press says that ‘‘ Effie Ellsler will star the coming 
| season with a new play and two original English pugs.” This is com- 


; plimentary—nay, more than this. But stay; doesn't it look very like 
Mr. GLADSTONR’s CruisE.—The Liberals and their constituents. | as if an oft-repeated prophecy had come to pass, and the drama had at 


Yes, and very good ‘‘crews”’ too! last gone to the dogs? 
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TIMELY HELP. 
The Laird (to the Minister, who has been holding forth on Temperance).—‘* Bot WHAT SHOULD I DO WITH MY CELLAR OFJWINE? 


YOU WOULDN’T HAVE ME DESTROY IT?” 
Meenister.—‘*' Na, NA! THAT WOULD BE A SEN! 


AN’ HELP YE WHENEVER YE LIKE!” 


BUT GRT RID OF ’T IN A NATURAL MANNER AS SOON ’S YE CAN—AN’ I'LL COME 














TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF ‘' Fon,” 


S1R,—We won’t say anything more about the Ayrshire Handicap. 
Even when Vibration and Shrewsbury both went and got scratched, I 
did think I’d made it all right by putting the winner among the sixes, 
—you see, had he been six years old at any weight, or with a 6 st. im- 
post at any age, I could have claimed to have given the straight tip ; 
but, much as I wish to do it (for the credit of the journal) it’s not to be 
done with Strelitza, a three-year-old carrying § st. 101b,—so we won't say 
anything more about it. Hereisa 


TIP FOR THE KRMPTON PARK CAMBRIDGESHIRE TRIAL HANDICAP. 


Let those who choose bestow belief, 
And bet their all on Lowland Chief, 
Let those who disbelieve the Bard 
Sublimely back Cameliard, 
Sublimely go and lose. 


And yet, on second thoughts, it seems 
That Lowland Chief fulfils the dreams 
Of all who back him, happy starr’d, 


As also does Cameliard 
To those who boldly choose. 


Vibration sold me once before, 
Vibration, therefore, I abhor ; 
And Thora has a bitter sting, 
A Thoraly deceitful thing, 

As any one may see. 


But soft,—reflection seems to say 

y 1bration’s good in evry way, 

And Thora is a trusty soul, 

And he who backs her—happy dole !— 
A happy man is he, 











But Sachem is another horse 
That no one should neglect, of course ; 
And Fleur d’Orange be taken may, 


A presage of a happy day, 
Unless by Fate accurst. 


But then Trophonius reflects, 
Unhesitatingly selects, 
And says to those who yearn for tin, 
‘*Geheimniss and Toastmaster win.” 

The second, p’r’aps, for first. 


And so no more at present. Next week I shall turn my attention and 
are and the readers’ (gentle and ungentle) to the Cesarewitch—the 


arbinger of departing race meetings, Till then, adieu. 


Yours, &c., TROPHONIODS., 





= 


Literary Memes, 
How is it editors tell you they don’t want long articles, and then 
complain that what you send them is no ‘‘great things”? 
How can a man write spicy, epigramimatic, and racy little paragraphs 


when he don’t feel up to *‘ par.” ? 

How is it authors find a difficulty in printing their works, seeing that, 
as a rule, they are all *‘ pub-lushers ”? 

How is it that compositors hack about your copy without so much as 
by your ‘‘ leave,” or with your ‘‘leave”? And what is the difference 





between good “copy” and bad “‘copy”? One is eligible, and the other | 


is—ill-egible ! es ae 


Going to the Dogs, 


. ’ . " ; ;*T" oh ruse ’ tla ; ’ 
Tue steamship A/aska is now called * The Greyhourd of the Atlantic 
}, 


This name has been given her, we need scarcely say, after ber fast pas- 


sages, as a matter of ‘‘ course.” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HAT with Mr, Irving's farewell per- 
formances, Mr. Barry Sullivan’s 
triumphant progress, Miss Wallis’s 
successful additions to her Shake- 
spearian repertoire, and other mat- 
ters of the same kind (all ‘‘ pro- 
vincial ” events), it would seem at 
first sight that the most interest- 
ing of theatrical ** happenings” at 
present were benefiting our coun- 
try cousins. But the ever-restless 
activity of theatrical matters now- 
adays is sufficient guarantee that 
we cockneys will not be left long 
—not so much as a week—without 
something to engage our attention, 
and this week in which I write is 
rather less an exception to the 
rule than most weeks. The stage 
has been ‘‘ elevated,” and no mis- 

take, of late years, elevated into a position and importance which is in 

some respects neither healthy nor congruous—but that is, after all, no- 
thing to do with the flippant and ephemeral “‘ noticer” of a (so-called) 
|comic; his /orfe and metier is to chronicle events and facts, not to phi- 

_losophize or prophesy : those departments are in the hands of the Editor 

_and Trophonius respectively, 








VENT GARDEN. PROMRBNADR CON- 
EKTS~A GRAND MILITARY KNIGHT. 





There was a curious entertainment at the Imperial on the evening set 
apart for the benefit of Mr. J. W. Currans. Three new pieces were 
announced for production, in each of which its author was to appear, 








lloweve - 
n ither Mr. 
{. A, O'Shea 
nor his farce 
Blonde ana 
Brunetle put 
in an appear- 
ance (far be 
it from me to 
say they were 
O ’Sheamed 
of them- 
selves), anc 
Mr ° R Oy 
only fulfilled 
his threat to 
the extent of 
presenting ; 
his adaptation entitled Au/d HNobin Gray (a piece not without merit, by 
the way), without putting in personal appearance. Mr. H. P. Grattan 
alone acted up to the arrangement to the full, and appeared in his ‘‘co- 
medy,” Ve Legende, during the progress of which rather painful exhibi- 
tion of incapacity, one-half at least of the audience must have regretted 
that Mr. Grattan had not followed the laudable example of Mr. O’Shea. 
Nor was the acting of a very high class, although Mr. Grattan himself, 
Mr. Matthews Monck, Mr. John Hudspeth, and Miss Francis Delaval 
may be credited with performances of the ‘‘ respectable” order. 





Tue Apsi-ru.— ‘Ture STRERTS OF LONDON!’ 








The 300th night of /o/anthe at 
the Savoy was signalized by the 
presentation of a handsome bou- 
quet to each of the ladies present 
in the audience, so that the audi- 
torium boquét-me a perfect flower- 
garden inappearance. Miss Car- 











lingford appeared as the Queen of 
the Fairies on the occasion, in the 
absence of Miss Alice Barnett, 
who has been unwell, but, I hear, 
is better, and hopes soon to re- 
sume the part. 


At the St. James’s Great Hall 
Mr. Charles Du Val is ‘‘ enter- 
taining’ for a short season with 


his character monologue entitled 
Oa ima f t] it por 

of which I touched upon at Mr. 
Du Val’s initialappearance. The 


ntertaining 1s supported by the Tilley Family in some of their charac- 


teristic dances, an additional attracticn of considerable u-Tilley-ty. 


part which, 
it will be re- 
membered, 
she assumed 
(vice Mrs. 
Bancroft) 
shortly _ be- 
fore the com- 
pany’s ‘‘va- 
cation.” 


Mr. F. C. 
Burnand’s 
burlesque on 
the Zempest, 
to be called 
Arid, will 
make its first 


/ 


often enough before: as for me, I expect Avie/-ly enjoyable evening. 





Mankina reappeared at the Surrey on the 24th ult., with Mr. George 





Conquest in his clever performance of the old man who was (or wasn’t, 
as it subsequently turns out, you know), ‘‘ with Nelson at the Nile; ” 
although, as Mr, J. Nelson is in the cast, he is at least ‘‘ with Nelson at 
the Surrey.” 





I have received a circular detailing the plot and cast of a piece pro- 
duced in America about two years ago, and bearing the title of Zhe So/- 
dur’s Wife. Usuppose it is intended as a gentle hint that the title of 


and by an amateur company, at a place scarcely familiar to persons 
without some extra knowledge of the geography of the United States, 
and as about nine out of every ten titles a man thinks of for anything 
whatever have generally been used several times before, I fancy Messrs. 
Sims and Pettitt may sleep with the calmness born of easy consciences ; 
besides, they ve changed the title, and sere you are! 


The next piece at the Princess’s will go still further on the road of 
romantic drama, if report be correct. ‘* Plot, story, and construction,” 
dealing with an Early Christian subject of pathetic interest and Byzan- 
tine surroundings, will be supplied by Mr, H. Herman, while Mr. Wills 
will fill in this framework with poetry. 


The second anniversary of the opening of the Royal Music Hall, Hol- 
born, occurs this very evening, and Mr, W. J. Purkiss has made prepa- 
rations for celebrating it ‘‘ Royally”” by keeping Holborn-house (I think 
I mean ofen house here) as long as he can. 


Messrs. A. and S, Gatti, who are not going to have a pantomime at 
the Adelphi this Christmas after all, have released Miss Fannie Leslie 
from her engagement to them, and Mr. John Hollingshead has secured 
her services for Manchester. Miss Fannie is a most untiring piece of 
Fannie-mation, and Manchester is lucky. 


A new burlesque, bearing the title of Giddy Godiva ; or, the Girl who 
was sent to Coventry, will be produced at Astley’s either on Saturday 
next or the following Saturday. It is from the pen of Mr. H. C. New: 
ton, a clever journalist and pleasant versifier of considerable verse-atility, 
so that we may hope this to be the thin end of the wedge leading to dra- 
matic fame for the young author. Miss Maude Forrester, whose magni- 
hcent proportions entitle her to the office, will ‘‘ fill” the principal part, 





and Mr. Fred Evans and Mrs. J. F. Brian have been specially engaged 
for the piece. Miss Alice Esden, a young burlesque actress of provincial 
fame (hailing last, if I remember rightly, from Mr. W. Duck’s Our Boys 
company, a combination wont to yield good actors—face, among others, 


The Haymarket reopened on Saturday with Fedora, Mrs. Bernard. 
Beere repeating her clever performance of the principal part. Mr. Ban- 
croft now essays the part of Loris, but of course he has to loris—I mean 
lower his—colours to Mr. Coghlan. Mr, Conway rejoins the company 
as De Seriex, and Miss Calhoun continues to embody the Countess, a 





im 
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appearance at the Gaiety on Monday next, on which occasion objectors | 
to the practice of travesty as applied to Shakespeare can exercise their | 
privilege of staying away, and Shakespeare, as represented by his works, | 
will probably survive the shock of the awful desecration, as he has done 


| 





| 


! 


Messrs. Sims’ and Pettitt’s forthcoming piece at the Adelphi is not ori- | 
ginal; but as the American piece appears only to have been played once, | 








Mr. Willard at the Princess’s), will have a good part too, so I feel Esden 
my mind as to Mr, Newton’s chances of success | 


see . ndave »s nae o Be os ane — ! tha , 
Miss Mary Anderson’s next part, it is understood, will hat of | 
y 


Pauline in 7he Lady of Lyoms ; 
nouncement I conclude, 


with this anything but a-Pauline an- | 
NESTOR. 
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A Four-tunate Find. 


‘‘ An eminent scientist recently asserted that nature intended man to 
walk on ‘all fours,’ and that the present absurd mode of walking was the 
cause of all the maladies and malformations, and indeed of almost every 
evil to which man is subject.”"— Weekly Paper. 


| 


S1NG hey! for the scientist merry and gay, 

Who at his researches keeps plodding away. 
Each person in glorious gratitude sings, 

For scientists tell us such wonderful things. 

They tell us of tides, and of storms, and of stars, 

Of the poison we puff in our pipes and cigars ; 

But the science-professor who notably ‘‘ scores ” 

Is the one who declares we should walk on ‘‘all fours.” 


That man is a biped we used to be taught, 

But to walk on two legs, he, it seems, didn’t ought ; 
For ’tis said that for ailments distinctly he begs 

By going about on a couple of legs. 

This scientist views with a pitying smile 

All who walk in the old perpendicular style ; 

No wonder man ne’er to sublimity soars, 

He ’ll never do that till he crawls on ‘‘all fours.” 


MN 
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Our behaving like bipeds, we learn, is the cause 

Of certain defects in our manners and laws; 

By this stupid proceeding we nature defy, 

So, of course, must expect to see matters awry. 

Who knows? Perhaps Salisbury wiser might grow 
If he @ /a quadruped went to and fro; 

And Bartlett and Warton might cease to be bores 

If they both obeyed nature and went on ‘‘all fours.” 
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Why, even the Premier might a// classes please 

If he wandered about on his hands and his knees, 
And our popular Princes (A. E. and the rest) 
Should endeavour to put this affair to the test. 

And fancy your FuN, who has hitherto been 
Exceeding erect and commanding in mien, 

Attended by artists and authors in scores 

Ambling down to the office, and all on ‘‘all fours!” 











Warm Work. 


GREAT sensation has been caused on the Continent, it is | 
said, by reason of the King of Spain having recently ‘‘toasted”’ | 
the German Emperor and his army after dinner one day. So 
we should think. How the Emperor, \c., must have suf- 
fered ! and what a big toasting-fork Alfonso XII. must have 
used ! 
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Stranger, House-hunting (lo British Workman ).—** Can YOU IRLL US IE 
THERE ARE ANY HOUSES TO BE LET ABOUT HERE, MY GOOD MAN?” 

British Workman.—'* Yos, GUV NOR, 
TO BE LET—‘ L&T ALONE’—IF YOU ARSKS ME, 
MUCH ON ’EM, HE WON’T, 

Stranger.—‘' I skE; AND SO YOU TAKE THE OPPOSITE COURSR, AND 
RUN THEM DOWN,” 
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“LET” AND HINDRANCE. 


THERE ’S SOME JEST ALONG ’ERE 
Our BLOKE WON'T SPEND 
THEY'VE BIN ‘RUN UP’ ANY'OW, THRY ’AVE.” 


British Workman .—“ RARTHER!” 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL IN TONQUIN. 
(By TELELOONECTROMETER.) 
H{Anol, Salurday Nighi, 
I po not think, Sir, that the French general was very pleased to hear 
of my arrival. Being a jealous man, he, in fact, objects to hear of ‘‘a- 
rival” at all; but as in my case I sent in the name of ‘‘ Shaw” by his 
orderly, his vexation was all the more marked. He talked at first, in- 
deed, when I entered his presence, of putting me under arrest; but thanks 
to my ‘* Extra-Special’’ facility for repartee, I replied promptly, ‘* No, 
no, general, when you hear how tired I am you will put ‘a-rest’ under 
me,’ and thus provoked Jaughter and conciliated the French commandant 
simultaneously, 
It was well that I did so, for I was assured the next morning bya 
facetious lieutenant of the 99th Chasseurs, who spends all his spare time 
in translating back numbers of this estimable journal into what he calls 
‘‘Annam’’-ated French, that before I had landed an hour the general 
had drawn up a foolscap sheet full of charges against me, of which the 
following are fair specimens :— 
‘Charge /.—That I harboured and succoured the enemies of the 
French Republic.” 
As a fact, the only possible ground for this accusation was the circum- 
Stance that I involuntarily brought several large ship-fleas ashore with 
me, which, quite against my will, ‘‘suckered”” themselves at my blood’s 
expense, and then, without consulting me, hopped off into the French lines. 
“* Charge I].—That I had communicated treasonably with the enemy 
by means of documents written in Tonquinese.” 


All J really did, Sir, was, in accordance with my usual Extra-Special 
rogran , to translate the terms for subscription, in advance, to this 
’ ’ , ] “ > “ «7? ’ = 

rable periodical into the Tonquin tongue, enclose the state 


ment, with a specimen number or two of FUN, in a gingerbeer-bottie, 
which I committed to the mercy of the waves. 








The other seventeen charges were equally frivolous, and as they were 
all withdrawn as soon as I mentioned casually to the general that I had 
passed six British ironclads em route for Hanoi, under full steam, they 
need not be detailed. In other words, as I was so promp'ly let off I 
need not tardily let off the charges. Besides, asI told the I'rench com- 
mandant, it ill ‘‘b2-Hova’d’’ a General to be so paréicular, 

IIe did not like one of my riddles, however—‘‘ Why was the French 


admiral at Tamatave like the French commandant at Ilanoi? the answer | 


to which was, ‘‘ Because he was ‘Generally’ wrong !"—but I restored 
him to good humour by promising him to send home to Ball’s Pond for 
our maid-of-all-work, in case hostilities against China really commenced ; 
for, as I told him, I would back that unbandy handmaid of ours to do 
more harm to China in one hour, armed only with a duster and a carpet- 
broom, than a regiment of Zouaves, 

But you will be naturally anxious, Sir, to hear how things are looking 
at Hanoi and Saigon. 
what subdued, though it is only fair to add that all the reinforcement: 
which arrive are in transports! Stay, though, there were five hundred 
artillerymen yesterday who, now I come to think of it, were in an iron. 
clad. Still, we all hope to beat the Black Flags and make Black- 
flagellants of them if possible. Meanwhile, should war with China|! 
break out, it is thought here that Sevres, and probably Worcester and 
Old Derby, will be allies of France. Iam thinking of striking up coun- 
try to-morrow, this being my invariable custom; for I refuse, as an 
Englishman and an Extra-Special, to strike even a foreign country when 
it is down. I find, though, Sir, that money is running low, for a five- 


Well, the general tone of the French is some- 





pound note goes a very short wayoverhere. Youcannct even ‘ penny”- 
trate into the interior without the expenditure of ‘‘ pounds.’’ So, Sir, it 
will be imp le to makea *‘round” of exploration without more “‘ cir- | 
cular’ notes. Vo ip. 

THe ‘Reaper’s” Novet,—*"* Put to the Proof 
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THE ONLY HAVEN. 


** How on earth any human being ca# live amid such unsanitary surroundings!" exclaimed the wealthy Englishman on the Continent. 
are not all poisoned! No Englishman coz/d live here!” 
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** How on earth it is they 
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lhe he said, with a great sigh of relief; ‘‘ home in my own West-end mansion at last Upon my word, I n 
away trom. But that s over, and I caw feel secure now!" And just at that moment Headache and Feverr from the open drains throug pile carpet 
Cs ae : a shee . : : — es . “Star ; Se ee ee eee 5 — mea 
on their duily round. In a day or two, strange to say, the wealthy Englishman was severely i he always attr to those horrible fo $ 
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THH CONSERVATIVH ARMY. 
(See Cartoon.) 


SPOUTING, 
Shouting 
Legislators, 
Agitators, 
Carping carpet-baggers, 
And the tribe of naggers 
Who delight to sneer and squabble, 
Put opponents ina hobble, 
And to give the other side a whacking, 
Never mind what principles they ’re backing ; 
Creatures such as these are never lacking 


Round the country to go quack-quack-quacking. 


Even steady politicians 
Stump about on like conditions ; 
But our Grand Old Man, he 
Is extremely canny, 

And can featly, 

Ay, and neatly 
Tackle 
Cackle. 
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KNICKNACKS., 


THE days get shorter and shorter, and everybodys’ holidays are draw: 
ing toacloss. We learn from a contemporary that ‘‘even the coach or 
crammer returns to work bronzed and 
cheerful.” No, kindly contemporary, 
the coach returns to the coach-house 
or stable, with all his bronze scraped 
off, and presenting a slightly dissipated 
appearance. It is not the crammer 
either, but the crammed one, who re. 
turns to work bronzed and cheerful, 
charged up with untruths about moun- 
tain climbing and big fish taken. 





We are assured by a bard that our 
country is the home of the brave and 
the free. So it is, so it shall be, sim- 
ply because our laws are toned beau- 
| tifully but de/ica¢ely with justice. By 
protecting the rights of the weak, 
| British Justice keeps herself unblemished before the world in this manner : 
| The poor gamekeeper of a downtrodden sportsman renting the shooting 
over certain land at Runcorn recently came upon an insufferably haughty 
‘cripple cutting a fern upon the said land. The much-injured gamekeeper 

rushed at the miscreant, threw him on the ground, put his knee in his 
‘side, and broke a rib, causing much hemorrhage, blacked his eyes, and 
| finally pitched him down a steep incline on to the public highway. The 
| public highway must have felt hurt at having such a ferocious trampler 
‘over the rights of property thrust so suddenly upon it. The bad botani- 
|cal bandit charged the gallant sadly worried gamekeeper with assault, 
| but the case was, of course, at once dismissed, an English bench of ma- 
gistrates stating that they ‘‘ had no jurisdiction in a case where the sacred 
‘rights of property were involved.” 








| WHILE making strictures, General Booth should remember that the 
| Swiss area free people, objecting to having matters forced on them they 
dislike, that they are a musical people hating discord, that they area 
moral people, and that they are an honest people who would view the act 
of a girl stealing twenty francs to buy a hallelujah bonnet and dress as 
| being without extenuating circumstances. 

Stncr. the late pyrotechnical display at _Woolwich, several good- 
natured inquiries have been made at our office regarding the health of 
that officer who, chatting about the Arsenal ‘‘ warm corner” during the 
| explosion, declared that ‘‘in all his experience, even at Plevna, there had 
‘been no situation so terrible.” As we do not at present fear a stray 
military firework popping through our coal-cellar flap into our office to 
rebuke us, we venture to suggest, after carefully looking over the relative 
lists of killed and wounded, that in the race for horribles Plevna wins by 
—well, at least, a head or two. 














THE civic chair was made for man, and ever and anon the man for 
the civic chair. A few of our London 
aldermen assert that Mr, S. E. Hadley 
|can never make a model Lord Mayor 
| because he is a bachelor. Truly we 
| live in parlous times, when an official 
| bachelor is so flouted. Who, we should 
| like to know, carries bronchial lozenges 
about to comfort his wheezing brothers 
on the Bench but the bachelor alder- 
man? Ask a married alderman how 
long larded lambs’ sweetbread takes 
cooking. See whether he answers so 
readily as the bachelor. Why, a gal- 
‘lant vivacious bachelor Lord Mayor 
‘might at any moment be egged on, or 
| egg-flipped on, to bear the yoke of ma- 
(tiimony, Deary! deary! The ways 
|Of women are inscrutable. Why, a 
tender duchess under age might take a , 
fancy to the celibate civic functionary,—he might elope with her, marry 
her, and so reflect additional dignity on the City. From every point of 
view we discover the advantage of a bachelor Lord Mayor. Instead of 
an elderly Lady Mayoress, some dainty white-muslined little lady niece, 
perhaps, consents to reign as temporary Queen of the City. [here is a 











CONVHRSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 
“EXTREME NEGLIGENCE.” 
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heap of 1 ncertainty about Lady Mayoresses, but we always hank af es 


youne and nrette un 1 one in preference to a middle-aged plain 
young and pretty unmarried one in preierence Pp 3 
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Vv HY does the roasting apparatus of a workhouse cuzsime resemD 
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British flag ?—Because—(ha ! ha !)—it is the “‘union-jack.’ 








Mk, REGLARLEIGI (:aREN, My dear Tighrowe, this won't do, Aren’t 
you aware of the awful crime you are about tocommit? You must be 
fully aware that your carefully loading that hundred-ton gun with a 
full charge of powder and shell, and subsequently sighting it to cover 
yonder hapless citizen, while, as a finish, you deliberately discharge it, 
can end but in one way. 

Mr. TiGHRoWg, Pooh! What sheer nonsense! Why, there are a 
hundred chances in his favour—in fact, it’s altogether a matter of specu- 
lation, you know. The powder may be improperly made, or damp; the 
spark may refuse to reach the charge; the shell may go all sorts of queer 
ways. Why, the utmost uncertainty prevails right through! 

Mr. KEG. GREEN. Well, / wouldn’t be guilty of the hideous crime 
you contemplate for all the gold—— 

Mr. TicHROWg. Hideous crime? My dear fellow, you ’re hysterical. 
I’ve often come across the very case—at least, an exactly parallel case 
—in the police intelligence. I can assure you I’m only guilty of ‘ Ex- 
treme Negligence.” . . Eh? No, policeman—what nonsense! What 
do you mean? ‘‘Attempted murder’? What? ‘‘ Committed for trial”? 
Ilow? ‘*Seven years”? Well, if ever I reason by analogy again, I ’ll 
eat... * = . * 

Mr. Rec. GREEN. Hullo! I’m very glad you've got through your 
time, old boy. Now pray do be careful in future. It’s a mercy you 
were arrested before you could fire that gun! Why, you might have 
blown the man to atoms! Ido hope you'll profit by the lesson. 

Mr. UrroowirT (formerly Mr. Tighrowe. Change of name owing to 
reasons), Oh, I will really, I know better now. ‘There was a fellow 
in my gang out Portland way there who explained the whole thing to me, 

Mr. Rec. GREEN. But—excuse me—what the deuce is the matter 
with you? You look so feverish and queer, just as if 

Mr. Uproowir. Yes, I’m suffering from small-pox 

Mr, Rec. GREEN. What! And you are criminal enough to be travel- 
ling in a crowded omnibus 

Mr. Uproowit. ‘*Criminal”? Pooh! I tell you I know all about 
it now. It isn’tacrime. Look at this young girl next to me—she’ll 
be ‘‘down’’ with it by this time next week. That widow’s child oppo- 
site is sure to catch it. Why, I’ve been travelling about London all 
day in cabs, trains, and ‘busses. I’ve been to the Foundling, and all 
the children’s homes I could think of. There will be a regular plague 
in a few days; all my work, just fancy! 

Mr. Rec, GReEN. Gracious heavens! what a pitiless fiend you must 
be! Talk avout deliberate murder by wholesale—— 

Mr. UproowiT. Here, I say, I'll have you up for libel if you talk 
like that. How often am I to tell you that I have had the law explained 
tome? I’m not quite so green as I was when I got into trouble over 
that gun. You see, I thought the offences were parallel because the 
victims had a chance or two of getting off in each case; but 

Mr. REG, GREEN. But the present victims seem to have far fewer 
chances than the gun victim-——— 

Mr, UproowirT. Exactly. That’s one reason why (Ai; offence is ex- 
piated with a twenty-shilling fine. 

Mr. Rec. Green. And then /Ais is likely to kill hundreds instead of 
one—— 

Mr. Uproowi!rT. Just so—that’s another reason, 

Mr. Rec. Green. And then the suffering in this case is horrible 

Mr. Uproowi!T. Precisely—that’s another reason, And the fourth 
reason is that before I pointed out one particular person I proposed to 
kill, whereas now I ain’t particular, merely wave my hand round ina 

















| 
| 





general way. Eh? All right, constable, I’m coming. It’s all right, 
your worship. Here, just lend me a sovereign, Green, old fellow. 

. SOCIRTY, calling itself ‘‘ The Anthropometri mmittee,” has just 
oublished statistics relating chiefly to the height of criminals, It is not 


r : : 
their height we want to get at so much as their ** depth.” 
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WARBLES OF THD WEHEBEE. 
Set TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 
No. 12 ~A SonG WHICH Gozs—HE-HAW 


Aix—"' The licar of Bray.” 


HEN Parliament 
has spent its 
days, 

And comes the 
Long Vacation, 
'Tis then that 
Nature most 
displays 
Her wondrous 
variation ; 
‘Tis then the 
serpent of the 
sea 
Its lengthy tail 


discloses, 
Then grows the 





mighty goose- | 
berrie, 

And frogs fall 
on our noses. 


But to this 
law, as I’d 
explain, 


There comes (with small persuasion), 
A golden carp to oust the ve7g7 
Of frogs on this occasion. 


When Mr, Gladstone had the Czar 
To lunch at Copenhagen, 
A wild excitement spread afar 
To Christian, Turk, and Pagan ; 
We must accept of Talliah 
The Pinkett explanation ; 
The act was one, ‘‘I ’sure you, sah,” 
Of mere re-Talliah-ation. 
But this is fact, I will maintain 
(Although you stripped my rank off), 
Prince Alexander in the main 
Is licked by M. Zankoff, 


The Covent Garden Market seems 
To have a chance of mending, 
The Roman Postal system teems 
With blunders never ending. 
On fish the Vestries feed the poor 
To save ratepayers’ pockets, 
And Woolwich suffered, to be sure, 
A nasty shower of rockets. 
But this is true, I’ll say again, 
At Blanchard’s or at Gunter’s, 
It wasn’t in a shower of rain 
They sold the Belhus hunters, 


The North Pacific Railway ’s sent 
Full many a festive cork out ; 
Twelve million francs the Government 
Of Italy must fork out. 
Revising Barristers now do 
With lodgers and removers, 
And all the world has taken to 
Autumnal War Manccuvres, 
But this is so, it’s all in vain 
Attempting to refute it ; 
The Porte ’s reforming once again, 
Reforming seems to suit it. 


The Army and the Navy Stores 
Have suffered peculation ; 
They ‘d recently on Southport shores 
The B. Association. 
There’s Mr. Shaw has come to hand, 
He tells a pretty story ; 
The ‘‘ Armeyites”’ in Switzerland 
Appear in all their glory. 
But this is what the writer fain 
(With pride all undiminished) 
Would beg to cheerfully explain— 
This ‘‘ warble” now is finished. | 





| fault on his part. I can confidently recommend him.” 


| pris of a pynt he aint got no pitty in im fur noboddy trust im jest you 
| se im let looce onto a pleeceman an kik him on the hed like wot i 


THOSE THSTIMONIALS. 


‘Meanwhile the Sheriffs of London and Middlesex promise that in cases where 
original testimonials have been sent, these shall be returned in due time.” 

By dint of determined brass, bribery, mendacity, and general unscru- 
pulousness of method, we have worked ourselves into a position to reveal 
to our readers the contents of some of the most interesting among these 
testimonials, Here we are :— 


From Mr. TAYKER NINN 40 the Sheriffs of London ana Middlesex. 


** DgzaR S1rs,—My coachman states that he is desirous to enter upon 
a new sphere of life, and appears very anxious to secure a most desirable 
situation which he says is now open and in your hands, 

** He does not inform me as tothe nature of the situation, but, as he 
assures me that be would like the work better than any other, and isa 
most steady and intelligent man, I have no doubt of its being one in 
which he will have every chance of improving himself. He has always 
been an excellent servant, and goes to chapel five times every Sunday, 
and I am convinced that I may take his word that his having driven 
over twenty-five persons during the last six months is entirely due to 
shortness of sight. He particularly wishes me to say this, and also that 
the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals has a grudge 
against him, in case you should fancy that his having (entirely against 
his will) suffered thirty-three short terms of imprisonment is due to any 
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/vom BILL ULKIN fo His Washup the Ome Sectary 


ONNERD SIR,—My frend Bob that is crissund Robut Savvidge he 
arsk me fur to rite to you a reccommending of im fur that poast wat you 
kno of heel do for the orfis rite ernuf as is the wust broot wot i evver 
sot ise on dont make no mistak and ud slorter his hone bruther for the 


wuddent do it myself thoe not being hoaver ptikculler e wont spair no 
mawtle pusson if you gives im the orfic so i tell yer as orter no im cos 
hee av kik me pritty oft afore now your trewly bil U)kin 


From Mrs. TIRTLE D’Uvv (0 the Home Secretary, Mr. GLADSTONE, 


DgAR HOME SECRETARY,—If you are still in need of some one to fill 
that post. you cannot do better than have ‘¢hat creature, Mr. Tirtle 
D'Uvy, for of all the brutes! If you would believe it, he is out now at 
that club, that ought to be Jocked up, all the lot of them. Iam sure 
there could sot be a fitter person to fill the place, and perhaps it would 
bring him to Ais senses. Please let me know, and / will pack him off 
fast enough. Believe me, dear Mr. Gladstone, yours truly, 

JANE TirRTLE D’Uvv. 

P.S.—I hope you do not have to brand them with a hot iron for that 
post, or ws of that kind. Please let me know, because in that 
case I must think it over.—J. T. D’U. 


From Mr. DgSPRITT, Senior, to the Sheriffs of London and Middlesex. 


GENTLEMEN, — Perhaps (as there seems no room for him in any other 
sphere), my son’s attainments may be considered sufficient qualification 
for that berth you just now happen to have vacant. 

I can speak to his being thoroughly efficient in Greek, Latin, French, 
German, music, the higher mathematics, and whatever else is part of a 
university education. You need not be in a hurry to reply, as there are 
five thousand three hundred and ninety-seven candidates for the position 
of office boy (at three and sixpence a week) for which he is applying as 
a last resource.—I am yours bitterly, QUIGHT DeEsPRITT. 














A Oon-skirted Scheme. 


‘* LECTURERS sent out by the Dress Reform Association have been 
addressing meetings all over the country.” ‘‘ What, a-dressin’ ’em in 
the divided skirt, I suppose,” was Mrs. MacMuddler’s comment on 
hearing the above item of news. ‘*‘ The wonder to me,” the old lady 
went on, ‘is that the meetins put up with bein’ dressed up such frights. | 
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How I Live Now. 


ALONE in unfrequented ways 
Where people throng the most, 

I live, and spend my nights and days 
In writing for the post. 

I buy my stamps at powder mills 
And mount them upon cloth, 

And always live on mutton pills 
And antibilious broth. 


I post my letters ev'ry night, 
But always sof addressed, 

A plan which I am sure is quite 
The easiest and best. 

Because the consequence, you know 
(In this I’m very wise) 

Is that I haven’t got to go 
And bother with replies, 


I go to church on Sunday weeks, 
If Saturday is fine, 

And if it rains I stop the leaks 
With pints of sherry wine, 

I meet a lot of folks about, 
But never speak a word ; 

I am so deaf that if I shout 
I never could be heard. 


No outer world at all I need 
Except for food and light ; 
All that I want to know I read, 
And what I don’t I write. 
The books in rows upon my shelves 
All turn their backs, though friends ; 
Alas! they cannot write themselves 
Like ships on their beam-ends. 





My life from ev'ry care is free, 
And so I care for none ; 
Just one exception there will be, 
And that is NUMBER ONE, 
The other numerals may go 
Like water through a sieve, 
But leaving Number One, you know; 
And this is how I live. 





A Pathetic Protest. 


‘*Lord George Hamilton, speaking at Oldham the other day, sup- 
ported with much vigour a resolution, ‘viewing with alarm the uncon- 
stitutional character of the present Government.’”—Daily Pager. 
PLEASE note that Lord G. Hamilton objects 

Most strongly to the present Government ; 
He vows that every duty it neglects, 

And thinks it time its crimes it should repent. 
He ‘‘ views it with alarm,” and quakes with fear 

Lest it should rashly do some greater harm ; 
Ualess it alters he will shed a tear— 

And then still more he ’ll view it with a /arme/ 





A Mem. from A-Moor! 


‘*RussiA,” says a contemporary, ‘‘seems determined to 
keep pace with China, and is watching its frontiers with the 
ulterior intention, it is supposed, of facilitating the re-con- 
quest of the Southern Amoor district.” 


That Russia’s anxious to embrace 

Some part of China, now seems sure ; 
But China, on the Amoor case, 
Can hardly much affection trace, 

Nor can it warble, ‘* C’est /’‘Amoor!” 





More persons of rank taking to “‘ the profession” ! There’s 
an Earl in it now—Mr. William Earl, who played Hamlet 
at St. George’s Hall for three nights last week. Without 
being exactly the Early bird who picks up the worm of fame, 
| Mr. Earl gave a Hamlet than which there have been many 


Worse, but then there have been—well, well! 





MotTro FOR THE CIGAR-END COLLECTORS OF GER- 
MANY,.—‘*The ends justify the means,” 
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WITH youR HusBAND, Mrs, GLoppER,” 


AN’ ’AM Pres aS THE LOW CHURCHERS, 


Low CuorcH WEAL AN’ ’Am Pigs as——” 











LOW v. HIGH. 





The New Curate. —‘*‘I NOTICE THAT YOU NEVER ATTEND OUR CHURCH, 


Mrs, Glupper.—‘* No, Sir. I FAvouRS THE Low CuHorcH, Sir.” 

New Curate.—‘*l AM VERY SORRY TO HRAR THIS.” 

Mrs. Glupper.—‘* Wei, SiR, LET EVERY CHURCH ‘AVE ITS DuRS, I 
SAY. WHEN MY OLD MAN’S ILL, THE 'IGH CHURCH WIN, AS IS SENT 
FREQUENT, BE A POWER MORE FRUITY THAN THE Low CHURCH; BOT, 
LAWKS BLESS YE, SIR! you ’IGH CHURCHERS CAN’T MAKE SICH WEAL 
THEY SENDS 'EM ROUND 
WHEN TIMES IS’ARD. WHY, THERE ’S A MELLER JUICINESS ABOUT THEM 
(Zhe New Curate bolts. 
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© To Corresronpants.—The Editor doss not bind himself to 
accompanied 
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Srorigs about intoxication we consider painfully revolting, still, when we can 
prevent any youth from sowing one wild oat more than neces 
older reprobate to diminish his stock of tares, we do not mind al 
stimulants. One night, out in South America, we accidently left a bottle of LL 
whisky by our camp fire, Being aroused the next morning 
cooking, we rushed from our tent to discover a large bear u 
alcohol, reclining and smoking on the embers of our fire, with the empty bottle of 
LL by his side. We killed that bear. The next night we deftly left out our /as¢ 
bottle of LL, expecting a similar result. We again rushed from our tent in the 
Alas! no smell of cooking, but a bear was there, and an empty bottle | 


or lead some 
delicately to 


strong smell of 
the influence of 


morning. 

of whisky too; but this Bruin was as sober as could be, and very promptly 
VF L415 . 5» * . P 

nearly killed us. Having gathered the shattered fragments of our frame together, 

we anxiously asked the bear, before we left, the reason of his remarkable self-pos- 


He very courteously answered that he was in the habit of eating quan- 
tities of the Kola nut—a certain cure for dipsomania, and a sobriety-insurer, 


eel , vet or pay for Coniributions, la mo case will they be returned unless 
> a sanndl ond divetied: envelrpe. 
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Left for a Soldier. 
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Left in the place of my New Guinea Umbrella. Left in the Rear, 
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Left with the Editor. 
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Fashion Follets. 


rials made of this hue will have an enor-mouse sale. 

It is said that a new dress recently seen in society was trimmed with 
small clothes’-pegs. How peg-uliar! quite a new thing in the clothes’- 
line. 

Some fashion-writers tell us that shawl-trimming is very becoming. 
We simply say, “ (P)shaw(l) ! let us see for ourselves.” 

Pure pink is now a popular hue, but it should not be worn in pro- 
pinquity with other colours. 

‘* Buttercups, or doufons d'or,” says a Paris writer on fashions, ‘‘ are 


see? At other times they must lie @'or-mant. 

‘* Mitts,” reaching almost to the top of the arm, are now used for 
evening wear. Every one ad-mitts they are much too long. 

Bantam cocks, life size, are now painted on fine silks. What a fowl 
proceeding! We trust it will not be followed to hen-ny great extent. 

Very few wraps are now worn. Were it not that our climate is fickle, 
we would exclaim, ‘‘ Oh, (w)rap-ture!” 

Bathing suits are now made of bed-tick material. When trimmed 
with red they are said to look par-tick-ularly striking. 

‘*Some dresses,” says a journal des modes, “‘are now trimmed with 
twine and decorated with rope panels.” One need not (t)wine at this, 
It is a good idea—at least, in Eu-rope. 

Endeavours are being made, we hear, to restore to fashion the now- 
forgotten fade. It isto be hoped that the attempt will not result in 
Jatd/eure. 


Mouss-GREY is now a fashionable colour. It is expected that mate- | 


NEW LHAVHES. 
** HENRY IRVING, Actor and Manager,” by William Archer (Field 


_ and Tuer),—This ‘‘ critical study” is almost an exhaustive essay. Mr. 


| instructive little book; it shows when fish are in season and out of sea- 


much worn for decorating hats.” But these are only useful in the day— | 
| volumes of high-class literature. In the first four we have ‘* Sheridan’s 


| Faust,’ and ‘‘ The Chronicles of the Cid.” These, taken with the list 


| reach of the multitude. 


Street, Regent’s Park. 


Archer is no blind worshipper of the popular idol. He pulls a strong 
bow, and whilst giving plenty of windage for the actor’s many merits, | 
makes some shots at his shortcomings which fairly hit the mark. 

‘*The Housekeeper’s Guide to the Fishmarket,” by the late J. C. 
Bellamy, F.R.C,S, (City of London Publishing Company),—This is an 


son, and when they are ‘‘ fittest for the food of man.” 
**Morley’s Universal Library,”—Under this general title Messrs. 
George Routledge and Sons have commenced a monthly issue of shilling 


Plays,”’ ‘‘ Plays from Moliére,’’ ‘‘ Marlowe’s Faustus,” and ‘‘ Goethe's 


of those to follow, show the wide field from which the crop will be 
gathered, its variety, and its high quality. The type is clear, well 
printed on good paper, and the volumes neatly bound, This ‘* Library” 
will be universally recognized as a marvel of cheapness, and a splendid 
effort to bring this class of literature in a substantial form within the 


** Merry Matches” (Wyman and Sons) is really and truly ‘‘a capital 
round game for children.” 

‘* Character Portraits,” by W. G. Baxter (Alfred Gray).—In our last 
week’s number the issue of these capital caricatures was erroneously 
ascribed to ‘‘ Alfred Young” instead of Mr. Alfred Gray, of 11 Albert 











Make writing a luxury and delight. 


|\JohnHeath's 
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| With Oblique, Turned OOOO a 
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Cocoa thickens in the 
cup, it proves the ad- 
dition of Starch, 
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EXTRAORDINARY PHENOMENA. 


Mr, Mixey Boozer,—‘* BLEESH ME, WHA’S R-MARRER? ROOM’S SHERT’NLY TURNING UPSIDE—(4ic)—DOWN. MUSHT BE EARTH 
QUAKE COME OVER HERE, SHALL WRITE TO ‘TIMESH’ BOURIT A-MORRER!” 
[Puts his watch outside the door, his boots under his pillow, and, after some acrobatic manauvres, gets into bed, 














THE BLUNDERBHRRYS AT BRHAKF AST. 


**IT’s monstrous! it’s shameful! it’s unbearable!” cried Mr. Blun- 
derberry, knocking his cup over in his indignation, and swamping the 
eggs and bacon with lukewarm coffee. 

**Didn’t I put any sugar in, dear?” asked Mrs. Blunderberry in fear 
and trembling, believing her husband’s outburst to be occasioned by 
something amiss with his breakfast. 

‘*Put any sugar! Gracious powers! does the woman think she can 
sweeten an alderman’s temper with saccharine particles? Does she 
imagine she can mollify a common councilman by the addition of milk? 
Perhaps you ll suggest next to butter the liveryman and toast the Chief 
Magistrate.” 

“But, my dear Solomon, I——” ’ 

‘I know you did, ma’am, and I wish you would be more sensible. 
Your tongue runs so fast that if you would only put it on wheels it would 
take me to the City in five minutes, and save the omnibus fare.” __ 
‘*But what Aas happened?” asked the lady, for she saw something 
had occurred beyond the ordinary to arouse her lord and master’s anger. 
**Happened! Oh, nothing, ma’am—nothing at all. Only the alder- 
men have trampled on the rights of the citizens ; on/y I, your husband, 
a member of the Honourable Company of Candlestick Makers for the 
last twenty years, have had my rights ruthlessly trodden underfoot ; only 
a band of purse-proud oligarchs have ruthlessly ——”’ 

_“*Oh, yes, dear, I know zow what you are talking about,” interrupted 
his wife: ‘‘the Conscript Fathers have let the Mansion House to Mister 
Fairer instead of Notley or Haddage.” 


heed to his better half, ‘*Why, they might as well have elected me 
Lord Mayor!” . as 
‘‘They would if they had known anything about their business, said 











. ? 7 ‘ ; -_ soucel » 867 « 1 ’ 
Mrs. Blunderberry, looking at her husband admiringly; “"! should like 
to g n to Guildhall and tell them so. ‘ Blunderberry tor Mayor, 
Ontinued the worthy lady, reflectively; ‘*it would look very weil in 


| Dlue letters on an orange ground, stuck all over the Royal Exchange. 





‘It’s simply abominable,” continued Mr. Blunderberry, paying no | 


Oh, Solomon, I wish they'd do it! We should have to live in the 
Mansion House. But it would be a terrible big place for a sprin 
cleaning, and it wants painting outside, and our furniture wouldn’t halt 
fill it, and whatever I should say to the Prince of Wales when he took 
me in to dinner I can't imagine—even Gladstone would be bad enough, 
And then, when you got made a baronet, and—oh, Solomon, do you 
think there is any chance of it?” 

‘*Chance? It ought to be a certainty with such a lot of muddle- 
headed addle-pated——”’ 

‘*Oh, I am so glad!” cried Mrs, Blunderberry, clapping her hands; 
**and then we can be married in St, Paul’s Cathedral—at least, we are 
married, of course, but we can keep our Silver Wedding with the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury, under the dome with the choristers and the 
organ, and they'll give us a silver cradle, won't they, Solomon?” 

‘* They'll give you a single third-class ticket to Colney Hatch,” 
said Mr, Blunderberry, viciously; “‘ they ’ll let you out to the melodra- 
matic stage, to die nightly in the last act, and a white dress with flowers 
in your hair; they 'll—why, hang me, Mrs. B., if I think you know 
what you ’re talking about. What do you know about the City 2” 

‘* Why, of course it’s ruled by a Mayor with a Corporation.” 

‘*Yery good, madam. Now have the kindness to tell me who is the 
present Lord Mayor of London?” 

‘ Di-di-di- Dick Whit-it-tit-tittington,” faltered the worthy lady. 

** No, Mrs. Blunderberry, #o/” roared her indignant lord ; ‘‘ it is Jack 
and the Beanstalk, and the Monument is erected to commemorate the 
growth of his stalk; it is Aladdin, ma'am, with his wonderful electric 
light; it is Ali Baba with his five-and-twenty aldermen; it is—oh, 
gracious powers! give me air.” And Mr. Blunderberry fanned his 
ruddy face with the sugar-tongs. ‘‘It is Sindbad and his turtle; it is 
Tack Horner and his pie; it is 


+6 It ha wrier | mon noeroerry ao } Omn by 5. , 3 ’ Mrs 
B.. looking at the clock And the next minute Mr. Blu: lerberry was 
half. way cd wn the var 1¢0-] ath, Wilh @ picce of toast in his hand and 


his hat on wrong side in front. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


LTHOUGH there is nothing very 
new in the story or incidents of 
The Millionaire, the new piece 
at the Court, it is undoubtedly a 
brilliant success, and serves to 
very demonstrate Mr. G, 
Ww. s skill asa dramatist. 
He comes triumphantly through 
the severest a dramatic 
author -, viz., adapt- 
ing a novel to the stage. ot 
once in a hundred times is that 
done —not once in a 
thousand times is the story of the 
novel completely reproduced. Mr. 
Godfrey, however, with three 
slight changes of incident, places 
the story of Mr. Edmund Yates’ 
** Kissing the Rod” before us in 
its entirety. The three changes 
are—permitting Guyon to live to 

the end, making Hester Gould give Katherine the intercepted letter in- 

stead of allowing it to be found by Katherine in her father’s pocket after 
his death, and giving the story a ‘‘ happy ending ;”’ changes which mani- 

festly strengthen—in the case of the letter very markedly—the story as a 

stage play. The dialogue is very happy, and the acting some of the 

best to be found in London, so that where all is so excellent the one 
flaw on the piece—the insufficiency of motive for Katherine’s flight— 
may be passed over with lenience. 





Tus Court.—Mr. Guyon, a Party To 
KEEP A BIG EYE ON! 


Mr, Arthur Cecil’s picture of the gay, selfish, pleasure-loving, middle 
ed rascal - 
uyon—a 

sort of Digby 

Grant with- 

out the snob- 


amusing; Mr. 
John Clay- 
ton’s Robert 
Streightley 
abounds in 
those light 
and quiet 
touches of 
gesture and 
tone with dint. 
which this actor knows so well how to give force and colour to a cha- 
racter; Mr. Charles Sugden plays a small part with exceptional finish, 
his share of the scene in the office being borne with striking truth ; Mr. 
Mackintosh, though not appearing to be quite in his element, gives a 
very good account of Thacker, the Jew money-lender—an ekiacat 
habit of almost continuously making a ‘‘ smacking’’ noise with his lips 
is growing upon him, however—verd. sat. sap. Mrs. John Wood’s 
inimitable drollery has full scope, and she allows it full swing in the part 
of Lady Henmarsh ; she is so cleverly funny and trenchant in all her 
ways and sayings, that I shou/d just like to have seen that letter she 


wrote to her dressmaker. Miss Marion Terry portrays with her usual 
skill the vari- 


ous emotions 
of the heroine 
in some very 
ytd bahaglahe 
dresses, an 

Mrs, Beer- 
bohm ‘Tree 
assures us by 
her perform- 
ance of Hes- 
ter Gould, 
that we have 
another ac- 
tress of skill 
and truth to 
Tome wens add to the 
list: her act- 
ing im the 
scene with the letters in the third act, and also in the fourth, were full of 





Tus Court.—A Miss Terry-ov.s VisiTor. 





o<-- 


Terry AND Mrs. T-rex 
‘TRAINED’ ‘ACTRESS WHO HAS THE “SA zs.” 





J clever suggestion and appreciation of the subtleties of the piece. 





| hall altogether, has (a rarity in her “‘ line’) a sweet melodious voice, 2 | 
| clear knowledge 


This (Wednesday) afternoon a new and original comedy in three acts, 
by Mr, J. P. Hurst, and entitled Double Zero, is to be produced at the 
Strand Theatre. From its title the author would seem inclined to *‘ play 
ee? Sees Eee eee so I may be 
allowed to express a hope that there will be a rapid rise in the quick- 
silver, and a propor- 
tionate planking 
down of the nimble 
ninepence. 


Mr. Horace Len- 
nard in London, and 
M. Louis Melbourne 
in ‘Paris, have en- 
tered into an ar- 
rangement whereby 
an international ex- 
change of wmelo- 
dramas takes place. 
The first fruits of this 
project will be the 
production of Youth 
at the Chitelet, 
which takes place 
anon. Meantime I 
believe Mr. Lennard 
is going about with two desperately exciting dramas about his person— 
one the accepted of Madame Bernhardt—which he may spring upon us at 
any moment. This enterprising gentleman and indefatigable journalist, 
by the way, has in hand the concoction of the Crystal Palace pantomime 
—the subject being the history of our gruesome old friend B/ue Beard, 





Tue Court.—An ExciTinG SCENE WE DO NOT SEE. 
Lapy Henmarsn’s DrESSMAKER WHEN SHE GETS 
THAT LETTER! 


Mr. J. A. Cave has taken the Elephant and Castle Theatre, and will 
open its doors shortly with—the key I suppose, and a programme, I 
presume, such as we are accustomed to see issue from this Cave. 





Madame Ellmenreich, who made her first appearance on the English 
stage at the Gaiety on Wednesday morning last, can scarcely be said to 
have exhibited qualities likely to assure her a prominent position as a 
tragic actress in England, if such is her ambition. That she has con- 
siderable ability, and no mean amount of sympathetic feeling for point 
and situation, may be cheerfully conceded; but she has the fault of over- 
accentuation strongly developed, She starts at high pressure, giving to 
little things undue importance, so that when she arrives at great things 
she has no resources to meet them; she poses too much, she totters too 
much, she sobs too much—she does everything too much, although all 
that she does is right, except in so far as the too liberal supply of right 
is wrong. Her English is exceptionally good, not even losing its clear- 
ness under the influence of excitement. Mr. F. H. Macklin played 
Mortimer with quiet excellence, and Miss Louise Willes gave a good 
account of Queen Elizabeth. 


Mr. W. T. Purkiss celebrated the second anniversary of the reopening 
of the Holborn Music Hall on Wednesday last. Several well-known 
gentlemen “‘ took the 
chair” in succession 
on the occasion, and 
started the genial and 
kind-hearted mana- 
ger on his third year 
with é/4¢, I am so 
entirely out of sym- 
pathy with the ge- 
neral character of 
music hall entertain- 
ments that I am 
happy to say it is 
not within my pro- 
vince to criticise on 
this occasion. But 
praise isn’t criticism, 
so I may 4 a word 





Tue Court.— Poor HgstTer, HOW THEY ALL DET- 


in favour of the pretty Hester! Poor Miss Govu_p, HOW LITTLE HAPPI- 
voice and very fair NESS HER GOOLD BRINGS HER!! 
singing style of Miss 


Amy (of Abbott and Amy), the ballad singing of Mr. A, Raynor and 
Madame Campobello, the extremely truthful and clever mimicry of 
Medley, and the amusing ventriloquial entertainment of Lieut. Cole. 
Miss Nelly Power too, though she has not escaped the leaven of the music 


it, and very considerable comedy | 


of the way to use 
NESTOR. 


powers. 
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In the Mayor's nest what confusion 
As their next year’s Chief they choose ; 
Pick the right one? what delusion! | 
That depends upon his views. 
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THE ROW IN THE MAYOR’S NEST. 


Around the Fowler-bird they flutter 
As he perches on the nest. 

** Ah, he's nice!" they seem to mutter, 
**We that Hadley-chick detest ” 


Near the chief ‘‘ Beak ’-bird they cackle— 
** Fowler, Fowler,” let us pick ; 

He that City-Bill will tackle ! 
Then—over goes the Hadley-chick ! 













TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe Epitor oF ** Fon.” 


S1r,—I’m not going to waste any time, or make any bones about it, 
or beat about the bush, but I’m going to give you right straight out my 


TIP FOR THE CESAREWITCH. 


Which of three our lives shall bless ? 
Quicklime? Corrie Roy? Hackness? 
Which of three shall gild the time? 
Hackness? Corrie Roy? Quicklime? 
Which of three shall send us joy? 
Quicklime? Hackness? Corrie Roy? 


Faugh-a Ballagh, he will win 
(If no other canter in) ; 

Sachem ’s good for second place 
(If he can sustain the pace) ; 
Tonans I should back, my lad 
(If I’d have you think me mad). 


Thus do we with thoughtful frown 
Shilly-shally up and down, 
Veering this way now, now that, 
When we ought to give it pat— 
Well, indeed, it seems to me 
Ouicklime is the best of three. 


Very well, then, I am, 


There—that ’s all you want, isn’t it? 
Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS. 








Not Fog-gotten. 

‘* Tue approach of the train by which Sir Stafford Northcote came to 
Belfast was,” says a daily papsr, ‘‘announced by the explosion of fog- 
signals,”’ 

The Irish Tories waited to receive Sir Stafford proudly, 

And as his train approached its goal, fog-signals popped quite loudly, 
Setting people’s curiosity agog ; 

An appropriate announcement for the fa Tory leader, 


For the tactics of Conservatives appear to many a reader 
Chiefly notable for mist-ery and ‘‘ fog!” 





All for Him, 


A RARITY in the shape of ‘‘a devoted servant” put in an appearance 
at the Woolwich Police Court on Saturday morning, hoping that his 
resence would be considered equivalent to that of his master, who had 
n summoned for being drunk, and it was with difficulty he could be 
persuaded to leave the Court, Mr. Balguy remarking, ‘‘ Perhaps he (the 
master) will not be fined, but sent to prison, and it would hardly be 
right for you to take his place there.” The complaint that there are no 
good servants now is so universal that it is indeed a treat to come across 
this instance of fidelity, If the good fellow had been allowed to suffer 
incarceration, he would have found himself in an awkward situation for 
once in his life, and more or less ** out of Jlace,” 


Tuer Nile has risen one and a half pics higher this year than it has for 
eighty years, The ancient river evidently pics and chooses its height, 
and will take no de-Nile. 




















































se rt ne: 


ceatieepeeaninn i - 


a 
= Se A li OM te ee 


ay 











als me Yio 








~ 


OCTOBER 10, 1883. 


FUN. 




































































And, if you'll credit it, those Savages sim 
the Thames. We really believe J 







See Stanley's Ss letter nord ‘* British Birthrig 
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It was some little time hence, when John Bull s 
of the representatives of two African tribes (which 


They were actually disputing as to whic of them should have the Thames, and London, 
and a few other trifles, as a birthright! ‘‘ Well, of all the comsummate——' screamed J. B. 


“You be under #y protection,” ead Savage No. 1.; 
ev—ev—er I heard—— HOW about the present occupier ?” yelled J. B. 
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RATHER COOL! 
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pone had greatly decreased, and he had become forlorn and ragged, that he was astounded by the cool assurance 
d become powerful). 











12 Not a » word about the present —— 
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‘never mind Aim.’ ‘‘ He's no right here,” said No. 2; ‘‘ you recognized me only.” ‘‘ W—w—ell, if | 



































y laughed contemptuously, and proceeded to come to an understanding between them as to the partition of their birthright, 


would have gone off in apoplexy if he had not opportunely woke. But, lor, he didn’t apply the dream in any way ! 


























} 























SPOILING HIS LITTLE GAMHB, 
(See Cartoon.) 


STOW it now, Mister Policeman, do! 

I ain’t doin’ nothink at all to you ; 

If me and the ’ouseholder wants to fight, 

Let’s settle it quietly out of sight ; 

But I don’t like to see, when I’m out on a job, 
A Bobby’s revolver held close to my nob. 


I calls sich behaviour regular mean, 

To come’ere intrudin’ yourself on the scene ; 
When there’s hany amount of slap-up swells 
As ought to be copp’d and popp’d into the cells 
Why is this hinterference made 

With my particular branch of trade? 


If me and the ’ouseholder comes to blows 

And he’s tryin’ to land me one on the nose, 

It’s only nat’ral that I should try 

To land ’im a harder one bang in the eye ; 

And supposin’ I can’t, I dunno where the harm’s 
In purtectin’ myself by the use o’ firearms, 


But if then I’m attacked by another big bloke 
With a six-shooter also, it’s passin’ a joke ; 

Two to one ain’t fair odds in a game o’ that kind, 
More espeshul when one of the two comes behind ; 
So onless you jest chuck that ’ere shooter away, 

I must warn you, Policeman, that / shan’t play. 
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A REPREHENSIBLH RECEPTION. 


ALFONSO of Spain on a tour lately went, 
For the climate of Spain had grown “ warm,” 
A lot of his subjects had shown discontent, 
And many, indeed, on rebellion were bent, 
Crying out (with some cause) for reform. 


Political doctors prescribed change of air 

Till the state storm had vanished away, 
So the King took the hint and the train then and there, 
And various countries he visited, where 

His reception was genial and gay. 


Of course, by bold Bismarck Alfonso was hailed 
With quite an encouraging glance, 

Indeed, at Berlin great rejoicings prevailed, 

With exceeding éc/a¢ the young King was regaled, 
Till at length off he started for France, 


But when he anon entered Paris the gay, 
French politeness awhile was 7071 est: 
Some hooted and hissed as he passed on his way, 
A reception which caused young Alfonso dismay— 
That guest’s inward thoughts may be guessed. 


Wild rumours like lightning soon flitted about 
Concerning this startling affair, 
Because some French “ roughs ” chanced to hiss and to shout, 
Some vowed Spain would join with the Germans, no doubt, 
And for warfare would quickly prepare. 


Soon Alfonso the Twelfth toddled back into Spain 
Extremely upset in his mind ; 

And his subjects, on finding he’d suffered disdain, 

Received him with cheers and affection again, 
Since Frenchmen had been so unkind. 


’T was not a nice greeting to give any guest 

Who’d behaved as a visitor should ; 
But though the French seemed of scant wisdom possessed, 
By Alfonso himself it is doubtless confessed 


7% 
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“Tis an ill wind blows nobody good 
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WARBLES OF THE WHEE. 


ST TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 
No. 13.—A SONG WHICH GOES—oUT oF your MIND, 


Air—‘' THE SNouG LITTrLe IsLanp,” 


HE events of the 
day, as I think 
you will say, 

Will induce you 
to never a sigh 
land 

Concerning the 
lot which con- 
cedes you a 
spot 

On Her Majes- 
ty’s beautiful 
island, 


For, oh! it’s a 
snug little 
island, 

A right little, 
tight little 
island ; 

Oh, pity the 
lot 

Of the party 
who’s not 

A native of this little island. 


’Gainst the Surrey Canal we would raise a Cabal, 
With its ‘‘death-trap ” abutting on dry land; 
Italia’s Church hopes have been ‘‘ round to the Pope’s,” 
Which never could happen in my land. 
For, oh! it’s a snug little island, 
A right little, tight little island ; 
Sir Wilfrid himself, E’en Scotland, would shelf 
The tightness of this little island, 


There’s Miss Knight at St. Paul’s has succumbed to the calls 
Of King Hymen to give, with a smile, hand ; 
And in far Aberdeen Princess ‘‘ Beaty ” is seen 
(It ’s away in the regions called Highland), 
And, oh! it’s a snug little Highland, 
A right little, tight little Highland; 
Fair plenty to drink You'll be getting, I think, 
For, though it’s a wet, it’s a dry land. 


Mr. Shaw made a call up at Exeter Hall, 
And folks looked on France as a sly land; 
And Alfonso perhaps will agree with those chaps, 
While he’ll praise our superior island, 
For, oh! it’s a snug little island, 
A right little, tight little island; 
We never mob kings Like deplorable things 
Who haven’t been born on an island, 


The poor sailor man on that beastly Auchan 
Preferred very much to that sly land, 
Though (isn’t it odd?) on the land he’s in quod, 
Which shows a strong love of the island. 
For, oh! it’s a snug little island, 
A right little, tight little island ; 
It’s awfully snug With its little *‘ stone jug,” 
Which has doors which are tight in the island. 


An exciting affair has iz ve the Lord Mayor 
Made the City a sort of a wry land ; 
For the aldermen sat on the Liveries flat— 
A foul blow to a Fowler on high land. 
For, oh! ‘tis a snug little island, 
A City-Reform-Billing island ; 
But there’s Burnham Beeches Attention beseeches, 
For now they ’re confirmed to the island, 


The ‘‘ medicals” spout, and Miss Booth is let out, 
And Sir Stafford has been to a nigh land; 
There ’s a big Dairy Show, and at Brighton, you know, 
A Bazaar (fancy dress)—that ’s a buy land, 
For ours is a snug little island, 
A right little, tight little island; 
So I warble once more, As I’ve warbled before, 
It’s a right little, tight little island. 





OONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMBS. 


THE NEW TARGET. 
SCENE—Back Garden of a Suburban Villa, TimEe—Midnight, 


Mr, PINNFYER (a Houscholder), I say, I’m not sure whether I’ve 
loaded it quite right ; I bought it to-day as I came from town. Feller 
said he ’d warrant it to hit a——that in point of fact it is one of the new 
brand manufactured on purpose for practising at a—p—— 

Mr. CARR-TRIDGE fom oe Householder ). H-s-s-sh! Don't talk so 
loud, because I’m not sure that the law recognizes the new form of pas- 
time yet ; I haven’t read that any Member of the House has taken to it 
at present. I’ve got one of the very same brand. Chap I bought it of 
kept a private pol—ahem !—in the back yard, and I practised at him. 
Really they ’re quite easy to hit—much easier than a hare, or anything 
of that kind, 

Mr. PINNF. They ’reso bulky, don’t you see? especially when they ve 
got their overcoats on. I did manage to have a flying shot at one from 
the train as I came home; fancy I caught him in the helm ahem ! 

Mr, CARR-T, Be quiet ; there's his measured tread approaching. I 
hope it’s the fat one; I’m afraid I couldn’t hit the thin one 
_ Mr, PInNF, What, V. two hundred and thir——? 











Mr. CARR-T. Do be more cautious, There he is—there’s his bulls- 
eye. Here goes—there! Hit, by Jove!—knocked one of his buttons 
clean off. Bravo! you’re really quite a crack shot; you’ve knocked 
out three of his teeth. Look out; he evidently suspects that we are 
practising at him, and he’s making for us. 

Mr. PINNF. Confound the fellow, if he isn’t drawing his truncheon 
and blowing his new steam-whistle. I'll give him a steady broadside— 
there, right through the flap of his left ear, and dazed him. Good 
again! Straight through the flap of his right ear. He’s sitting down 
to collect his thoughts; let 's go in and bolt the door, Here—hullo! 

Mr. CARR-T, Why—hang it! if a burglar 

Mr. PINNF. Hasn’t taken advantage of our being in the garden, en- 
gaged in the new pastime, to break in and rob both our houses. There 
he is, by Jingo! getting away over the front wall; let fly at him; I 
haven’t a charge left. 

Mr. CARR-T, I can’t; I’ve emptied all my chambers at that con- 
founded polic—— 

Mr. PINNF. Shish! Jo be more discreet! 











Bgg-otism. 


THE manufacture of artificial eggs is being largely carried on in the 
United States. They are said to eggs-actly resemble the real article 
both in appearance and taste, and, moreover, they will keep for years. 
In this they certainly have an advantage ova the natural article ; but 
they are scarcely so serviceable for election purposes. What pleasure 
would there be in shying an egg at a political opponent if you were sure 
it was fresh? A questionable egg lends enchantment to the thrower. 





AGONIZING wails still sound through Paris caused by the conduct of 
the ‘* Prussianized Bourbon,’ King Alfonso. French patriots allude 
to this monarch as the ‘‘ basest of kings and the most insane of idiots ;” 
for, as they justly say, has he not promised a supply of “ar onions 
to the regiment of Ublans of which he is now the colonel, in order to 
render their coarse black bread and uncertain sausages palatable? while 
they are rightly annoyed that President Grévy still melts the liquorice of 
Spain in his matutinal doses of senna; and they foam at the thought that 
General Thibaudin has not cast his bottles of hair restorer, containing 


Spanish fly, out of the window. 


Tue people of Scotland are about to present Sir Archibald Alison 
with a magnificent claymore. Such a presentation will doubtless give 
Sir Archibald much pleasure ; though for his services he could probably 


claym(m)ore. 
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ENICENAOKS. 
Our revising barristers are taking big benefits at present ; ieee 


and the legal ac- 


tors are = 
rewarded fr thet 
esque in 
foul gymnastics 
y the laughter and 
generous responses 
Woive an eoungle 
e give an examp 
of a revising bar- 
rister’s wit. ‘‘ Your 
name, sir, is put 
down as Samy 
Snipe. Something 
must be w in 
the way you have 
spelt your Christian 
name. Surely it 
should be either 
Salmi of Snipe or 
Salmi von Snipe. 
If you are prepared 
to argue with me, I 
do not mind listen- 
ing ; but as I intend to give my decision adverse to you, there is the end 
of it.” (Roars of laughter.) 





WIVES were always apt to cause disquietude in their husbands’ minds 
by arriving home with new bonnets and sealskin jackets (unpaid for). 
But lately terrible schemes have been hatched by married women to 
frighten their weaker halves, diplomatic 
womanly stratagems, which beardless boys who 
contemplate matrimony should read about, 
and ponder over. We refer to the respectable 
married women’s sham suicide tricks. A fas- 
cinating mock felo-de-se female the other day, 
who appeared before a magistrate on a charge 
of committing suicide, had evidently not gauged 
the acuteness of her spouse’s brain, for this 
gentleman gave his wife a courtly rebuke by 
remarking to the dispenser of justice, ** My 
wife is a deal too artful to poison herself. She 
has succeeded in ag the neighbours, 
but she don’t frighten me.” He likewise hinted 
that, owing to past experiences, he did not in- 
tend to entrust the lady with any more money, 
and whispered something about ‘‘ passion day”’ 
being the cause of her artifice. The wily 
magistrate gave her up to that husband, think- 
ing ed he knew how to treat her, better than the most orthodox prison 

plain. 





WE learn that Mr. Pigott, the licenser of plays, declines to risk being 
made into material for hot pork sausages by sitting on the stage during 
any rehearsal of the explosion- 
by-dynamite scene, in the 
drama by Messrs. Buchanan 
and Harris, entitled 4 Sailor 
and his Lass. 


Mr. NokL, M.P., has made 
a startling discovery. He 
states that there are a number 
of men in the House of Com- 
mons who are determined to 
render the progress of public 
business impossible. Gracious 
goodness! Then perhaps 
simmering disloyalty is some- 
times not only cooked, but 
served up steaming, in our 
House of Parliament. Who'd 
bave thought it ? 


BREVITY being the soul of 
modern news, when a cutting down contemporary recently remarked 
—‘* LIMERICK.—Hanley, a farmer just shot, being unpopular "—we 
felt alarmed at reading the last two unnecessary words. 











NOTHING UNUSUAL. 


“ A witness havi iven evidence that nothing unusual had been done——" 
San rahe of that recent horrible horse-torturing case. 





Ou, please, Mr. Counsel, of talent immense, 
I want you to manage my humble defence ; 
In sunny success you are certain to bask, 

For it isn’t a bit of a difficult task. 


There ’s forgery in it: I’ve doctored with skill 
A cheque, an acceptance, a bill, and a will; 
The facts are conclusive ; rely upon that— 

I did it—I own it—I tell it you flat. 


There’s larceny in it: I’ve got ’em by rote, 
The things that I collared—a bottle-green coat, 
A necklace, two barrels of oysters, a cow, 

And seven umbrellas. I own to it—now! 


There’s perjury in it: I’ve covered the crimes 

Of dozens of parties at dozens of times, 

By swearing a wholly inaccurate swear. 

Lor bless you, 7 did it! I’m proud of it. There! 


There’s bigamy in it: I won’t understate ; 

There’s Mary, and Sairey, and Clairey, and Kate, 
And Jinny, and Minnie—I married ’em, ‘* Doudt?” 
I’ve all the certificates somewhere about. 


There ’s battery in it: those ladies 1 wed— 
One time and another—a punch on the head— 
And anything handy—the leg of a chair, 

A boot, ora poker. I own to it, square. 


There’s bribery in it: I think I may say 

There wasn’t a person as came in my way, 
Corruption of whom would amount to a crime, 
But what I’ve corrupted him, many’s the time. 


There’s ’cetterer in it: and, took at its best, 
I fancy the ’cetterer’s worse than the rest— 
Odd bits of behaviour, regarded with blame, 
As beats you to bracket ’em up with a name. 


And here, on this wery particular spot, 

I honestly tell you I managed the lot. 

Look here, you can see me; I stand on my feet, 
And *‘ Bless you, /did it,” is what I repeat. 


I'll up, and I’ll out, and I'll say to the judge, 

** There, that’s my confession—now git me to budge!” 
I'll say to the jury—whoever may blame— 

The similar, mortal, identical same. 


As soon as I’ve said it, why, then Ill be dumb; 

And then, do you see, it’s your turn that'll come. 
You'll up and you’ll say to ’em, cheeky as ten, 

**He done it; well, what if he done it? What then?” 


‘* He hasn’t done nothink uncommon” (you ‘ll say) ; 
‘** There’s hundreds a-doing it every day ; 

It’s custom” (you ‘ll say with a bang of your paw), 
** And custom ’s a jolly sight stronger than law.”’ 


** There isn’t” (you says) ‘‘not a moment of time 
But what there’s a somebody doing a crime. 

You ought to reward him; you ought to detest 
A feller what says he’s too good for the rest !” 


You ‘ll flummox ’em proper; you wait and you see 
How regular flattened that jury will be! 

For any one knows, if he’s up to what ’s what, 
That crime is a virtue when done by a lot. 
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Counter Leagues. 
POTSDAM AND COPENHAGEN. 


COPENHAGEN : 


OvuRsS means pure peace, and peace that ’s sure, 
No band to kill, a bond to cure 
Some little ills men yet endure 
Despite our constant progress ; 
We are the League that says it’s not 
The finest game exchanging shot, 
That all peace programmes are not rot, 
Nor Liberty an ogress, 


HAMBURG OR POTSDAM: 


Of course, ahem! our aim is peace, 

We organize a strong police, 

Simply that naughty lands may cease 
Their nasty noisy quarrels, 

We've bought up Italy as scout 

To warm us by a boxing bout; 

We're trying to make Spain grow stout, 
To purify French morals, 


COPENHAGEN : 


We don’t intend to strike a blow, 
We want to lay no country low, 
But Prussia, Austria, and Co. 
We only mildly murmur— 
You try to fright us for a spree, 
You try to cut the olive-tree, 
You ‘ll find yourselves a bit at sea, 
And we a terror firmer. 


HAMBURG, POTSDAM, OR GROSS KARBEN : 


So come and join a peaceful band 

Patronized by meek Fatherland— 

The even blood, the ever bland ; 
Think not of shell and shot, oh! 

Come unto our delightful fold ; 

We're renovated folks, behold ! 

All blood and iron’s milk and gold, 
Attar of roses, Otto! 





AUTUMNAL AILMENTS.—Conservative camp-pai(g)ns. 





























“POTTING” HIM. 


First Boy,—‘'1I Say, AIN'T HE A BiG Por?” 
Second Boy.—‘* FLOW-kR POT, YOU MEANS,” 





























AU REVOIR. 








Absit Omen! 


; Maker, Surely, then, we have a right to expect ers te, 
“spectacular,” not to say ‘‘ Sangeresque,” then, on the day of 
Lord Mayor’s show. 





THE pantomime season is drawing on apace, which is tidings 
fort and **To-ey.” 





~~ 


An “Orfully” Cockney One, 


Mr. ALDERMAN FowLer, the Lord Mayor elect, is 2 ‘‘spectacle” What is the difference between a bird at the Zoo and the cry of a 


andly | cat of the feminine persuasion?—One is a he-mu (emu), and the other 
the next | is a she-mew. 





Tue Revenue Retorns !—So all the papers have been eye. 
of com- | But if it does, surely there would be no need for the Government to col- 


lect a fresh lot each year. 








, : knowledge, 
©@ To Corzasrompants.—The Editor does not papa By ‘ —, pow el ae Pawel en 


return, or pay for Contributions. {a me case will they be veturned unless 
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“ The Rev. George F. Pentecost, of the United States, is such an enthusiastic 





Limbeaux had only one leg, and he aimee 


for er. 





Finds it an neck-se//-ent plan. 





“BY THE TORN OF THE WHEEL.” 


they will get more legs by-and-bye.”—Daily Paper. 






me 





usiastic bicyclist that he has expressed the opinion that if men will only keep riding bicycles 











A Friend tells him of the wonderful effects of 
Bicycle Riding. 





But soon his legs become enormously increased, ont his 
appearance causes a panic in the streets. 





Ww e now understand his services have been secured 
by a celebrated Showman. 


































THH MAREBTS, 


‘*1’m off,” said he, that hopeful one ; . 
‘*T'm off to market, just for fun.” 
(We'd better add, the scene of this 
Was England’s proud metropo-lis. 


**T care no whit, to serve my freak, 
Which market of them all I seek ; 
I’ll take the first that’s in my way” 
(For he was hopeful, young, and gay). 


He did ; with mirth he laughed aloud, 
And took his place within the crowd. 
” * . * 


Long, lagging years it was his lot 
To stand upon the selfsame spot ; 


Long, lagging years he had to yearn 
For exit, waiting for his turn ; 

But in the end, when old and gray, 
He found his turn, and got away. 


He said, ‘‘ The market which I chose 
Perchance is not the best for those 


Possessing other human ties ; 
So be my second choice more wise.” | 


He sought another market : there 
A strange aroma filled the air ; 
That perfume which distinctly means 


| 
Assorted and decaying greens. 


| For years the hopeful one was ill, 
And though his good physician’ s skill 

Delivered him from Fever’s clutch, 

Was never after up to much. 


He said—and hope had left his boow— 
**I’ll try some other market now.” 

He did ; and found a savage, nude, 
Neglected, awful solitude. 


Its sweet and blessed silence stole 
With such effect upon the soul 
That he annexed for good and all 
A mossy and deserted stall. 


And still he treads with placid smile 
Its coster-less and trade-less aisle ; 
He’s in the yellow leaf and sere— 
But ne’er a soul has been anear. 


NEW LHAVBES. 


** Chiromancy,” by Henry Frith and Edward 
Heron Allen (George Routledge and Sons).— 


| This isa concise exposition of the ‘‘ Science of 


Palmistry.” Its principles and practice are 
also ‘fon hand.” 
** Dr. Corpus’s Class’? (Wyman and Sons). 


_ —In his ‘‘ Nine Lectures on the Human Body 
| from a Comical Point of View” the Doctor 
| greatly” amuses all those who muse(s) upon 
| **the nine.’ 


‘The Bankrupt Act of 1883,” by W. A. 
Houldsworth, Esq. (George Routledge and 


| Sons) will bea great help to “ understanding of 
_ the law.” 


** Diary of a Naughty Girl,” by the author of 


| © A Bad Boy's Diary” (George Routledge and 


Sons), both naughty, boy and girl, but a very 
good book. 

** Nita,” Spanish Serenade, by J. L Ximenes 
Y Peiia (C. Jefferys).—To tender words and 
tender music we tender our (serene)aid. 

** Pitman’s Musical Monthly” (Pitman) be- 


_ gins so well as to promise ‘‘ well and better.” 



















The World's Table Talk! 





MAN DARIN SAUCE 


IS SAUCE FOR ALL 
Ask your GROCER for it. 








oan nt 


CAUTION. —If 
Cocoa thickens in the 


Giton a. 
PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! 0C0 HI 
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stamps to the /Mers:,Sirminghaew 
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Old Songs Reset. 
No. X. 


Arn—TZhe Message. 


I HAD a message to give her, 
But she had too early fled ; 
I thought of it since we parted, 
And she had gone home to bed 
To rest in the highest attic, 
Far up near the starry sky ; 
And she never could hear me calling— 
Her window was much too high, 


I had a message to give her 
(A line which I here repeat), 
But I thought it would not be proper 
To shout it from out the street ; 
So I tried to attract attention 
By flinging aloft a stone, 
But I only broke a window, 
And left her—in haste—alone, 


I gave it to “‘milk ” next morning, 
And I watched if she took it in, 
But ’t was somebody else who did it 
(I’d to stand the ‘‘ milk” some gin). 
And I cried in my passionate longing, 
‘*Oh ! is there no other way 
I can get to my love the message, 
And say what I have to say?” 





Then I heard a sweet voice singing 
Up high in the morning air ; 

She was cleaning the first-floor windows, 
And I beckoned her down the stair. 
And she came to the front door quickly— 
For her mistress was not yet up— 
And she said I must come that ev’ning 

(For the cook was going out) to sup. 


So I hastened home to my breakfast 
(I had coffee and salted fish), 

And went to my work as happy 
As lover who ’s got his wirh ; 

For I knew I should give my message— 
And I felt it was not too Jate— 

I should meet her that night at supper, 
So I was content to wait. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE Ep!IToR oF ‘ Fon.” 


S1r,—Don Juan was ever a deceiver; what 
wonder he deceived me? He’s been the art- 
fullest of deceivers too, never really ‘‘ keeping 
back,” only not putting forward. He’s put me 
in a hole any way, and unless I land over the 
Cambridgeshire—why, where am I? Ha! ha! 
that’s just it—where am I? I don’t let you or 
anybody else know, you bet, until this blows 
over. Meantime I am 

Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 

P.S.—You needn’t mark my failure on the 
notice-boards; just say, ‘‘ Hackness! Hack- 
ness! Hackness!”—who gave you second right 
off? Vive the Old Man, and no money re- 





Water Loss! 


THE temperance party will learn with regret 
that one of their most able and enthusiastic 
supporters, Canon Basil Wilberforce, has broken 
down in health, and has, under the orders of 
his physician, left England for the Continent. 
Mr. R. T. Booth is also about to sail for Aus- 
tralia, so that the chief advocates of the/Blue 
Ribbon movement will be ‘all abroad” for 
some time, as the Canon Wilberforced to take a 
six month’s holiday. 


A Co-(H)oP-ERATIVE MOVEMENT. —The 
anti-beer adulteration one. 
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SPOONING 








Out upon the sparkling sea, m 
Prefer ob tes and ‘*spoon” (a common failing— 


SAILING, 
BEHOLD, {these two young folks who might be sailing | And she 's enchanting, you ‘ll agree). 

















E’en sailing-joys to charm are unavailing 
‘Gainst Cupid, when he is our hearts as-sailing. 
= : — 














— ————— 





High Art. 
of an actress that she honours a Dean 
of his pals wi 


in order to Miss Power to do so. 
" Mr. Any ees has declined to honour the Queen by 
he gives two reasons—firstly, it was intimated that it would 





it did not proceed direct from the lips of Her Majesty. 


| 


i lly Power, it is understood, is to be asked to lay the foundation 
Monicipal Buildings at Liverpool, the Princess Beatrice having declined the bonour. ph ting = ae 
and Corporation will, we understand, proceed in state one day next week to the Royal 


Tux Court Circular says that ‘‘ Miss Mary Anderson honoured the Dean of Westminster with 
her parr oat at dinner the other evening.” Only fancy what things have come to when it is said 


ising tous. Such as the following, for instance, may now any ts 
wr peerage, Such ia eter ofc Aesop Cetra at 
having been sreery ater to him, Arthur Roberts, that he was not to bring half a dozen 
a -stone 


ting the 3 and for this 
not be saleable $ , secondly, that 


a i aia 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


OT without some natural surprise 
(for I had never most distantly 
contemplated such a thing) I 
found myself in the middle— 
literally in the middle, and some- 
what tightly compressed—of Not- 
tingham Goose Fair on a recent 
Friday. The sale of geese was 
all over (whereby, you will amus- 
ingly remark, I found myself at a 
dizcount), but festivities were in 
full swing, and the swing was at 
itsheight. Youneedn’t be afraid, 
though. I am not going to de- 
scribe the fair— the main features 
of fairs are much the same every- 
where, and I didn’t see much of 

this. Being a company consisting 

pus Fi dicho one statins of myself, Mrs. Nestor, and friends, 
ty with some bright-eyed small fry, 
queens of the hour, behoves us to visit certain booths, In one of these 


we met ‘little Kosi,” 





Ah, little Rosie! with thy steady professional air as thou solemnly 
danceth on the outer platform of the show to the dulcet strains of the 
hand-organ, with thy highly-spangled skirt and head-gear, thy flowing 
locks, and yellow sash contrasting oddly in its brilliant cleanliness with 
the rest of thy attire; thy homely hand-knit stockings, and thy fairy 
walking-boots with sturdy double soles ; with thy rotund and soub-nosed 
countenance, owing but small allegiance to King Soap and Water ; and 
thy many occupations—now dancing, as aforesaid, to the attraction of 
custom ; now unbending awhile, in an interval of leisure, to disport with 
some youthful sister professional ; again 
vending the adamantine nut and the | ¥ 
verdant apple; anon demanding, with i 
all the sternness of thy ten or twelve ~~ ¥ ; 
wandering summers, the extra dues avi >" 
from such as attempt to occupy ‘‘six- ~~— * 
penny” seats at ‘‘threepenny” rates ' 
(of which good company ourselves were 
a distinguished moiety)—why hath not 
our friend, Mr. G. R, Sims, written a 

woeful ballad on thy destiny ? 









But Rosie did not exhaust theamuse- “$y 
ments ; whereof the unintentional were, 
as ever, the greater. I saw two ‘‘only ond 
genuine troupe of Zulus in the fair,’a ~~ i 
like number of ‘‘only original fat ‘Lirtie Rosier. 


twins;” and in ‘‘a spectral illusion”’ 

show, a chubby white-robed little ghost consoled his weeping mother 
| with the remark, ‘‘])ear mother, hiam ’appy now.” This wasa show 
of some superiority, however, and if one did trace a family likeness be- 
tween the floating angel and the very sublunary young lady who favoured 
us with a dance in the costume of a ‘‘ burlesque prince,” and if it was 
somewhat disconcerting to have the ghostly Mephistopheles, who had 
just startled a countryman into a fit, making his way stolidly through our 





** vampire ghost vision’ was not wholly kept, the illusion was properly 
managed. The dresses were scrupulously clean and of a good class, and 


the affectionate young lady at the door, who addressed us all as ‘**‘ My 
dear,” had dressed her dap- 


per self but one degree be- 

4 neath the height of fashion, 
A Sailor and his Lass, an- 
nounced for production at 
Drury Lane on Monday the 
15th, is too late for me to no- 
tice this week; but there is a 
wreck scene (founded on a 
oO l\f,  fact’mof within the sole know- 
em ii ledge of the authors, by the 
way) which ought to be effec. 
tive, But more of that anon, 














Silver King was reached last 
Wednesday, when the event 


before threatened. The clever little piece is well played, and the public 





was celebrated by the placing of A Clerical Error in the programme, as | 


| and effective use of the limelight, and 





midst to enjoy the leisure between his ‘‘ turns,” and if the promise of 


The 250th night of Zhe 


do not seem in a great hurry for that new piece Mr. Barrett has nearly 
ready for them, by their hearty reception of Zhe Silver Ainge. 

Mrs. Burnette’s story of ‘‘ Esmeralda” appears at the St. James's on 
Saturday next in stage dress as Young Folks’ Ways, io four acts. The 
name of Mr. W. H. Gillette is associated with that of the authoress as 
adaptor, and we may wish all good luck to the new piece, and trust | 
that the Ways will result in much Means, 


Mr. F. C. Burnand’s .4rie) was pro- 
duced at the Gaiety on the 8th, as an- 
nounced. Without displaying any 
startlingly new departure either in the 
case of Mr. Burnand or Miss F Farren, 
it is quite up to the best standard of 
each, Mr. Monkhouse distinguished 
himself, and Miss Constance Gilchrist, 
who seems to be pursuing her profes- 
sion with some earnestness, makes a 
good Miranda, There is a very pretty 








an ingenious change of scenery. Mr. 
Burnand was called at the end o1 the 
second act—and came. 





a THe Darrgr Door-KeEpgerR. 

Mr. Harry Hunter, the Merry Mo- | 
hawk, takes his benefit this evening at his big place at Islington, which | 
I cannot wish fuller than usual on the occasion, for there is never (when | 
once the programme is in full swing) sufficient room for the thinnest nose | 
to poke itself in. Mr. Hunters printed announcement is so jocular in 
its terms that there is nothing left for me to do but to wish him luck, 





and pass on. 





THE situation in France continues strained. Jacot of Belleville had 
an emphatic interview with the President of the Kepublic this morning, 
in which the proposed sending of an ugly valentine to (Jueen Victoria 
was discussed at some length. The idea is believed to have entirely 
originated with Jacot. The President is said to have had the unheard- 
of temerity to make some mild objections tending in the direction of a 
postponement or even actual abandonment of the scheme; at any rate, 
screams, apparently emanating from the President, were heard from the 
chamber in which the interview was progressing, At present all is tran- 
quil again; but the President complains of stiffness, and is being 
medically treated for bruises. Jacot bas retired to Belleville for breakfast. 

« + + * . 

The situation is again strained. It appears that the Ministry feebly 
opposed the scheme for sending the insulting valentine to (Jueen Vic- 
toria; whereupon the President, raising a warning finger, bade them 
remember that Jacot of Belleville had only retired for breakfast, and 
would surely return. This created a scene, which ripened into a panic 
on the arrival of Jacot with a bludgeon. The Senate was instantly 
cleared, 

* * . . * 

The situation is more strained than ever. Jacot of Belville has been 
shut up for over an hour with the President, and dismal wails, obviously 
emanating from the President, are heard at intervals, Later.—Jacot 
has retired to Belleville for luncheon, and the President has insisted on 
the addition by the Cabinet of opprobrious verses under the ugly valen- 
tine intended for Queen Victoria. The President is reported to be very 
sore all over, and the Chamber of Deputies has passed a resolution ex- 
pressive of the utmost concern at the effect produced by the cudgel of 
Jacot of Belleville. The Deputies complain of contusions. 

. * 7 * « 

The tension of the s/a¢us guo is seriously pronounced. Jacot of Belle- 
ville, after a short interview with the President, left; and it was then 
discovered that his cudgel was broken in many pieces, while the Presi- 
dent has been discovered on the floor, absolutely fiat. 

* . * * * 

On the Senate’s attempting to gather up the President, he came to 
pieces ; and it has been discovered that he never was alive at all, being 
simply a cunningly devised automaton stuffed with bran. Jacot of Belle- 
ville has made a final visit to the Senate, which has at once decided to 
dispatch the insulting valentine to Queen Victoria, verses and all. Jacot 
of Belleville is busily engaged in the construction of another dummy to 
replace the flattened President. It is said that it is to be, if possible, 
even more pliable than the last. 

Tacot of Belleville is France! 





—_— 
—— en 


“LITERAL” RELATIVES OF A FLIGHT OF C-GULLS.—A pack of 
B-gulls ! 
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Not a Plain Cook. 
Rondel, 


THOUGH Mary is a pretty saint, 

She knows the way to cook a 
dinner, 

Her dress to outer man is quaint, 

But not her dressing for the 





inner ; 
She always looks as fresh as | 
paint, 
I only wish that I could win 
her, 


Though Mary is a pretty saint, 
She knows the way to cook a 
dinner ! 


Her sweetness is without a taint, 
Eat her I could, from boots to 
pinner, 
If she could cook herself—she | 
mayn’t 
Be able; but, as I’masinner, | 
Though Mary isa pretty saint, | 
She knows the way to cooka | 
dinner ! 
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Octavius Ebenezer 
Potts. 


HI]S FILOSEFY, 


Iv wud be interesting to kno 
whether thair air maw men that 
wauk with thair eyes klosed | 
than krabs wot wauk sideways. | 

Thair iz sutch a thing as looz- | 
ing a dollar in searching for a 
dime. 

Thair iz a time for everything 
except regret, 

We air nearer heaven the mo- 
ment of our burth than at any 
uther pereod of our life, 

Who heges humself in too 
klosely is ap to be priked by the 
thawns, } 

The less wait you carry clim- | 
ing the ezzier it is: it is, hou- 
ever, evzier to klim the ladder of 
faim with a bag of gold on your | 
bak than withowt wun, 

The diffrence between a pfule | 
and a wiz/e man is that the pfule | 
says all he thinks, and the wizze 
an thinks all he sez. 
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_ It iz permisseble to indulge ett! 
in an ordible doubt wen enny “STAFFY” ON THE STUMP! ‘ahh 
wun tells uz he piks okim fur _ _. Pa | if 
plezzure, Sir STAFFORD seeks the Emerald Isle lhe A we ge and the (Green col Cri 
To spread the tr ithful lory creed ; And brickbats hurtle thr ugh the au; a 
Murth shod flo spontaneous, | And once more Ireland, fr ra while, 1 re ble | agh too (Hil e\rniak wrice ) ‘ » 
reef the uther taneous. Jecomes a Land of Ire, indeed. Will hurt-a(Ilot assembled there V 
: ‘* Soshebility ” is the name of | Seen 3 
y “Fight on,” says he, ‘and make no stint— So *' Staffy " (meek himself) awake if 
the donkey akross whooze bak ally sales. plbnea dept = crt Each faction in those Irish spot 
we are ap to throw our apologes (Or words to that effect)—a hint And his unguarded language make 
for drunkenes, Which Pat to act on isn't slow. Pat-riots, and not patr 
‘l'heatrical. 


Foote it Lightly. 
CAPTAIN C, E, Foote, R.N., has, it is stated, been appointed 
Lritish Consul in the Nyassa district, for the purpose of suppressing the 
slave trade, and developing civilization and commerce in Central Africa. 


This appointment will, we doubt not, give general satisfaction. It isa 
real treat to see the Government stirring itself, and putting the right 


“*foot’’ forward. 





—_————— 





Bravo, Mr, Dobbs! 


AT a recent meeting of the Islington Vestry, Mr. J. Hl. Mote moved : 
—‘‘ That a cordial vote of thanks be given by this vestry to Mr. A. E. 
Dobbs ;”” to which we feel disposed to remark, ‘* So Mote it be! 





SCIENTIFIC PosER.—Is it more difficult to tell the distance from the 
un than to divine the *‘ distance” from civil war? 


We read :—‘' The Olympic Theatre, reconstructed from designs by 
Mr. Phipps, and thoroughly renovated and embellishe:!, will shortly 
open under the lesseeship of Mrs. W. E. Conover.” We had heard so 
little of the Olympic recently, that we imagine:! it was a case of Con-over 
to the majority, 

“Charity begins,” etc. 

Tue philanthropists of the present day are still in many cases oblivious 
of the more pressing claims that immediately surround » bese and prefer, 
like Mrs. Jellaby of ‘* Bleak House’’ celebrity, to go far afield to satisfy 
their benevolent aspirations. To such might we not suggest a medical 
mission to the Cyclades (the sick ladies) of the .1.gean? 


Enercetic ‘' Jon” Masters.—The “ Livery” men of London. 
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THAT LAND QUESTION. 


ES 





eee ea 


a 


as 





ALONG time ago a well-meaning but mistaken Fairy, wishing to doa great kindness to man, invented land as a nice gift forhim. After casting about for the best hands 
to place it in, she presented it to a king, who instantly soaked it with blood. 
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So the good Fairy took it away from the king, and gave it the landlord, for his benefit ; but the tenant got on to it, and would neither give it up nor pay rent. So 
the Fairy handed it to the lord of the manor, to preserve for the benefit of the people; but the lord of the manor enclosed and stole it, and would not let the peopl= 
come near it 








Then the Fairy took it away from the lord of the manor, and presented it to the people; but it got into the hands of the wrong section of the people—the ‘Arry 
section—and Arry did his best to destroy all its beauty and make a desert of it. More about the unfortunate gift next week. 
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FAREWELL. 
(See Cartoon.) 


FRIEND Irving, to be quite correct, 
We humbly bend the knee, 

And with the uttermost respect 
We say Farewell to thee. 


A well-graced actor leaves our stage 
To charm some foreign part, 

And straightway he excites a rage 
For histrionic art. 


Before the final exit ’s made 
From north, south, west, and east 
His fond admirers throng in aid, 
And bid him to a feast. 


Law, Physic, and Divinity 
There meet on common ground, 
With great and low, to praise sky-high, 
And compliments abound. 


Sweet if it is to be adored, 
What greater homage can 

He hope than that from Knowsley’s lord 
And [:ngland’s Grand Old Man? 


This, Henry, this and more are thine ; 
Irom gallery to stalls 

Start cheers and tears, the red fires shine, 
And—down the curtain falls. 
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IT was quite logical of Timothy Smith, a/zas Peel, a/ias 
Justice, to try and evade the police who were attempting to 
place grains of Epsom salt on his tail. Nervousness, we 
know, is inborn with betting men, so we presume that Peel, 
uot caring to prove an exception to the rule of the turf in such 
a matter, funked meeting a fecler ; and ’cutely apprehending 
that every effort should be made by a weak ‘‘ Justice” to 
evade the clutches of a stronger Justice, bolted without send- 
ing his intended address to the Scotland Yard authorities, 

UsIBEPU’s terse message to Cetewayo is the unkindest cut 
sentimental British politicians have received of late, ‘' You 
must get the English Government to take you away to some 
distant place,’’ writes Usibepu to the martyr king. May we 
suggest that the Zulu monarch would prove a goodly body 
servant to Lady Florence Dixie, who has taken such an inte- 
rest in him? Weare certain that the obese African would be 
always ready to cast his huge body between any Irish assailants 
and her ladyship, who may dart from the soil like Jacks-in- 
the-box. 


TIDINGS OF COMFORT AND JOy.—The missing Parisian 
umbrella, hurled at the Uhlan King of Spain, has been +z. 
covered. re 

THE Salisbury magistrates, with complicated graciousness, 
have discharged a deaf prisoner, because ‘‘they failed to 
make him understand,” The publican who ‘pulled up”’ the 
delinquent had previously failed to make him understand the 
proper time when to ‘‘dry up” and leave his bar. 


’ 


Borries of ‘‘ Phosphorated Brain Renovating Mixture,’ 
and sent to these magistrates, we fear, would fail to make them 
understand. 


THAT assiduous explorer, Dr, ])anford Thomas, has traced 
the source of the Kegent’s Park Canal to the spring of danger 
to public health. 





SEVERAL deputations of nice clean channel steamboat 
basins are likely to be introduced by the (‘rowner for Central 
Middlesex to the Chairman of the Canal Company, in order 
that they may protest, as tender assistants to the public in 
times of illness, against the dirty canal basin being allowed 
to continue froducing dire sickness in any of /heir clients 
residing in London, 


THE twenty-one ropes and nine sets of straps belonging to 
the late lamented Mr. Marwood, which have been recently for- 
warded to London, are pronounced by the metropolitan dz/«¢- 
‘anti, learned in repulsive relics, to be capital punishment 
examples of the dead hangman’s materials, 
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PAYING THE PIPER. 


Southron (who has rashly evinced an interest in the Pipes, and been subjected 
to a bad quarter of an hour of Strathspeys rendered for his own special benefit, ) 
—'])9 YOO FIND THIS SORT OF THING REMUNERATIVE?"” 

McSkirler,—' Na, NA, MON, IIERE AN’ THERE THE LASSIRS AND THR 
BAIRNS GIES ME A BAWLEE OR TWA, LUT WHAT I DEPEND ON MAIST IS 
MERTING A RICHT GUID GENTLEMAN LIKE YOURSEN, AS 'ULL HAND O'ER 
A BIT O’ SILLER,.” 

| Southvon takes the hint, and McShirler takes the bit o' siller. 











was 
but 


task it 


as, 


¢: 


/ha 
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we thigh? 


Segue digect® 


shion, 





FAR fromthe crowd Of bait he then made a selection, 
(which is mad- Dropped his line, and dropped into reflection 
ding) (The weather was bursting with pride). 


An elderly party 
went gadding 
(The weather 
dullish, 
fine) ; 
Ife’d strength, and 
he didn’t much 


By taking a bottle, 
a baskit, 

A hook, and a 

rod, anda line, 


I needn't explain 
= he was wishing 
= To go and indulge 
in some fishing 
(The weather 
was open, but 
bleak), 
And fishing with 
him was a pas- 


So he climbed, in | 
gymnastical 


Totheendofa 
rail fora week. 


The size of the fish he was noting, 
And soon he was pondering, gloating, 
On pictures of chubb-y ones fried. 


But as he prepared for their slaughter, 
He slipped and fell into the water 

(The weather was cheerful, but grim). 
‘Thus Atropos Hope ever dishes !— 
Instead of Aim feeding on fishes, 

The fishes are feeding on Aim, 





To the Westminster Walrus 
(A METRICAL MORSE-RAU.,) 


THE whale—zd/ est mort—he soon fretted and pined, 
But vive the wee walrus, Farini’s last find ; 
To delight the Aquarium folks ’t is designed, 


Oh, tricky and tubby young stranger, be gay, 
Don't fret for your ma (who was shot, so they say, 
By sailors who near the North Pole chanced to stray), 


Yea, though you are teething, yet strive to show glee, 
jtemember you ’re now in the Land of the Free! 

Our Farini but asks you to draw / s. d, 

O Walrus! (‘‘ Norwegian,” says I., ‘‘ for whole-horse ’ 


O Walrus (or Morse) who was captured by force, 
Live on! or you'll fill Mr, F. with re-Morse! 
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WARBLES OF THH WHEE. 


SzT TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES. 


No. 14—A Sone wuicu Gomzs—Across THE Moors. 
Air—“*Ou, BLAME NOT THE BakD!” 


Bard 


vours 





severs 





jail ; 





able, 
To thrill 


to its 


And Warden would cheerfully grace his own table, 
But ‘‘ circumstance over which we ve no control,” 


Oh, blame not the British Museum for showing 
Its autotype Kaphaels all of a row, 
For wert thou ‘‘ originals” on them bestowing 
They 'd hang them with pleasure, I happen to know; 
And blame not the troops in the Soudan for straying 
Unlinked with their base as they press to their goal— 
It is, though, undaunted the front they ’re displaying, 
A ‘circumstance over which ‘hey’ve no control,” 


Oh, blame not ‘‘ the Fisheries” greatly for closing 
(If such their intent) on the Thirty and first: 
Oh, blame not the Manchesterites for disposing 
(With cheerful decision) of Dr. Pankhurst ; 
Oh, blame not the Servian Parliament either, 
Which opened and closed in one hour,—for a mole 
Could easily see of these parties that neither 
Had circumstance very much under control. 


Then blame not the ‘* Congresses” closing their labours 
When nothing whatever remains to be done; 

Nor blame Mr, Besley, who’s down on (‘‘ be jabers! '’) 
The lawless ‘‘ trade custom” belaboured by Fun; 

And blame not the Bankrupcy Act in the slightest 
If fraudulent trusteeships over it bowl ; 

Nor blame Captain Drevar, whose craft is the lightest, 
A ‘‘circumstance over which 4e’s no control.” 


Blame not Lemoinne for his sneers at the physic 
And tracts of the mean-to-make-most-of-it Shaw ; 
Nor blame ye the Conference meeting at Chiswick 
To settle the titles of apples by law; 
Blame not those who'd cry for a lock or retard it 
(At Richmond), for FUN is prepared on the whole 
To neither oppose or applaud, but regard it 
A ‘‘circumstances over which Az¢’s no control.” 


Oh, blame not the walrus that’s come to Westmins/er 
If loneliness makes him to set up a howl, 
How often the same has occurred to the spinster 
Who sits by her parrot and cat, cheek by jowl; 
And blame not the Frenchman with China who quarrels, 
Though sad be his lot and unhappy his dole, 
But just count his strange international morals 
A ‘‘ circumstance over which 4¢’s no control.” 


Oh, blame not the people in Salt Lake its city, 
Who're sending out parties to proselytize; 

They 've suffered from wives, and they think it’s a pity 
That others should not have to suffer likewise ; 

And blame not the Bard if his verses are prosy, 
And move with a steadily slumberous roll, 

The fact that he makes all the universe dozy 
Is **a circumstance over which Az¢’s no control. 


H, blame not the 
if his 
frantic endea- 


At compassing 
kudos should 
constantly fail, 

Nor blame Mr. 
Warden when 
circumstance 


The ties of his 
homeand con- 
signs him to 


The Bard would 
be willing, and 
yearns to be 


the 


whole world 
inner- 
most soul, 


| think anything of it! 





THB COLUMBIAN BVIL OND. 


** A chorus of complaints is making itself heard at our manufacturing towns, to the 
effect that the ‘American Devil’ is a profound nuisance to people who have no occa- 
sion to get up with the lark. The purpose of this invention is to rouse slumbering 
workmen . and it performs its office by creating a hideous din, which can be 
heard for more thana mile. In Lancashire the diabolical contrivance is so generally 
used that formal complaints have been addressed to the Local Government Board. 
° In one instance . . . the explanation was that ‘the number of people con- [ 
venienced by the blowing of whistles was greater than the number inconvenienced’ 
eral but unless it be held that the rights of a majority extend to making the lives 
of the minority miserable, the argument cannot be considered a valid defence of the 
American, or any other, Devil.” —G/ode. 

Mr. Myg-Norrity. Yow! Ho! Murder! Fire!—Eh? Dear me, 
what on earth is this fearful, unearthly, deafening noise which has woke 
me up at this untimely hour of the morning, and frightened me out of 
my wits into the bargain? It must be some fearful accident taken place. 
I want to go to sleep again, but it won’t let me. Yah! Hoo! Look 
there, here’s a great hook smashing through the ceiling and descending 
upon me; it hooks up the bed, and me, and everything, and flings us 
about the room. Hullo! now if there isn’t a bucketful of icy-cold water 
come all over me through the hole made in the roof by the hook. What 
can this outrage mean? I’m a peaceable citizen, and I won’? stand it. 
There ’s a workman over the way with his head out of window. Here, 
you-—-Have you any idea of the meaning of this outrage that’s 

oing—— 
. WORKMAN, ‘ Outrage?” There ain’t no outrage; they treats us all 
alike, so you needn’t grumble. I likes it; it’s a reg’lar convenience. 

Mr. MYE-Norrity. But / don’t like it. I'll just dress and have my 
breakfast, and then I’ll go and lay a complaint with the police. Why, 
if there isn’t another hook smashing through the window, and pulling 
the cloth off the table ,with all the breakfast things on it. I can't get 
any breakfast ; I’ve hardly tasted a mouthful—— 

WORKMAN (looking in at the window). Well, that’s yer own fault, 
yer know; you shud a-got up dreckly the alarum sounded——— 

Mr. Myk-Norrity. But if I didn’t want to get up—— 

WorKMAN, Oh, well, p’r’aps I didn’t want to git up, neether; but 
it’s for our good, an’ they treats usall alike, . . . 

Mr. Myg-Norrity, Why, confound it, the police don’t seem to 
I'll just have a bit of dinner, and then I'll go 
and complain to the Home Secretary. Ha! Why, if a thing hasn’t 
started up as I opened my own door with my own key, and hit me on 
the head. I can’t get in. What on earth 

WORKMAN. Course you can’t git in, no more can’t I, It’s ’cos the 
dinner-hour’s hover ; we ain’t allowed to go ’ome an’ idle dooring work- 
ing hours. It’s for our good, I tell yer, and they treats us all alike. 

Mr. Myg-Norrity. There now, if I haven't missed the last train to 
the Home Secretary, Well, I'll just go in and have my evening glass 
of whisky at the Nipper’s Arms, and to-morrow I ’ll What's this? 
What is this thing that takes me by the back of the neck and absolutely 
‘*chucks me out” of the bar on to the pavement? 

WoRKMAN, It’s all right. It’s chucked me out too, 
our good : the guv’nor he serves us all alik——— 

Mr. Myg-Norrity. What do you mean? What ‘‘ governor’? 

WORKMAN, Why, the manager of the factory, of course. It’s ’im as 
had the Devil put up to wake us all reg’lar at four A.m., and the ’ook 
as lugs us out o’ bed, and the other ‘ook as prevents us a-loiterin’ too 
long over our breakfastes, and the thing wot slaps us in the eye wen we 
want to return ’ome at improper times, and the thing as chucks us out 
of the publics at nine o’clock, and makes us go to bed. It’s a great 
convenience. 

Mr. Myg-Norrity. But 7’m not a workman—/ don’t find it at all 
a convenience ; in fact, it entirely prevents my carrying on my profes- 
sion, and I shall appeal to the—— 

WORKMAN. It ain’t no good appealin’, Why don’t you grin and 
bear it? I likes it; and my friend Bill ’ere, he likes it too. 

Mr. MyeE-Norrity. Eh? Why didn’t you tell me before? Of 
course if ¢wo of you like it I’m in the minority, and ought to like it too. 
Well, it ruins my health, and puts an end to my professional career, and 
will finally reduce me to a pauper lunatic; but if it’s for the good of 
the manufacturers, why, I will learn to love it, of course. 








It's all for 








Not in those Clothes. 


Ir is difficult to see how the Parisian Press can maintain that the 
slights and insults to which King Alfonso were subjected were merely 
fitful and intermittent expressions of the mob’s opinion. On the con- 
trary, the whole of the accounts received prove that the vocal attack on 
the Spanish monarch was of an “uniform” character throughout the 
journey. 





ApoLocy.—A short paragraph appeared in our issue of Sept. 19th, 
which has been taken exception to by Mr. Shrubb as being prejudicial 
to his interests, We beg to say that there was no intention on our part 
to imply anything unworthy to Mr. Shrubb, The writer declares that 
he regarded it only as a harmless play upon the name of that gentleman. 
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“‘The Terrors of Tea!” 


The Dean ot or spoke the other day on the evils of tea-drinking. 
“Oatmeal and milk,” he said, “* produced strong, hearty, good-tempered 
men and women, whereas excessive tea-drinking created a generation of 
nervous discontented people, who were for ever complaining of the exist- 
ing order of the universe . . . and sighing for the impossible. 
Tea-drinking was acting as a dangerons revolutionary force among us." 


‘*Cups thatcheer, but not inebriate,” was Poet Cowper’s notion | 




















Concerning tea, and man for years considered it a fact ; 
But it seems ‘tis all a fallacy, for terrible commotion 
The Dean of Bangor caused of late, when he that herb | 
attacked. | 
‘*Milk and oatmeal,” said the reverend one, ‘‘ make people | 
strong and hearty,” | 
Good-tempered men and women if we drink them we | 
shall be; 
But direst evils fall upon the mad misguided “ party” 
Who goes in for drinking tea. | 


** Excessive tea-imbibers are all nervous, discontented," 
Observed the Dean, and probably it cannot be dean-ied. 
He hinted that the demon Tea makes many folks demented, 
And the order of the universe they frequently deride ; | 
They — for the impossible—they scold their neighbours 
sadly. 
‘* A dang'rous revolutionary force it is,” said he ; 
It causes cruelty and crime, and makes the world act madly, 
Does the tyrant known as Tea, 


‘*Good cookery,” remarked the Dean, ‘‘ would certainly en- 
able 
The people to be more correct and higher in their views ; 
Their notions of existence would be more serene and stable 
If they cast aside the Congou that the housewife fondly 
brews.” 
Ry this ’t would seem ‘tis not the heart alone that prompts 
wrongdoing, 
'T is the stomach that’s the source of all the crime we daily 
see ; 
And evil ’t is especially industrious in pursuing 
Neath the influence of Tea. 


Then let us all, O readers! from the Dean at once take 
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warning, | a. 
And abhor the herb that threatens our herb-anity to wreck; | 
Or instead of being virtuous—society adorning— | AT NEWMARKET. 
We may find ourselves fierce criminals pursued by many a (AFTER THE CESAREWITCH.,) 
** tec,” First Bookie. —‘'I Say, JACK, WHO WAS THIS HERR DON JUAN NAMED 
Maybe the fragrant herb’s the cause of burglary proceed- ARTER?” 
ings— Second Bookve.—' WHAT! DON'T YER KNOW, 'ENRRY? WHY, HE WAS 
It might e’en cause Mr. FUN to cease his revelry and glee ; A Pat o' Lorp Byron's, ANDO HE WROTE HIS LIFE,”’ 
The very thought appals one—so let’s heed this parson's First Bookie.—** Was HE A ’ORSRY MAN?” 
pleadings, Second Bookie. —**RAYTHER, THAT'S WHY BYRON WROTE HIS LIFE 
And discard the demon Tea, IN SIXTEEN CANTERS.” 
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THE CAT SHOW. 
A-ME-OW-SING ARRIVAL OF THE COMPETITORS. 7ELL' 





ITS OWN TAILS 
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AN ICE IDEA. 


Waiter.—** TAKE PODDING, Ma’aM? It’s A NICE ONE.” 
Mrs, Spriggs.— AN Ick ONE? Dear ME! AND IT'S SMOKING 
HOT,” 





down the stairs, and to the nearest bookstall, where he arrived only just 
in time; for the signs of suffocation were already beginning to show 
themselves in his gasps and struggles. With a wild cry he threw him. 
self upon the books, and drew in a little strength from them. Then he 
began to wonder whether he had any kind of relations with the new 
strange world in which he suddenly found himself adrift. He felt cer- 
tain he had a mother ; he seemed to have a decided recollection of her 
calling to see him several times a week, and her image had fixed itself 
in a vague way upon his preoccupied eyes as they had glared at her over 


| the top of a first edition ; yes, he felt sure that he should know her if he 


saw her. Then, straining bis memory deeply, he seemed to fancy that 
he had a wife—and some children—and a sister or two—and other dim 
connexions. 

With a great impulse he gathered himself up and resolved to find his 
wife and family ; not that he wanted to see-¢hem—bless your innocence, 
no!—but he had a wild hope that perhaps /hezr intercession might in- 
duce the trustees to open the doors of the Reading-Room to him ere it 


| was yet too late, 


‘*Do you happen to know where to find my wife and mother?”’ he 
asked of the bookseller, ‘‘Eh? Live with me, do they? Bless my 
soul, I suppose they do!” And he crawled back to his house to get 
them to go off at once to the trustees. 

The permission was given only just in time; there was scarcely any- 
thing left of the Reading-Roomer when the trustees sent a stretcher to 
convey him to his accustomed desk forty-eight hours before the proper 
day of opening, for he was drying up. A gleam of unutterable joy lit up 
his eye as he waved a final adieu to his wife and mother ; for he has never 
trusted himself out of the Reading-Room again, but sleeps, by special per- 
mission of the trustees, in the great waste-paper basket. He had a 
narrow escape; and the alarmed and remorseful trustees are recon- 
sidering their ways, 








An Ant-Eater. 
MACAULAY’S New Zealander, if he retained his cannibalistic tastes, 
might enjoy them if he visited England at this season. He could now 
indulge his appetite by eating 4a// Ais aunt (a pheasant). 





Salt-ative. 


SARAH BERNHARDT, the all-accomplished, has adopted as her motto, 
Sal sapit omnia, signifying, ‘‘Sal knows everything.” 





Was a Welshman the original inventor of the epi-‘‘ Taff’’? 











THH RHADING-ROOM OUTRAGH. 


Hig awoke as usual, and sat up. For a moment all was as on other 
mornings of his life; but even as he was in the act of looking, in the 
usual way, at his watch, the half-chronometer fell from his hand ; his 
eye dilated and fixed itself into an unmeaning and unearthly glare ; his 
jaw fell; his frame sank back upon his pillow; all betokened the un- 
utterable and helpless misery of despair. 


drawn out over a period of six hours, an hour to a word—*‘ Closed ! 
Closed!! For four whole days!!!” 

He alluded to the Reading-Room of the British Museum, He was 
the leader and chief of the gentlemen who write, twice in each year, 
heartbroken letters to the Zimes about the four days of exclusion. 

For him there was no world, no hope, no life, no anything outside the 
Reading-loom of the British Museum: he it was who had so often sent 
up a tearful petition to the chief librarian to allow him to eat his meals 
off his favourite black-letter folio, and sleep, wrapped in manuscripts, in 
a bookcase. The thing had been refused; but he had borne this. 

The day before he had been a healthy and active man, within the 
limits of the Keading-Room ; able to lift a duodecimo with any reader 
there; but on this afternoon, when he slowly and painfully awakened 
from his first paralysing shock and attempted to get out of bed, his legs 
refused to support him, With the strong will of despair, however, he 
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The intent ear, placed close to his ashy lips, could catch the words— | 


i 
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HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1884. 


One Hundred and Twelve Pages of Amusing Art and Literature. 


Contributions by 
Messrs. GODFREY TURNER, J. F. SULLIVAN, 

GEO. MANVILLE FENN, GEORGE DALZIEL, CHAS. G. LELAND, 
CHAS. S. CHELTNAM, J. W. HOUGHTON, C. H. WARING, 
BYRON WEBBER, LAUNCE LEE, EVELYN JERROLD, 
AGLEN A. DOWTY, H. T. JOHNSTON, 

H. G. SOMERVILLE, H. C. NEWTON, 
AUGUSTUS MOORE. Mrs. BURTON, 

JOHN NORMAN, ERNEST WARREN, ARTHUR T. PASK, 
AND THE LATE DUTTON COOK. 


Fully Illustrated by 
GORDON THOMSON, HAL LUDLOW, 
I. F, SULLIVAN, E. GRISET, LUCIEN DAVIS, 
H. TUCK, TS. &, J. W. HOUGHTON, H. SANDERCOCK, 
AND MATT STRETCH. 


i a i i i i ee i i 


To be had of all Newsagents, at all Railway Bookstalls, and at 


| dragged himself through his sitting-room, past his long-cold breakfast, “UN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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Wiccan YT 
TRUE BLUE? 
Jourtst.—** AND DO YOU BELONG TO THIS BLUE RIBBON ARMY?” 











| Rustic.—** TWICE A WEEK I DOOS, SIR, DRAT THE THING !—WEN I WORKS AT PARSON’s, SiR. Dry 10-DAY, Sik, AIN'T IT, Stk 2” 
OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT PEKIN. buttons (in the Ho-hi-say Dynasty) wore the largest hat?” ‘* When is 
In the Imperial Palace, Pekin. the jade portal of the earthly habitation of the Son of many Moons not 


It would be more than my life is worth, Sir, to tell you how I suc- | # jade portal ?” and similarly adapted conundrums—to read to him the 


ceeded in penetrating to this spot. It is still a marvel to me, infact, howI | Teports just tohand, This is what I read to the “ Lord of Many Mil. 
‘got here, and it will be a yet more intense source of surprise to your | lions " about twenty minutes ago :— 

humble correspondent if he ever succeeds in getting away again. Here ‘On the second day of the month Wo, in the year Li-a-wii, the 
I am, however, in a position never before occupied by a barbarian | Mandarin Tseng, in the City of Foreign Devils known as Pa-ris, did 
journalist—or, in fact, by a ‘‘foreign devil” of any sort; and when I | send for the French President Gra-vee, and cause him to receive forty 
tell you that I am actually near enough to the sacred presence of the | stripes with split bamboos on the soles of his bare feet for not rolling in 
| mysterious young Emperor himself to be reached by the gold-mounted the dust when he met the Envoy of his imperial master the Emperor of 
| bamboo staff, with which he habitually beats the most exalted manda- _ the Celestial Empire. 

| rias of his Court, when they fail to solve the double acrostics he passes _ ‘‘At the hour cf Hwang, on the 5th day of the month Wo, a war 
| most of his time in making, you may fancy how unique is my opportu. | junk, commanded by his Imperial Majesty's devoted slave Tching-tung, 
| nity for procuring real information as to the existing crisis. a mandarin of nineteen buttons, swooped down on six iron tubs flying 
| All I dare to tell you is, that I owe my position in some measure to the flag of those outermost of barbarians, the French, and swept them 
| the fortunate facility with which I can translate barbarian quips into the from the face of the great deep, with the many guns and the thousands 


‘language of Confucius and the tea-chest—a facility I owe to the happy | Of foreign fighting wretches they contained, On board the war junk 


| forethought which led me four years ago to take evening lessons in the | Hwung-ti H-who but one man, a cleaner of chop sticks, named Twang- 
ping, was injured.” 


| latter tongue from a heathen Chinee, who was engaged all the time to af 
|sit in the shop-window ofa Ball's Pond grocer, and weigh up tea in The special envoy, sent by the French dogs to crave mercy at the 
| native costume at one shilling and sixpence a day and his rice. Thanks foot of the Golden Throne, crawled yesterday t rough the streets of the 
| to those lessons chiefly it is that I am now able to send you correspon- _ imperial city to the gate Tun-bsi of the Golden Palace, and lay grovel- 
dence which will excite all England, and probably cause a panic on all | ling in the dirt, praying for admission to the imperial presence. But 
the bourses of Europe. knowing the First Cousin of the Sun and Brother of the Moon was 
The young Emperor is a youth of some four and twenty summers, 12 unravelling the secrets of the Tung-an-ham Tchick-ing (double 
This celestial potentate—thanks to his absolute power—is allowed to acrostic), the mandarios, Hi-yu-now and Loo-kscharp, did set upon the 
_do just what he pleases, and I am in hourly dread of being prodded with envoy and beat bim with their staves of office out of the precincts of the 
| the steel toasting-fork he wears in his girdle, and uses freely at his so- imperial palace. 


called cabinet councils on his most devoted ministers, who are perforated The above news so pleased the Emperor that, in his joy, he made at 


| in parts like the tops of pepper-castors. me with his toasting-fork, and I had, for safety sake, to give him my 


No one dares tell him the real truth as to the dispute with France, next few conundrums through the keyhole, 








and twice a day a special gazette, printed on white satin in gold chatac- Meantime, Sir, there is considerable disaffection amongst the most 
ters, is taken in to him, containing what he supposes to be the latest perforated of the mandarins who know all; and I may very possibly 
state of affairs. have to give you the details of a palace revolution in my next. For the 





It is part of my duty—when not asking him ‘‘ Where was Confucius present, however, you had better continue to address remittances to me 
| when the candle went out?” ‘*‘ Which of the mandarins of seventeen at the Post-Resten’e, Paris, as usual. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


ITH curiosity unusually excited 
did I take my seat on the occa- 
sion of the first performance of 
A Sailor and his Lass, at 
Drury Lane. Besides incidents 
‘* founded on recent disclosures,” 
we were promised the revelation 
of ‘*facts privately known to 
the authors.” This was, in- 
deed, whetting to the appe- 
tite. With peaceful patience I 
watched the first act. Isawa 
clean village maid milking a 
cow for hours, more clean vil- 
lage maids looking on; Miss 
Harriet Jay, very nice as a 
farmer’s daughter, in short skirts 
such as all farmers’ daughters 
wear ‘‘ fifteen miles from Lon. 
don;” a wicked young man full 
of meaning looks and smiles; 

| Daurv Lane.—Tue very Person roRAN a nearly-as-bad-young-man, his 

Initial Letrex—Miss J, cousin, ‘* between him and the 

estates ;’’ Mr. Harris in his fa- 


, . 
a love scene 








vourite part of ‘the young man who is always right ;’ 
between this gentleman and the farmer’s daughter, in which the former 
showed a deeply anticipative turn ot mind, and an acute perception of 
the style of conversation adapted to a lady before marriage; a ‘‘ dele- 
gate,” not unsuggestive of a pantomime acto 
in disguise, addressing a crowd of clean male 
villagers (dreadful village for washing bills, I 
| should think); a conversational cabby; a 
simple-minded farmer, who kills the nearly- 
as-bad-young-man, whom he holds guilty of 
decoying his eldest daughter away (on the 
conclusive evidence furnished by his coming 
after the econd) ; the return of the decoyed 
one (pale face, dark clothing, little baby, 
refusal of farmer to forgive, refusal of decoyed 
one to give decoyer’s name, all complete) ; 
and denunciation of Mr. Harris as the mur- 
derer by wicked young man. No private 
facts in all this, but of course nobody puts 
his crack points in the first act. 


| 
| 


} 





In the second act there is an attempt to Sesuy tina” Gene we 
bring the piece more on a level with the gal- IGN “°CALS.’ THRSR 
lery occupants (a fair concession to the best DeinGate CREATURES 
supporters of this kind of piece) by carrying hours.” 
on much of the serious interest in an upper 
lroom of a sectional scene—‘* business carried on higher up,” in fact. 
In this act we have a comic tragedian in the dynamite trade, simple- 
minded, though bloodthirsty, for he agrees to scuttle Mr. Harris’s ship, 
with the decoyed one and child on board, at the simple request of the 

is, of course, the decoyer—although it can 
| have no connection with the dynamite interest whatever. Anon Mr. 
Harris, with characteristic disregard of expense, gives a ‘* street waif” 
six shillings, whereupon the “street waif,” naturally anxious not to lose 
sight of such an un- 
usually munificent 
person, determines to 
follow him to seaasa 
stowaway, obviously 
with an eye to more 
shillings. Finally, 
the farmer is induced, 
for mysterious  rea- 
sons, to explode some 
dynamite in some 
mysterious place be- 
hind the scenes,to the 
apparent serious da- 
mage of his daughter. 
The only possible 
‘*private facts” in 


‘ . ” . t 1< = 1) > e 
| Deuay Lawe,—"' Tue Saitor AND nis Lass"—ne'it. this act appear to be 
say, “A Lass,” wHice sua 'te sav—** Lor!” the manufacture of 

dynamite, and the 


knowledge of the person who blew down the corner « f Parliament Street. 
| If Mr. Buchanan knew of these things, the least he ought to have done 
was | nform.” 


| 





| wicked young man—who 


‘* 











‘é 





The third act shows us the wonderful ship scene, where we have the 
delegate more pantomime-looking than ever, the deadly plotting of the 
dynamiters overheard by the stowaway, and 
partially foiled by the redoubtable Mr. Harris, 
the sinking of the ship, the desperate struggle 
in the rigging, death of the comic tragedian, 
and rescue of Mr. Harris, the decoyed one, 
and child. Where are those private facts ? 


In the fourth act the wicked young man, 
having shaved, makes up to the farmer’s 
daughter, who, suffering severely from a hand. 
kerchief round the wrist—the probable result 
of the dynamite explosion—is relieved from 
the indignity by the opportune arrival of Mr, 
Harris. The wicked young man retaliates by 
having Mr. Harris arrested by the clean vil- 
lagers (the usual form!) for the murder of the 
nearly-as-bad-young man. Presently the de- 
Dreky Lane —Tue Wicx- coyed one comes to upbraid the wicked young 

kD Mr. Kincston; a man, declares she will reveal ‘‘all ”’ (of which 

Good  PBKFORMANCE — che knows nothing), and is wheedled to trust 

by GeorGe ! ~ HENRY , ae 

Grorce. him once more—the time-honoured pro- 

gramme, in short—then more pantomime- 
actor delegate, and then off we go for five minutes’ view of the Central 
Criminal Court (much enlarged), where we see Mr. Harris condemned 
to death on the evidence of the wicked young man. No “private 
facts”’ here, —seen ’em in every melodrama for the last hundred years. 





But stop a bit, here ’s the fifth act—oh, of course—yes, that’s it— 
here are the ‘‘ private 
facts’’—the authors 
have been privately 
hanged, and in this 
act pregent the details 
of the _ interesting 
ceremony to a long- 
suffering audience ; 
but it seems almost a 
pity that these rather 
ghastly matters were 
not allowed toremain 
private facts. 


The piece which 
tells this story (by no 
means a new story, 
but a sufficiently 
interesting one) is so 
monstrous in its con- 
struction as to require 
five acts and seventeen scenes for its development, to say nothing of 
sectional scenes where several points of action go on at once. When 
whole scenes, which serve no purpose but to stay the action, and other 
matters have been excised from the dialogue, the setting and changing 
of the scenery will probably occupy about twice as much time as the 
telling of the story—a proper adjustment of matters according to their 
relative value, for the dialogue is commonplace, while the beauty and 
true artistic taste of the scenery cannot be exaggerated. The bright 
and complete farm and orchard scene of the 
first act I thought about perfection, but when 
the open, breezy effect, and wonderful sky of 
the ‘* foundered ship”’ scene burst upon my 
enraptured gaze, every scrap of admiration I 
had about me was exhausted. The mounting 
is, indeed, little short of perfect. A good 
PA picture of the Tower, a representation of a 
Ve Ratcliff Highway dancing saloon, a strikingly 
painted ‘‘ cloth” representing the Docks, and 
a street in Camden Town, are the more 
striking of the other scenes, and a thunder- 
storm in a mews has a strongly realistic efiect. 
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Drukv Lan&.—ANOTHER RECKLESS (LUT NOT ** WRECK- 
LESS ) EXPRRIMENT! DARING ATTEMPT OF THE 
Druky Lane COMPANY TO CROSS THER STAGE IN A 
SHIP OF REMARKABLE CONSTRUCTION. 





Mr. Augustus Harris made himself very 
popular as the sailor hero, and Mr. Henry 
George played the usual extraordinarily cold- 
blooded ‘* villain ” with tact amid enthusiastic 
Mr. Fernandez brought some true 
art to bear with good effect, particularly in 
the last act, as the peculiarly simple farmer ; 
Mr. Harry Nicholls was exceedingly and artistically funny ; Mr. Harry 
Jackson was also funny,—so was Mr. Charles Sennett ! 

NESTOR. 





Drury Lane.-—Tue Srow- 
AWAY WITH HIS piTirvL _ hisses. 


STOW AWAVRY. 
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Can it be? 


‘*What,” says a society journalist, ‘‘do the extensive prepara‘ions 
at present going on in Buckingham Palace portend? I understand, from 
# tolerably reliable informant, that,” &c., &c. 

HERE’s an item of strange information 
Which Rumour is spreading about, 
’T will probably startle the nation, 
And cause much surprise, without doubt. 
And yet ’t will inspire little terror, 
‘T will rather produce much delight ; 
'T will make folks (unless ’t is an error) 
Look jovial, and jaunty, and bright. 
It is said, then—(be calm now, whatever you do!) 
That the—(stay, though, the statement can hardly be true !) 








This item of strange information, 
Which has lately appeared in the Press, 
Will certainly cause a sensation, 
But of loyal delight, not distress. 
The thing, though, is so unexpected, 
That you'll scarcely believe it, we fear, 
'T will be as a canard rejected 
With many a sigh and a tear. 
Tis told here and there (it #zus¢ be a mistake) 
That—(stay! Do I dream? Am I really awake ?) 














To be brief, then, this strange information 
Says—(mind I don’t vouch for its truth) 
That our (ueen—so beloved by this nation | 
(But it must be an error, forsooth !) 
It is e’en given out that the Gracious 
Victoria, Queen of these isles, 
Will soon—(but ’t is much too fallacious, 
We cannot but greet it with smiles). 
‘T is said that the Queen (long and bright be her reign) 
Will soon—(can it be ?)—come to London again! i 





’T is remarked in this strange information 
(Which is doubtless some journalist’s dodge) 
That Her Majesty makes preparation 
In Buckingham Palace to lodge! 
Yes, H.M. will soon pay us a visit, 
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Though Balmoral and Osborne will frown, 
And stay longer (scarce likely, though, is it ?) 
Than she lately has done in this town. 
So runs the report, and if truthful it be, 
Mr. FuN and all London will hail her with glee. 


M ts A) 





TRUE 10 THE CoRE,—The Apple Exhibition. 


Seaside Swell.—‘*‘ I WEMEMBER WEADING 
THE ‘ OBJECTS 
HAVEN’ 


OBJECT-IONABLE. 


SOMEWHERE 


ALOU 
MEWWYWEATHER, buT I 


ONCE 
OF THE SEASHORE,’ Myss 
T SERN ANY YET. HAVE you?” 
M. (pointedly),.—‘* WELL—VES—ONE !" . 

[Rude, perhaps, but hardly to be resisted under the circumstances, 











The Disgusted Consciousness. 


‘ | 
Dipp_uM D’Eccorus, Esquire, the eminently respectable City man, | 
went urbanely to bed in his nightcap that night, and his consciousness | 
left him, intending to return in a few hours, as usual, and accompany | 
him to business. ' 

But somehow it took a stroll round the Universe, and lost its way, 
did that consciousness ; and instead of returning to its proper owner in 
the morning, it somehow got into the body of Chislum Coarsely, the 
tradesman; while the latter’s own consciousness, finding all the other 
bodies occupied, had to enter that of Diddlum D’Eccorus, Esquire, as | 
a last resource. 

What language can describe the refined horror of the City mans con- | 
sciousness when the body it had unintentionally entered began the | 
dreadfully low business of the day? lor the body it was In set about 
its habitual work mechanically, and the contained consciousness was | 
merely aware of, and had not to direct, its actions. Perhaps you can | 
imagine its feelings of disgust as it witnessed the immoral tricks of the 
body of Chislum Coarsely ; how it turned up the whites of its figurative | 
cyes as it found itself a party to sticking a piece of fat under the scale | 
to make the goods weigh more; to adulterating the milk with fifty per 
cent. of water; to putting brown paper in the boot soles ; to selling | 
oleomargarine for butter; to putting unsupplied items in the bills; 
giving short charge ; sending in already paid accounts; and all that 
low sort of thing. . 

It was so wholly different from what it had been accustomed to; in 
fact, it was absolutely dishonest. ‘Towards evening it was poctsng quste 
sick, and at bed-time, when it reaJly felt that it mu st faint, the conscious- 
hess that really belonged to the body of Chislum Coarsely returned, and 
| roughly squeezed itself in. It wasa tight fit for the two consciousnesses 
in the one body, and the City-bred one was sque zed into ® comer. . 
V; ry queer thing has h uy pened] tome, ‘fal 1 the trade-consciousness 





‘ 





to Mr. Chislum Coarsely; ‘‘I’ve actually been in the body of a City 
swell all day.”’ . 

“Well, I did notice something queer about you, Chislum,” replied 
Mrs. C. ‘‘I suppose your consciousness felt very strange in the City? 
Everything must have been so unlike what you——”’ 

‘*Eh? Dear me, nota bit of it. Quite in my own line,” said the 
trade-consciousness. ‘* Been at work all day—appropriating unclaimed 
dividends, swindl—ahem !—finessing, and thing and another, 
Never felt more at home in my life.” | 

Smelling salts were of no avail to that unhappy City-consciousness 
It left; but whether it ever returned to its owner, or went mad and 
wandered to the stars— Sut on reflection, no; it didn't do that. 
There’s a certain purity about the stars—and besides, even ‘Aey would 
throw too much light on things. No, that consciousness didn't go there, 


one 





-- 


Scale Colour Fancies. 
(See Mr. Bethell’s Letter to the “* Standard.,”’) 





Mr. BeTuet places red the first on the scale, and counts the red 
colour as a proper representative of Morart’s ‘*A.”" Does not the red 
uniform of our soldier thus entitle him to be termed A 1? 

Mr. Bethell, notwithstanding, is not the equivalent colour of sea (C) 
green, and if the scale went up to I (eye), mightn’t it be drown, bluc, ot 
"to not the dark blue worn by the policeman the characteristic of a 
plaintive and minor chord, seeing that Mary Anne, the cook, pronounces 
Robert as ‘‘so touching’? 

Is not a chrome a /oud colour, seeing that, as 0 fact, a nigger dressed 
in chrome playing outside a lady's house roused her from her slumbers, 
and she pleaded that ‘' yellow-woke-her "’? 
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THAT LAND QUESTION.—(Continuca.) 


ousted him ; 





Then the land was seized upon by worse hands still. The Dust Contractor got on to it, dug out the gravel, filled up the holes with disease-diftusing garbage, and left 
it to Cecimate the population. 








At last the speculative builder, attra ted by the stench of his favourite material for foundations, began to cut up the land into ‘‘ eligible plots”; but the railway 
, ; . : . ; ag . a ’ 2 4 
director, armed with his Act of Parliament, tried to claw it from him, and between them they tore it in shreds. And the poor well-meaning disappointed Fairy, who 
had been sobbing almost from the moment when she had first made the gift, gave a great sigh of relief that it existed no longer. 
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A GAY DECEIVER; OR, STAFFY AS A WELSHMAN. 


Erin,—“ ARRAH THIN, DARLIN’, DON’T YOU BELAVE HIM—THE DESAVEK! SURE AND HE SAID THE 
SELFSAME THINGS TO ME,” 
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A GAY DHCEILVER. 
(See Cartoon.) 


To a nice little maiden who lived in Wales 

Alas and alack! but my tale is true, 
And, if it be not, there’s a profit in tales). 

A Baronet bold he came to woo: 
And he made an offer of all his heart, 

And he wish’d in return she would give him her hand, 
And he paid his court with a practised art, 

And he heaved a sigh she could scarce withstand, 
And he look’d so sweet, she was nigh cajoled 

By the smiles and the wiles of that Baronet bold. 


But an Irish girl, as it then occurr’d, 
sroke in on the scene, and she said, said she, 
“ Now, don’t you believe a single word, 
For he’s just been talking the same to me!” 
So the Welsh maid very soon settled Aim, 
Though not in the way one might suppose, 
lor she gravely laid her finger slim 
Along the side of her lily-white nose, 
And she wink’d a wink at that Baronet bold, 
And she said, “ You bet!” And my tale is told. 





























OcTOBER 24, 1883. 





FUN. 


179 





——— 





| ee 


OONVHRSATIONS FOR THE TIMBs. 
A DISASTROUSLY BOLD EXPERIMENT. 





rently very timid old lady is? and whatever is the matter with her, that 
makes her change colour so, and mutter so nervously ? 

SPIRIT OF THE RASHNEsSs OF DEsparR. Oh, yes. Sheis the Autho- 
rities, and extreme nervousness is, as you have guessed, the matter with 
her. She is just at present in a most trying predicament ; in fact, she 
is called upon to make up her mind. The question she has to decide 
is, whether the police shall continue to be slaughtered like sheep, or 
shall be provided with the means of self-defence? I am about to take 


SPIRIT OF UNBOUNDED SURPRISE. Caw you tell me who this appa- 


WARBLES OF THS \WERE. 
SET TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GA\'E THEMSELVES, 
No. 15.—A SonG wuicu Gors—Bacx a INT. 
AIR—"* Zhe Miller of Dee.* 


HAT time that 


jolly millerman 
lived on the 
River Dee 

(And how he 
kept himself 
afloat has al- 











of livid flame reaching to the sky? 


her under my care; observe. 


puts her foot firmly down—— 
sanity ; she has determined to ARM THE POLICE! 
dl 


ton gun, a—— 
SPIRIT OF THE RASHN, OF DEsp. Well, not precisely one of these. 

A WALKING STICK. See, the old lady is prostrate ; it is the re- 

action from the effort of determination. I must bathe her brows. 


* * = 7 2 * 


THE Moon. Saturn, I wish you would just peep round the blind into 
that police station, as I can’t quite see from here. There’s something 
going on, 

SATURN. By Jove, there is! The inspector is going to kill or torture 
that unhappy constable; he approaches him with some terrible and 
mysterious instrument of torture; the poor constable is as pale as a 
ghost with apprehension ; he fears to touch the dreadful object. But 
it is forced into his trembling hand, and he is turned out into the dark- 
some night—alone with the object of his dread. See, he carries it as 
far as possible from his person, and with the tips of his fingers, while 
he keeps his bloodshot eye fixed apprehensively upon it. If you can 
just come out from behind that cloud and— 

THk Moon. Why, I see it all—it’s the new defensive weapon issued 
to the police—the devastating Walking Stick. Isn’t there a something 
just crept into that shadow which I can’t look into ? 








SATURN. Yes; it is a burglar—a fellow I’ve known for years ; one 
of the most fearless fellows you ever——Why, what can be the matter 
with him now? He trembles in every limb; his teeth chatter ; his eye- 
balls start-—— . 
THE Moon. Can’t you see why? He has seen the awful weapon in 
the hands of the constable, and it has unmanned him. He crawls away 
upon his waistcoat buttons and scrapes them off; but the policeman has 
grown less fearful of the weapon from familiarity, and he is upon the 
burglar, who cringes in abject fear, and surrenders instantly—revolvers 
and all, 

© * a 
THE SuN. I’m glad you haven't set yet, Sellie, as I expect you will 
know what is the matter with Jones and Brown. They are so pale, as 
if they had sat up all night, and they couldn’t eat a morsel of breakfast, 
and seem quite unmanned. 
Tue Moon. I know. I fancied I saw them taking care of each other 
all night, and peering anxiously round the blind. They have been tor- 
tured by a vague and crushing fear of the new police weapon. Ha! 
What is this fearful rumbling, crashing, trembling of the earth—this 
blackness of the heavens, this hurricane, these moanings, these tongues 


*. « « 


THE SUN, Something must have gone wrong in the New POLIce 


WEAI ON. 








Spirit OF UN. Surp. I do. Her manner suddenly alters, her 
teeth clench convulsively, a deep flush of wild determination colours her 
temples, her eyes glare defiantly, she heaves a great sigh of relief, and 






SPIRIT OF RASHN. OF DeEsp. Yes, she has MADE Up Her MINp. 
She has determined upon a step whose boldness almost amounts to in- 


Spirit OF UNk. SURP, And what lethal and devastating weapon has 
she chosen? Doubtless a mitrailleuse, an infernal machine, a thousand- 





ways puzzled 
me) 

The public taste 
was well ex- 
pressed in what 

) he sang with 

glee 

**T care for no- 
badly, no, not 
I, if nobody 
cares for me.” 


The clubs talkeadi 
on, and Parhiar 








ments, amd 
Nings, amd 
(Juecn W me 
orn, 

The public didn’t care a bit—the miller grow 4d his corn ; 

The Muse of History enjoyed an easy time- -says she, 

‘*T care for nobody, no, not I, if nobody ca res for me.” | 


But now the Muse of History is bound to bang away 

Upon her harp, and tell the news through, all the blessed day, 
To eaver crowds she sings the latest telegrams, you see, 

And not ** 1 care for nobody, if nobody cares for me.” 


This week it 's my intent to give a portion of her gong, 

Which some will p’raps consider right, and some consider wrong : 
Hlowever, with regard to that, I do not care a d—~—, 

‘*T care for nobody, no, not I, if nobody cares for me.” 


** T sing the Music Iestival,” says: she, ** they've had at Leeds ; 
I sing the clever players’ and the singers’ gallant deeds, 

lor Music loves who love her, and her motto still will be 

*T care for nobody, no, not I, ll nobody cares for me.’ 


** We have had a dash of burglaries, and half a score of fires ; 
A gent has been and cut a telephone’s intrusiive wires — 
They'd fixed them to his chimneypot ; he cut them down—says he, | 


‘TI care for nobody, no, not I, if nobody cares for me.’ 


‘* The earth is ‘on the quake’ in Asia Minor now, I find, 
And King Alphonso’s Cabinet has recently resigned ; 
The French would not apologize, advancing as a plea, 
‘I care for nobody, no, not I, if nolsody cares for me.’ 


** Tn order that the § Bobbies ’ may defeat the burglars’ tricks, 
They are to be allowed to carry little walking-sticks ; 
; 1.) 


So now the Bobbies all will cry, as burglars wildly flee, 
‘I care for nobody, no, not I, if nobody cares for me.’ 


‘*The D. and I), of Albany have opened Beaumont Park ; 

It seems that with Cetewayo we are having quite a lark ; 

Then Weston ’s ‘on the walk’ again (and only drinking tea), 
‘7 drink intoxicants? No, not I, and noboaly drinks with me.’ 


‘©Tt seems the Severn Tunnel ’s turning quite teetotal too, 

It’s filled itself with water, and it looks extremely 4/uc 

It’s thrown some hundreds out of work, and seems, as you I agree, 
To cry, ‘1 care for nobody, if nobody cares for me.’ 


‘* A cold’s upon the gent who owns the Membership for Cork ; 
The States Lar ’Sociatioa feast Lord Coleridge in New York ; 
The compliments are passing round all genial and free : 

‘I care for nobody? all my eye. Just look how they care for me!’ 


‘* The new Law Courts at Lrussels are commencing their careers, 
And Shaw’’s to have his little ‘compensation,’ it appears ; 
So let us hope he ‘Il now subside, contented with his fee, — 
But, lor! ‘I care for nobody if nobody cares for me.’ 


“They 've had another Cat Show at the Palace, you ’ll remark ; 

A gale upon the land and sea has troubled tree and barque, 

It shrieks aloud while tearing down the chisnneypot and tee, 

‘T care for nobody, no, not I; but, blow! they shall care for me!’ ” 


’ 
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E-NICKNACKES. 


WE live in an age of marvels, wondrously astonishing, the latest pro- 
digy being a genuine princess, who has appeared at a Parisian café chan- 
tant. Could such an outrage be 
allowed in England? Never! 
Should the vea/ Princess Pignatelli 
di Cerchiaro venture to appear in a 
London music hall, veneration for 
ruling crowned heads will excite our 
Middlesex magistrates to a with- 
drawal of licence from its proprietor. 


A CONTEMPORARY believes that 
music halls are not elevating. On 
the contrary, several Middlesex 
magistrates imagine that frequenters 
of caves of harmony become too ele- 
vated by attending them. 


PRACTICALLY speaking of music 
halls em masse, their entertainments 
are abcut as cheery as the defunct Polytechnic shows used to be, while 
they have an infinitely less baneful effect on youthful minds than scien- 
tific advanced thinkers’ debating societies, so well attended at present. 








BARTHOLOMEW BINNS, Esq., is reported to have given an excellent 


| reason for accepting the vacant post of public executioner, viz., ‘‘ most 


north countrymen like to come to the front and distinguish themselves.” 
B. Binns, Esq., hopes to achieve distinction with dispatch by his rapid 
extinction of others, and though he intends to execute his duty equi- 
tably, he objects to the nickname of ‘‘ Old Bartholomew Fair.” 


BARTHOLOMEW, we learn, has a fervid impassioned nature, and a 
florid complexion, but luckily lacks the late lamented executioner’s ten- 
dency to hilarity. 





WELSHMEN have always been remarkable for fire, so we shudder lest 
they really consume gunpowder tea in the quantities the Dean of Bangor 
insinuates. If this respected clergyman’s statements are correct, we 
apprehend numbers of the poor among the leek-loving community are 
likely to go fop financially with a sudden dang orf. 

THe Dean couples Radicalism and revolution with tea-drinking. 
Surely he must have met regular Reign of Terror Communists who drank 
tea freely—with something powerful added. 


‘‘Ti1s calm and blameless life does with substantial blessedness 
abound, and the soft wings of peace cover him around,” except when 
he uses the word ‘‘ noodle” in connection with the Home Secretary, 
and states that Ae *‘ will let it be known through the country what a 
‘duffer’ he is” (the Home Secretary, of course), Then his life loses 
calm heavily, and we feel inclined to think the Mayor of Luton wants 
repose, 





A TEETOTAL lecturer has quite recently received the paltry trifle of 
£100 for four weeks’ work. Yet stay, we had nearly forgotten the per- 
haps unimportant item of £52, also paid for his hotel expenses during 
the same period of his rest and labour. He accepted this poor wage 
quite contentedly. Truly ‘‘temperance and moderation are great 
blessings !” 








A FEW—too few—dairymen who adulterate milk are passing through 
a gloomy season. The sinful ‘‘ Simpsonites,” who have paid £10 and 
costs each for perpetrating this crime, will have to sell a number of 
quarts of fluid before they realize sufficient profit to cover their penalties. 


A LONG-HEADED milkvendor we wot of defends mixture of water 
with milk in this manner—‘* Typhoid fever contracted by the consump- 
tion of adulterated milk, z.¢., diluted with water, is never so severe as 
in cases where the typhoid milk has been supplied pure.” This man 
ought to have been reared as an Irish lawyer. 








In the face of the alarming increase of lunacy, should a new asylum 
be necessary for Middlesex, it is rumoured that Her Majesty the Queen 
contemplates presenting Buckingham Palace for the purpose, having no 
further use forthe structure. | 

CARLYLE says that ‘‘ The first duty of man is to subdue fear.” Mr. 
Robert Buchanan writes: ‘* No dramatist need fear the British public ” 
—but yet they do. Ah! it is a touching sight to watch dramatists on 
first nights, crushing down what Charles Lamb designates ‘‘ the most 
mortifying infirmity in human nature "—with lemon-squash. 





A LIBHBRAL ASSESSMENT. 





MATILDA JANE! He scents his prey! 
He’s coming, seven streets away : 

I feel his presence ; as he comes 

He fills the air with endless sums. 


Now haste, Matilda Jane—suppress 
Such vessels as we may possess 
For holding water. Haste, I pray, 
And hide them skilfully away. 


He comes apace—I hear his feet 
Approaching, fateful, down the street 
His pace is not the stately slug’s— 
Now, Aave you hidden all the jugs? 


This tumbler—ha! Too late—too late! 
I hear him fumbling at the gate; 

The air is thick, the sky is grey 

With fabulous amounts to pay. 


It is the terror of the town; 

The man who keeps our incomes down ; 
The tyrant out of place and date~ 

The gleaner of the water rate. 


A mighty box of pens he brings, 
A pail of ink, and other things— 
A ream of paper—he has come 
To work a long prodigious sum. 


He takes our rent ; he multiplies 
Its cube by twice the house’s size 
He adds the sum he thus creates 
To thirty-seven times the rates ; 


He has my yearly income pat, 
And multiplies the lot by that ; 
And now he’s adding to the tale 
The square of ev’ry jug and pail ; 


And now he multiplies by nine 
Our totled ages, yours and mine; 
And now he multiplies by those 
The cube of our united toes, 


And now he’s worked it out, and got 
The hundredth power of all the lot; 
And when this sum in pounds you state, 
It represents the water rate. 


He’s in a fix; he hasn’t brought 
Sufficient of the figure O. 

He won't be long ; he’s going back 
To fetch the others in a sack. 
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TURF COTTINGS. 
To THE EpiTor or * Fun,” 


S1rR,—we now approach the finale of the racing season, 
and I append my 
TIP FOR THE CAMBRIDGESHIRE, 


Many parties make a fuss 

(Don’t you think ?) of Medicus. 

When you ’re needing ‘‘ draughts ” and pills, 
Medicus will cure your ills ; 

But regarded in a race, 
Medicus may get a place ; 

But, unless you ’d lose your tin, 
Do not back the horse to win. 


It were far from wise to throw 
Over plucky Hamako. 

Do not altogether yield 

All your hold upon Goldfield ; 
Tonans also merits care ; 
Sweetbread also may be “‘ there ;” 
But the winner, if you please, 
Scarcely will be found in these. 





See Don Juan, full of pride, 

I am scarcely on his side ; 
Still, I see with half a glance 
That he has an AI chance ; 
But I hold his chances less 
Than the chances of Hackness 
Still, I cannot take my oath, 
So I mean to go for both, 


So good bye for the present, Next time I write I shall 
have a lot of things to say. So brace up your nerves, and 
believe me to be Yours, &e., TROPHONIUS, 








TEETOTALISM is not in the majority amopg workmcn, 
Yet might not the vast numbers of operatives waiting for 














their wages on Saturdays be called an Ante-Beer gathering? , L 
Some of them get it pretty soon after. 


To GARDENERS AND OTHERS (ESPECIALLY OTHERS).— | 
Those in search of a hardy and flourishing ‘*‘ Annual” may 
be advised to try Hoop’s, It is now blooming. 


INTERESTING to Cheap Jacks and other Mountebanks.— | 
The *‘ Fair’’-trade League, 


Indignant Pater.—‘‘ MARY, YE ONDUTIFUL LASSIE, HOW OFTEN Am I 
| TO TELL YE I’LL NO HAVE THAT NE’ER-DO-WEEL JOCK MICKLESTONE 
MEETING YE?” 

Mary.—"*’Deep, FATHER, I’M NO UNDUTIFUL, SIR, YE TOLD ME 
I wWAs NA’ TO LET HIM MEET ME—I'VE ALWAYS MET HIM!” 


FEMININE CASUISTRY. 








FEMININE “FLYBRS.” 

‘ Two feminine gymnasts, one white and one 
black, 

Are performing big feats at the Westminster 
sso A Mn 

“The Black and White Butterflies, Olga and 
Kaira,” are what they are called on the bill. 

Miss Olga is African, 
coaly in hue ; 

Miss Kaira ’s Circas- 
sian, and fairer to 
view. 

And they don’t Kaira 
bit for their necks or 
their limbs, but in 
flying show marvel- 
lous skill. 





With walking on wires, and with leaping from 
heights, 
Each young trapeze treasure much wonder 
excites, 
And Farini declares that it took much per- 
suasion to get them in public to act. 

But one thing is pretty well sure: the B. P. 

Won’t need much persuasion these damsels to see— 

‘‘ The Black and White Butterflies’” tricks are in-trick-ate— 

their tactics, indeed, display tact. 





THEY are making strenuous opposition to tithes in Crete, What 
wicked Crete-ures! It would serve them right if, when they wish to 
get married, every parson were to refuse to ti(the) the knot. 








| **Tea v. Beer. 


| pausing at the end of every twenty minutes to deliver a diatribe against 








Tea and Trot. 
WeE read that the great American wobbler, Mr. E. P. Weston, has 
decided to undertake another great pedestrian feat. He pr to 


attempt the task of travelling on foot fifty miles daily for one hundred 
days, Sundays of course excluded, making a total of five thousand miles 
over the highways of England and Wales. After each day's walk it is 
his intention to give an address on temperance, taking for his subject 
"This combination of walker and water, if it is as 
successful as is anticipated, will be the forerunner of attempts in the 
direction of the following :— 
In the debate upon the discussion of the Municipal Bill, Lord Ran- 
dolph Churchill proposes to give a speech of eight hours’ duration, 


Mr. Gladstone. 

Daring his tour in America, we understand that, after the first per- 
formance in every town, Mr, Irving intends addressing a few words to 
the audience on the ‘‘ Rise and Progress of A’stheticism in England and 
America,” ; 

On receiving the requisite permission to continue the Channel Tunnel, 
Sir Edward Watkin engages to progress at the rate of a quarter ofa mile 
a day, pausing at the end of each six hours to deliver a lecture to the 
engineers on the advantages of technical education, 





Scientific. 


At Trinidad they have been revelling in the luxury of a ** blue sun.” 
Considering we scored a festive fog on Thursday the 11th instant, we 
are not so much behind them, for on that day any one wanting the sun 
was forced to admit it was ‘‘a blue look-out.” 





To Lapres.—** Hoop’s” will be fashionable again this winter, 








a 


Jn no case will they be veturned uniess 
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A GRAVE CONSIDERATION. 


Stout Party.—* WELL, Pat, How ’s TRADE?” 
Gravedigger,—** POORLY, SURR, ONTIRELY : SHURE WE HAVEN’T BURRIED A LIVIN’ SOWL THIS THREE WEEKS!” 























NHBW LBAVBES. | ; JUST OUT. 
: Loneman’s.—The October number completes ~~ os nlume, sot _ Price One Shilling ; Post-free, 1s. 24, 
rings to an end the two remarkable stories, ‘‘ Thicker than Water,” by 
toee Payn, and ‘‘In the Carquinez Woods,” by Bret Harte. Thus HOOD S COM IC AN N UAL for 1 884. 
the way is cleared for the commencement, in November, of ‘‘ Jack’s One Hundred and Twelve Pages of Amusing Art and Literature. 
Courtship,” by Mr. W, Russell; and may it be a happy one. Contributions by 
The Theatre.—The portraits are of Miss Kate Monroe and Mr. James Messrs. GODFREY TURNER, J. F. SULLIVAN 
Fernandez. In the literary matter will be found ‘* The Right to Tiss,” GEO. MANVILLE FENN GEORGE DALZIEL CHAS. G. LELAND 
and a note on ‘‘ The Death and Burial of Colley Cibber,” by Dutton CHAS. S. CHELTNAM, J. W. HOUGHTON, C. H. WARING, , 
Cook, written shortly before his shockingly sudden death. | BYRON WEBBER, LAUNCE LEE, EVELYN JERROLD, 
Macmillan's is full of talent, and there is ‘‘ Genius” in it. AGLEN A. DOWTY, H. T. JOHNSON, 
The Sguire this month, amongst other varied and entertaining intro- | H. G. SOMERVILLE, H. C. NEWTON, 


ductions, introduces another squire, ‘* Squire Dick.” | AUGUSTUS MOORE Mrs. BURTON, 
The Century, amidst the richness of its store, has a highly interest- | JOHN NORMAN, ERNEST WARREN, ARTHUR T. PASK, 


ing article by Austin Dobson, ‘‘ The Pupils of Thomas Bewick,” illus- AND THE LATE DUTTON COOK. 


trated with specimens of their works, which, clever though they be, Fully Illustrated by 
contrast somewhat strangely with work of the present day. GORDON THOMSON, HAL LUDLOW, 
St. Nicholas has a lot of delicious material. J. F. SULLIVAN, E. GRISET, LUCIEN DAVIS, 


Household Words.—This month ‘‘ Fair and False,” a powerfully told | H. TUCK, T. S. S., J. W. HOUGHTON, H. SANDERCOCK, 


but not over-pleasant story, comes toa painful conclusion. Another AND MATT STRETCH. 
serial, “ His Own Guest,” takes its place. | a iy Gage (+ teint 
The Leisure Hour, The Sunday at Home, Boy’s Own Paper, Girl’s To be had of all Newsagents, at all Railway Bookstalls, and at 
Own Paper, and Friendly Greetings, are all well up to their average, “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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UNITED SERVICE. 


First Low Fellow (unpleasantty audible).—‘‘\WHY, THERE’S THE NURSEMAID AT No, THIRTY-SIX WITH A ’ORSE GUARD! I 


SHOULD A-THOUGHT THE HINFANTRY WAS MORE IN ’ER LINE,” 


Second Low Fellow.—** NO WONDER THEY CALLS THE ’ORSE GUARDS ’OUSEHOLD TrROOPs.,” 


[Observe Maria’s smile. 

















SIRENS AND SYLPHS AT THE OXFORD. 


Mr. J. H. JENNINGS, manager of the Oxford, held out promises ; he 
wheedled us with an unholy word—Sirenicisylphide, to wit—which 
broke our back at first sight; he lured us with Sirens and enticed us 
with Sylphs. 
We suppose 
Sylphs is as 
nice a word 
to write as 
any in the 
English lan- 
WA: guage; the 
letters are al- 
ways crowd- 
ing each 
other and 
trying to 
sneak into 
the wrong 
places. 
That’s why 
we like the 
word Slyphs—Slpysh—Spyshl—bother ! you know what we mean—and 
I should like to give a prize to the man (confound him!) who invented 
Sirenicisylphide : he ought to be condemned to explain it-and how he 
gets at it for the rest of his life. Mr. Jennings promised us ‘‘sixteen 
very good singers and eight good dancers,” and the promise was kept, 
so far, to the full; indeed, the singers were so good and tuneful, and 
the dancers so shapely, lissom, and graceful withal—our artist (he’sa 
young man, only sixty next birthday, and not quite bald) says he’d 
like them for models—that it is quite a pity they haven’t something 
more interesting than Sireni—Sirenici—h’m! let’s get a start. Now 
then. Stand aside. Here goes! One, two, three !—Sirenicisy/phide (done 





Tue Sirens.—‘ Ou, WE ARE SO SLEEPY; LET US GO TO Bep.” 





_tumes and open 


it!) to engage their talents. Sireni—Sirenici—bah! it is simply an 
alternation of chorus 
singing by the Sirens 
(who, with their long 
white Greek cos- 


mouths, look exactly 
like sleepy persons 
ready to go to bed, 
as our sketch will 
show — the candle- 
sticks are an effort of 
the artist’s imagina- 
tion, however) and 
unambitious though 
graceful dancing by 
the Sylphs, which 
after the first ten 
minutes is not ex- 
citing. The singing 
as singing and the 
dancing as dancing is well worth seeing, however; but some one ought 
to catch the exasperating person who invented the title and bottle him 


for show. 





Tue Syvirus.—A verv PLeAsant Form or 
SYLPH-ISHNESS. 








‘*Tue Conservative leaders,” says a daily, ‘*seem to have resolved 


_ to distinguish the present recess by a series of political raids.” Th 
_ have not, however, up till now, been particularly raid-iant, though they 


have ar-rayed themselves against their opponents. 





Why is a rustic indicating a barber's shop like a magnetic needle? 
Be:ause he points to the pole. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
HE dramatic skill with which 
The Crimes of Paris, now play- 
ing at the Surrey, is put to- 
gether is very striking and re- 
markable; plot and counter- 
plot, and diamond-cut-diamond 
follow each other in constant 
succession; and although the 
materials are in the main fami- 
liar enough, the interest is kept 
up by legitimate means through- 
out. The piece is well titled, 
for it contains, I should say, the 
entire stock of Parisian crime 
from the Flood; murder, forgery, 
robbery, chicanery and cheat- 
ing of every description abound 
—a well-spiced dish, but en- 
titled to something more than 
respect for the skill, knowledge, 
and earnest honesty of purpose 
displayed in its concoction. 
The scenery, by Messrs. Gwilt, 
Jolley, and C. Sayer, represen- 
tative of many well-known spots 
in Paris, is excellently done. There is, of course, an almost continuously 
distressed heroine, played by Miss Alice Raynor with her customary 
command of pathos; a villain of the deepest dye and the longest legs, 
who loses nothing of his malignity in the safe hands of Mr. T. F. Nye; 
an ill-used hero, played with very genuine art by Mr. Edward Sass ; 
and an active and intelligent detective, a part which serves tointroduce to 
Surrey audiences Mr. Julian Cross, an actor of a hearty method and 
quick appreciation of point and cha- 
racter, who was soon on good terms 
with ‘‘our friends in front.” Mr. 
Percy Bell is very amusing as an En- 
lish tourist reduced to absurdity, and 
essrs. C. Cruickshanks and James 
Nelson do excellent service. Miss 
Katie Barry’s intelligent performance 
of a boy must not be overlooked. 





Tue Sursey.—Tue Poor Wipow ANbD THE 
Viscount‘ On, Sir, I CANNOT MARRY 
ONE SO FAR ABOVE ME!” 


Hard Uf, a comic piece by Mr. 
Edward Righton, produced at a ma- 
tinée at the Strand, while displaying a 
considerable amount of crudity and 
long-windedness, is sufficiently clever 
in construction and humorous in dia- 
logue to warrant the belief that it 
would command success if placed in 
a regular evening programme. It was 
undoubtedly a marked success with that Saturday afternoon audience, 
but a considerable share of the honour so obtained must be attributed 
to the excellence of the cast, which included, in addition to the clever 
author himself, such thorough artists as Miss Mary Rorke, Miss Lydia 
Cowell, and Messrs, Philip Beck, E. W. Garden, and George Barrett. 





Tue Surrey.—A SKercu or Li- 
ZETTE—CoMICAL ?(L)iz evre ? 





Mr. H. Chance Newton’s burlesque, Giddy Godiva, at Astley’s, is not 
placed in a good position for fair judgment of its merits. The vast 
and cold expanse of stage upon which 
the poor little thing is placed, like a 
sprat in the middle of an enormous 
salver, is death to the cohesion of the 
company—even if they possessed that 
desirable characteristic; which, truth to 
tell, they do not seem to. Indeed, 
the cast 1s not, on the whole, provoca- 
tive of compliment at all; the very 
necessary accomplishment of dancing 
is not to the fore in proper strength ; 
a cold selfishness seems to pervade 
them, and there is very little of that 
**playing up” to each other which 
— the air of geniality so essential to 
the ak rendering of pieces of this 
kind—the size of the theatre, and con- 
sequent difficulty of making one’s self 
heard, may account for it, but, what- 
ever the cause, the effect is there. Mr. 
Newton’s lines are neat and pointed, and two of his characters new—the 
combination ‘‘new and old villain” markedly so, and a very comical 
notion to boot. Things were in such an upside down condition on the 





Tus Svurrey.—Josnva Jounson 
AND His. Mar—cAN YOU CALL 
Him M'arry? 














first night that the entire army ot critics might have been observed 
standing on its head with characteristic devotion to duty, that being the 
only position in which a true estimate of the piece could be arrived at. 
Miss Maude Forrester ‘‘fills” all requirements as the giddy one, Mr, 
Fred Evans makes a capital clown—I beg pardon—Demon Orkshore, 
Mrs. J. F. Brian a sufficiently lively lover, and Mr. A. Balfour an in- 
offensive Dame Golightly. Mr. 
W. D. Gresham, too, does well 
as the British workman, ’Arry 
Ornyand, and Miss Alice Es- 
den has a pleasant face, a neat 
figure, and some sprightliness, 
all things of value in burlesque. 





Although Ozrs, just revived 
at Toole’s, is very much better 
known to modern audiences 
than 47. P. was, there is ample 
attraction in it, if the hearty 
laughter and applause it elicited 
on Tuesday night last can be 
taken as acriterion, to ensure its 
satisfactorily filling the short re- 
mainder of the term of Messrs. 
Robertson and Bruce’s occu- 
pancy. The comedy has proba- 
bly most backbone of anything 
Robertson wrote, and when you 
get over the somewhat strained 
incident of thethree ladies going 
to the seat of war, the nature 
in it is very taking. It sparkles with a wit which is hand in glove with 
wisdom. Some courage is required in a company following such expo- 
nents as this comedy has had in its time since Mr. Bancroft played 
McAlister, Mr. F. Dewar (and very shortly after, Mr. F. Younge) the 
Sergeant, Mr. John Clark Hugh Chalcot, Mr. Hare Prince Perovsky, 
Mr. Ray Colonel Shendryn, Miss Marie Wilton ( pur e¢ stmple in those 
days) Mary Netley, Miss Larkin Lady Shendryn, and Miss Louisa 
Moore Blanche Haye. Messrs. Robertson and Bruce’s company, how- 
ever, is a very good one, and in spite of occasional tameness, the per- 
formance also isa good one. Mr. Robertson himself essays the part of 
Hugh Chalcot, and plays it with considerable quiet effect. Miss Cora 
Stuart is a little monotonous, and not altogether demure enough as 
Mary Netley, but her rendering has many points of excellence, and is 
not at alla bad bit of comedy ; Miss Fanny Addison’s Lady Shendryn 
is characteristically good. Mr. Ward is becoming a very valuable actor, 
and the only lack in his Angus is a slight lack in emotional expression. 
Mr. A. Beaumont comes through a trying task with much credit as 
Prince Perovsky, and Mr. J. F. Young and Mr. A. Chevalier give a 
very good account of themselves. There have been many and various 
Blanche Hayes, but Miss Amy Roselle’s will bear comparison with the 
best of them; hers is a beautifully delicate performance, and the treat- 
ment of the strong situation towards and at the end of the second act is 
evidence enough, if evidence were wanting, of the sterling nature of this 
lady’s art. 








AsTLey's.—Lzgorric WILLARD O’SMITH— 
(vou WILLARD-OLY RECCGNIZE HIM). 


Space cut me rather short in my remarks on the Drury Lane piece 
last week, causing 7 
me to leave out the 
ladies altogether. I 
would have said that 
Miss Jay made a 
pleasantly attractive 
Mary, and _ though 
the part yields few 
opportunities, proved 
her thoughtfulness 
by several ‘‘little 
touches.” Miss So- <3 » fl 
phie FEyre’s sincere \\S) “RF PA\RIS ~~ re i 
style and cleverness es by As on en \ yt 
were | 
thrown away, but 
their effect was un- 
doubted, and Miss 
Clara Jecks displayed 
sterling qualities suf- 
ficient to create something more than interest in a somewhat hackneyed 
style of character. 
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AstLey'’s.—THE Prize BABE; OR, THE THREE 
FORRESTERS. 


Mr. F. B, Chatterton, who gave his recitations from Dickens at the 
St. James’s Hall on Tuesday last, has qualifications of no mean order 
for the task he has set himself. He has a good and melodious voice, a 
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very pleasant and correct style, a strong appreciation of hu- 
mour, and a capability of individualizing the characters 
selected. His rendering of the pathetic passages is also elo- 
cutionally good and impressive. 





Mr. F. H. Macklin’s ninth series of plays commenced at 
the Crystal Palace on the 23rd inst. During the run Mr. G. 
W. Godfrey’s Zhe Parvenu, Messrs. Brandon Thomas and 
C. H, Stephenson’s Comrades, Mr. W. S. Gilbert’s Broken 
Hearts, Mr. H. J. Byron’s Zhe Lancashire Lass, Mr. W. 
Reeves’ George Geith, and Mr. Halliday’s Nicholas Nickleby 
will be produced. Mr. and Mrs. Macklin (Miss B. Henri) an 
excellent actress much too seldom seen, head the strong com- 
pany engaged. 








A capital representation of a country fair was shown at the 
North Woolwich Gardens for three days last week ; booths, | 
archery, bottle-shooting, swings, roundabouts, and all com- 
plete. The rain kept off well on the first evening, and 
**dancing on the monstre platform” was indulged in with 
great spirit and evident enjoyment by the multitude assembled. 
Chinese lanterns enlivened the scene after dark, and a ball- 
room was available in case of rain (or without it, for that 
matter). 





The Merry Duchess, which will be withdrawn from the | 
Royalty stage in a few weeks, is to be succeeded by an adap- | 
tation by Mr. Saville Clark of Messrs. Chivot and Dorn’s | 
Gillette de Narbonne—you will, of course, desire a success for | 
both management and adaptor, but suppose Gillette it alone | 
at present—eh ? | 


To-morrow (Thursday) Mr. Charles Collette reappears in | 
London, after a long absence, at a Gaiety matinéc, in the late | 


Charles Mathews’ comic piece, JZy Awi/ful Dad. 
NESTOR. 








New Leaves. 

‘* Hetty’s Ways,” by Byron Webber, composed by Lionel 
Elliott ; and ‘‘ The Coble ’s Coming in,” by the same author 
(composed by Florian Pascal (Joseph Williams).—These 
songs are both written and composed with a skill that may 
render them popular. 
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AT THE CAT SHOW. 


Enthusiastic Lady. —“ HOW EXQUISITELY LOVELY YOUR Car Is, Miss 


Morley’s Universal Library.—The volume last to hand Pusry !” 


contains Rabelais’ ‘‘ Gargantua ” and ** Pantagruel.” 








‘IN FLAY-GRANTE DELICTO.”—Apollo in the act of 
operating on Marsyas. 


Miss Pusey. —‘* OU, ISN'T If A DEAR? WELL, I DO TEND IT LIKE A 
MOTHER,” 
Enthusiastic Lady.—‘‘ AU! IT IS SO LIKE YOu, Miss Pusey.” 


[Of course she only meant so like her characteristic goodness, 
but then tt did sound awkward, 











THE “CLOTHES” (CLOSE) OF THE FISHERIES. 
(Collected from the Notebork of our Artist.) 
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Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 
HIS FILOSOFY.—CAT-KLAWS. 


Wuart hez bin prooved we mai state, what is to be prooved we must 


assert. 
Effekt iz az mutch beholden to kaws as kaws iz to effekt, every bit. 


When folly is smiling at folly, wizdom stands and smiles at wizdom. 





Menny a lie passes kurrent bekaws it iz wurth nobuddy’s while to dis- 


pute it. 


It requirez just az mutch application to think az it duz to akt. 

Lize are often like skitles, they nokk each uther over. 

We kan estimate the depth of our pokets, but not the depth of our brane. 
It is a buteful reflexun that between the lie and the trewth there is no 


halfway hous ; it is good or evil, and no kompremize. ' 
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THE HOUSEHOLD REMOVAL DEMON. 
> Ss SS v7) — 








When you are about to “ move,” and stand, wondering how you ought to begin to pack, there always sneaks up behind, and finds his way into you, a horrible little 
demon—the Removal Demon. 


























_ The instant he gets into you, you are struck with a happy thought. Carefully collecting all the cord, string, tools, nails, tacks, paste, sealing-wax, and labels, 
which you have thoughtfully provided for the occasion, you pack them up neatly and place them in a box which you nail up, hide, and can never find again. ‘hen, 


in your demoniac delusion, you chuckle joyfully, feeling that you have begun well. 


But when the fatal and irrevocable step has been taken, that Demon leaves you, and you awake with a gasp to the true korror and calamity of the situation. 


You try to pack ; you scream for cord; you howl for string; you shriek for nails; you yell for sealing-wax. And when, after many days of speechless agony, you 
have torn up your clothing--as far as is allowed by the police—and pulled out all your-hair, to serve as string, you——bet the subject is too harrowing. 
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“MOVE ON!” 
(See Cartoon.) 


THAT well-known order of the Force, 
* Move on!” 
Seems such a mere affair of course, 
Upon 
Its utt’rance we feel we must simply obey 
If we ’re causing obstruction, and out of the way 
To betake us, we just without further delay 
Move on. 


Like the policeman to the crowd, 
** Move on!” 
Unto the Upper House aloud 
Cries John: 
By “John” we refer to that veteran wight 
Who has earn’d a large fame in the name of John Bright, 
And who ever has striven to make men aright 
Move on. 


There are who need a guide to urge 
* Move on!” 
To-day must in to-morrow merge 
Anon, 
For, whether or not it may please us to see, 
All the world suffers change in progressive degree, 
And to lag not behind it, our motto should be 
Move on!” 
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IN HASTE. 


A MEDICAL contemporary says that modern folk 
Possess too great a tendency to worry and to flurry, 
It shows that indigestion people frequently provoke, 
And upset the nervous system by that “horrid habit hurry.” 
Man hurries over breakfast, then he hurries to his train ; 
He hurries to his office, and he hurries then to worry ; 
He hurries o’er his business, and he hurries back again — 
In fact, throughout the livelong day he’s always in a hurry. 


“’T is a detrimental habit,” says that medical contem., 

“Not to say a vulgar habit,” and should therefore be avoided ; 
If we (the writer) had our way we’d sleep till two p.m., 

Indeed, we’d a/ways go to sleep, as Wardell’s chubby boy did. 
Yes, we (the present writer) have a dread of showing haste, 

Either in domestic circles, or when travelling with our ‘* Murray ;” 
For all kinds of fuss and fidget we possess intense distaste— 

Mr. FUN can bear us witness that with work we never hurry. 


Now, here are some instructions that may benefit you all ;— 
Never hurry to get married, it requires much meditation ; 
Never hurry to pay tailors, they are sure to write or call ; 
Never hurry to invest in any City speculation. 
Don’t hurry to write letters for your ma-in-law to come 
To stay with you a week or two—your household she might worry ; 
Don’t hurry to lend ev’ry one, who asks, a little sum, 
You may take your affidavit they to fay you will not hurry ! 


Don’t hurry to a lawyer, always try to do without, 
For lawyers (only sometimes, mind) will run you up expenses. 
Don’t hurry to believe the great Sea-Serpent’s been about ; 
Don’t hurry to vote Tory—Tories oft are all pretences. 
Never hurry to a theatre, arrive when it’s begun, 
"Tis a splendid opportunity all other folks to flurry ; 
Never hurry after anything—except to purchase FUN 
(Or Hoop's), and these you may not get wz/ess you’re in a hurry. 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEK. 
SET TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES. 
No. 16.—A SoNG WHICH GOES—WITH A PERSONAL “ MOTIVE.” 
AIR—‘S Zhe British Grenadiers.” 


E’LL talk of 
Christmas 
Numbers, and 
Comic Kalen- 
ders, 

And Pocket- 
books,so please 
you, as each of 
us prefers, 

And Almanacs, 
and = Annuals 
—and de- 
monstrate it 
clear, 

That, tow-row- 
row, ‘* Hood’s 
Annual” is 
quite without a 
peer. 


O’Donnell’s 
trial, it’s sta- 
ted, has been 
put off awhile ; 








Old Healy ’s been a-spouting about the Sister Isle. 
These things have come, these things will go, and shortly disappear, 
But, tow-row-row, ‘* Hood’s Annual ” continues year by year. 


On looking at the papers, one very clearly reads 

They ’ve had a mighty Conference of Liberals at Leeds ; 

‘*The Fisheries ’ have made awards—suppose we give a cheer ? 
For, tow-row-row, ** Hood’s Annual” ’s the best award, my dear. 


It seems we’re selling rifles to merry Ashantees, 

Which may recoil upon us, and not exactly please ; 

There ’s been a lot of treachery and bloodshed there, we hear, 
But, tow-row-row, ‘‘ Hood’s Annual” will banish ev’ry fear. 


What though at Alexandria, to people’s great concern, 

The cholera of Asia thinks proper to return ; 

What though those dynamiters at Halifax be near, 

Sing, tow-row-row, ** Hood’s Annual” is never out of gear. 


Cetewayo has ‘‘ surrendered”’ with some two hundred more 

(I don’t know why he should, though, or what they asked it for) ; 
The Long Vacation’s ended, and lawyers shed a tear (?), 

But, tow-row-row, ‘* Hood’s Annual” prevents their feeling drear. 


The General Sir Archie, of Glasgow now is free, 
Although it doesn’t greatly signify to me ; 

Sir Archibald ’s a soldier at whom no one should sneer, 
And, tow-row-row, ‘‘ Hood’s Annual” is never in the rear, 


They ‘ve just been reinterring, with reverential pains, 
Whate’er of William Harvey, the doctor, there remains ; 
The King and Queen of Belgium for Holland lately steer, 
And, tow-row-row, ‘‘ Hood’s Annual” is not a thing to jeer. 


The plot against Lord Lansdowne it gave us quite a shock ; 
To Captain Shaw, the fireman, the (Queen has sent a clock ; 

Sir Moses Montefiore has reached his hundredth year, 

And, tow-row-row, ‘* Hood’s Annual” is very far from dear. 


So count your Christmas Numbers, and count your Pocket-Books, 
And boast your little Almanacs in which you cast your looks ; 
And count your Comic Kalenders, and books and cards so queer, 


But, tow-row-row, ‘* Hood’s Annual” is King among them mere. 








A Blow to Discussion. 


THE saying ‘‘ May difference of opinion never alter friendship ” was 
found to be utterly useless in the case of two persons in Marylebone, 
who, having a discussion as to ‘‘ who was the greatest English poet,” 
while drinking in the Ben Jonson public house, came to blows, and the 
man who stood up for Shakespeare got knocked down his own area. That 
was something like a s/74img argument. 





Tue Turners’ Exhibition seems to be a thing worthy to la(the) the odds 
on. Many a person says, ‘*Ivory-egard for it.” 





DISCOVERED AT LAST. 


(See case of Frederick Arthur Smith, a lad of fourteen, before Sir Reber 
Carden, at the Mansion House.) 


ONE dark night all the ghosts of the seekers after the Philosophers 
Stone held an indignation and consternation meeting. The speeches 
were full of the words ‘‘ Presumption” and ‘* Upstart,” and so forth ; 
jealousy was the keynote of those speeches ; envy darted from the glarin 
eyes of those poor old ghosts in the tall cabalistic caps, and their old 
teeth rattled in denunciation of impertinence. 

And why was all this? Because their noses had been put out of joint 
by a mere ignorant modern—a person who had never even so much as 
seen a black letter volume of Black Art recipes—a mere boy; no other 
than the untutored little Tommy Gallus. 

Yes, littke Tommy Gallus had hit upon the secret that the originals of 
those poor old ghosts had tried in vain all their lives to discover; he 
had hit upon the secret of Perpetual Youth. 

And he really had not taken great pains over the matter; and as to 
burning the midnight oil and racking his aching brains over mystic re- 
cipes—far from it ; in point of fact he hadn't had the slightest notion of 
coming upon so mighty a secret. It was this way. Suddenly finding 
himself on a bridge crossing a railway, and in the immediate vicinity 
of a heap of sharp stones, he decided that it would be very nice to 
knock out an engine-driver’s eye, and at once put the plan into execu- 
tion. In that act he had discovered the secret of Perpetual Youth. He 
was taken to the police court and charged. 

** How old is he?” said the magistrate. ‘* What, only twenty? Poor 
little fellow, he didn’t mean to do it, I’m sure—he so young, and 
only six feet high, too!” And then the worthy magistrate called little 
Tommy’s mother, and discharged him on condition that the old lady 
should put no sugar in the naughty boy’s tea for a week. 

The next thing we know positively about little Tommy is that it was 
just ten years later that he found himself once more upon that railway 
bridge, with a loose coping-stone under his hand ; and it occurred to 
him that it would be very nice to wreck a train ; and accordingly he 
waited until he saw an express coming, and then dropped the coping- 
stone on to the line, and had the satisfaction of seeing the train and 
passengers reduced to fine dust. 

They took him before the nice, benevolent, fatherly magistrate. 
‘Why, surely this must be the same little Tommy whom you brought 
up before?” said the magistrate. ‘* You ought to be ashamed of your- 
selves. I told you he didn’t mean any harm before.” But it was really 
necessary to inflict a severe punishment this time; so the benevolent 
magistrate wouldn't discharge the youth without a promise from his 
mother that he should have no butter as well as sugar, and that fora 
whole fortnight. 


~ 
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It was some ten years after that when little Tommy found himself in 
a position to blow up an arsenal with about a thousand persons in it; 
and he did so. Little Tommy was just forty now, and the decease of 
his elderly mother had necessitated his hiring a mother of somebody else 
to undertake his punishments. As before, the magistrate recognized his 
little friend and protégé at once; and this time the unfortunate six 
policemen who had been necessary to convey Tommy to the station got 
six months with hard apiece, for being so unkind as to arrest him, 
But, bless you! Tommy didn’t get off scot-free; on the contrary, his 
artificial mother had to undertake to deprive him of his Sunday’s pint 
of winkles, in addition to the sugar and the butter. 

And the last time we heard of little Tommy being up before the kindly 
magistrate was on Tommy’s ninetieth birthday; he had contrived to 
bury enough dynamite under London to annihilate that city. 

Tommy was quite bald, and had not a tooth left; but the magistrate, 
after patting him on the head and asking him about his schooling, gave 
him half a crown from the poor-box to buy sweeties with, and ordered 
each of his wicked captors ten years, with the cat. Tommy must be 
aLout a hundred and twenty years of age now; and the worthy magis- 
trate, being blessed with no child of his own, thinks of adopting him, 


and is giving large orders for babies’ caps and peram)ulators, 
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KNICKNACKS. 


A CONTEMPORARY inquires, ‘‘ Has the poetry of match-making de- 
parted for ever from Newmarket Heath?” We think not. Plato says, 
‘** Poets utter great and wise things they 
do not understand themselves.” We 
heard several powerful bards the other 
day at Newmarket break out in blank 
verse which would have astonished 
even Plato. We can vouch for the fact 
that there is plenty of ‘‘gammon and 
spinach” about the sublime Musists 
who perambulate and love the precincts 
of the Kowley Mile. 


INSTEAD of getting more wise in our 
generation, and speaking in a plain 
matter-of-fact manner, when breaches 
of the peace are committed, we call the 
meeting of the two human beings, 
armed with rifled pistols for the pur- 
pose of attempting to kill one another, 
‘romantic.” This is funny—funny— 
very unsophisticatedly funny. 





s3UT male beings have always had 
some sort of license to injure or shoot one another, also to indulge in 
prize-fighting, and various other manly sports, which in females would 
hardly be considered even decorot 

Ir men are to be considered heroic who fight duels, why should 
women be excluded by society from taking the law into their own hands, 
when the spirit or finger-nail moves them to do so? We find in two 
newspapers, published in 1722, an advertised instance of a couple of 
ladies who wished to duel, viz CHALLENGE, I, ELIZABETH 
WILKINSON, of Clerkenwell, having had some words with HANNAH 
HYFiELD, and requiring satisfaction, do invite her to meet me upon the 
stage, and box me for three guineas, each woman holding half a crown 
in each hand, and the woman who drops the money to lose the battle.” 


ANSWER TO ELIZABETH WILKINSON’S CHALLENGE: 
I, HANNAH HYFIELD, of Newgate Market, hearing of the reso- 
luteness of ELIZABETH WILKINSON, will not fail to give her more 
blows than words, desiring home blows, and from her no favour. She 
may expect a good thumping.” 
Yer in those days, when our ancestors were quite mad—ay, cranky! 
with the ** South Sea Bubble,” and other wilder speculations, such as 
importing a large number of jackasses from Spain, and forming com- 
panies for melting down sawdust and chips, and casting them into clean 
deal boards without cracks or knots, the advertisements of Elizabeth 
and Hannah were branded as infamous, and a lasting disgrace to a civi- 
lized community. res 
TRULY women in Europe never have had muniticent freedom accorded 
to them. No; inthe Old World there are but few places where two 
women would be allowed to Rosenberg-Batthyany each other; but, 
after all, they seldom want to, few ladies being mantee enough in 
their natures to care 


MLL. bid, uCK, the pretty little cousin of Madame Sarah Bernhardt, 
who rece tly m ade het tt Théatre kt } , is 
wr possess much of the musical fsére that distinguishes the ‘*z 

her eccentric relation Sally ; but of this novice it has never been said, 
eile Qa le timbre folé”°—i.e., she is a little cracked 

MADAME BERNHARDT's golden and silvery voice is even now alluck 


1} . 3 


to by her husband, when he interchanges thought with a fellow-idolater, 
as érass, searching in tone 

OuR notion is that Madame Bernhardt’s voice is not only golden and 
cheerfully silvery, but that a very massive weight of f#7 is also attached 
to it. 


—_—— 





ONE aspect of the question of giving the police walking-sticks has 
been lost sight of. As every policeman, we believe, at present carries 
a jack-knife, now that we are about to arm him with a walking-stick, 
upon the approach of a burglar let us hope he may not be tempted to 
“cut it.” 





It is rumoured that the new Duke of Marlborough will sit on the 
Tory —- Perhaps he has Du(ke) cause for his change of opinions. 


anyhow, Liberals need not lament his loss. 

















CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 
SAVED! 





(See remarks in “ St. James’s Gazette” about witnesses at the 
t Bailey.) 














First RESPECTABLE CITIZEN. Can I not comfort you, Jones? Is | 
medicine of no avail? Daily I mark you as you fall away from portly | 
and substantial citizenship to the proportions of a skeleton. Something | 
is on your mind. Say, have you committed some fearful come? 

SECOND RESPECTABLE CITIZEN. Alas, no! Would that I had, for | 
“¢; might I be even now joyfully working out my time at Portland or 

t Dartmoor, free from the horror that looms dark over my future exist- 
ence. 

First Kesp. Civ. Horror? You foresee, perchance, your speedy 
dissolution ? 

Seconp Resp. Cir. Alas! far, far worse than that. Brown, I have 

t forebodir something tells me that, within the space of one short 

ear ta > ! ho! Look, look ! out in the street there. See! The 
sninatide remnant of a citizen once as potty and comfortable as myself. 
Mark the wild despairing insanity of his eyeball, the boniness, the stiff 
neck and earache, the greasiness of coat, the hopeless crawl that re- 
places the once jaunty step. There, that is what I feel that I shall come 
to. He has been subpeenaed as a witness at the Old Bailey. 

* * * * * 

FiksT Resp. CI r. Jones, once my friend, henceforth I refuse to shake 
you by the hand. From a portly citizen you have become a mere de- 
pressed scrag. This, however, I could forgive; but from a person of 
the highest integrity you have changed toa low thief and falsehood- -per- 
petrator, Seven times have I forgiven a glaring effort of mendacity ; 
seven times have I pardoned your purloinment of my plate, but I can 
forgiveno more. The scandal of your disgraceful habits ageones through 
society. Those who most resp rected you scoff at the very- 

SECOND Resp. Cir. Ha! Blessed news! Then I may even yet 
avert the doom. They may refuse to accept my evidence ; they may 
send me off to Botany Bay, New Caledonia, Coldbath Fields, for crimes, 
before the fatal day. ’T is for this I have been——Ha ! a policeman’s 
knock. It is—it is the subpeena. 


. x * * * 


A te oe 


Sere 


SCENE.—T7%e Cage in whtch the Condemned Long-Term Witnesses are 
onfined at the Old Bailey. Night 
FiksT Resp. Cit. (ws#thout), Hist, Jones, my old friend! Do you 





SECOND Kkesr. Cir. Alas! yes. But I cannot reach the wind aay for 
hained me with heavy chains toa hard relentless ben 


¢ 
< 
| 
i 


' 
, , and | 
fixed my head against a cruel wall three inches thick in black grease, 
} ) _ — sr > —_ eet te > ° , ¢ A AT) ot sta) 
while across my ankles and neck sweeps a cleverly arranged and cease- 
' 


s draught fresh from the snow- clad Alps. Around are specially re 
tained demons, which dig their elbows into my ribs, stumble over my 
‘orms, and swear unceasingly. For seven long years have I sat thus 
wit t food * it is the torture designed to extract the evidence f m 
witnesses. There is no escape. 

First Resp. ¢ Take comfort , there is ove way. Take this file ; 
in less than am nth, with « liligence, 3 you can cut through your chains 
and the window bars. . « It is done—good! Be silent and follow 


me. I have | ribe i with boundless gold the prisoner against whom you 
were to bear witness to change places with you. See, here is his cell. 
Quick ! Change clothes with him. There, it is done; and he goes to 
take your old place as the condemned witness. You are saved ! 

SECOND Resp. Cit. Ha, what delight! What a joyous change! 
What luxury! No cruel, cruel bench, but a mattress. A pitcher of 
water too—and no speci ially retained demons to stumble over my corns. 
What joy! How shall I thank you? 








SIR STAFFORD > has recently been orating at Bangor, but his political 
**crackers”’ did not seem to go off either with a ‘‘ Bang ”-or a fizz. 
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VESTRYMEN AND VICTUALS. 
(See recent disclosures of Clerkenwell Vestry.) 
It S, oh! to be a vestryman ! And, oh! to be as one was styled, And “turbot. B. and S.. and ham 
: To swill and gorge with wines and cates ; ** Round-paunched,” “‘ voracious,” and all that! Champagne cigars rice marmalade 
For one would feel much happier than Oh, who'd object to be reviled That vestryman didinhimcram, 
If one were simply paying rates. lf one ‘‘ capacious ” were, and fat ? | Vill een his colleagues grew afraid. 


Behold them here, how sleek and gay, 
As they absorb, they don’t rebel; 





** Fowl, sausages, lamb-chops, and cheese 
” 
And turkey, he devoured. they tell. 


But ratepayers will rejoice to read 
Phat nought his appetite could quell ; 


They know the ratepayers’s bound to pay— The ratepayers have to pay for these — Do other vestrymen thus feed 


Oh, happy land of Clerkenwell! 


Oh, happy land of Clerkenwell ! 


Like those of happy Clerkenwell ? 











THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER ON BILLIARDS. 


Mon ami Jollidogue, viz whom I have pass holiday, have chez Jui une 
salle de billard. He demand of me if zat I know ze game. I tell him 
cn France 1 have play ze ver leetle, but how you play zt 7e me com- 
prends pas; parceque, you Engleeze you are so much shopkeepare you 
study ze pocket even in your billiards, mais en France en billards ve 
have no pocket, as your poet say ve go to do vizout zem. 

Maintenant, Jollidogue vill give me, he say, a hundred up. I say to 
him ‘‘ Zen, mon ami, I sall be like your chardonnier, your porter 4 charbon, 
ze man who carry ze coal.”’ Jollidogue say no chaff, but break ze balls. 
I take down ze ball and I take up ze pokare, but Jollidogue demane vat 
ze devil do I mean? I ask him vat he mean ven he vant ze ball broke. 
Jollidogue say I must give a miss. I give von. Just zen his charming 
sistare enter, and I sink zat is ze miss I sould like to take. She look at 
ze score, and zen, gue je suis heureux! she tell me zat Iam love. I say, 
‘* Adorable Mees! do I believe my ear?” and she say yes I am nozzink. 
Ze two sings in ze vorld, /es plus difficile, ze most impossible to undare- 
stand, zey are ze Engleesh langvidge and ze Engleesh lady. Jollidogue 
he estart. Ja foi! he is perfect Armstrong or Krupp, he make so many 
cannon, Zn/in he leave off. I take steady aim ; I vill not give von zis 
time ; I do not. I send my ball slapbang in ze pocket, and I give tree! 
Jollidogue commence encore. He say if he can run trou ze vite and 
run in of ze red he sink he can run out. I tell him to make up his mind 
vich vay he vill run. He say he vill take a rest. I tell him goon viz 
ze game, and I vill rest until he have finish ; zen I make anozzare shot. 
Mees Jollidogue say I have escrew too much, but I fell ber I am, as you 
say, sobare as ze fiddlare. Zen Jollidogue make anozzare cannon ; he 
say it is all round : I sink it is all angles. Presently I have my chance; 


ze vite ball of Jollidogue is two inch from ze pocket ; I hit my ball aussi 








vitement que possible, and as harder than I can, and ze ball of Jollidogue 
go down vis ze noise of sundare and ze speed of lightning. Mais, j- suiz 
efonner, Jollidogue do not say bravo ! All he say is he is not geranium, 
nor is he lobstare, zat I should pot him like zat. But ze next shot I do 
not play so vell, it is long vay off, and I have to recline sur le ¢adle. 
Mees Jollidogue say I have put on wrong side, but I reply, ‘‘ Pardon, 
—s zat is impossible, for ven I make zat shot I vas laid on my 
chest.” 

__ Some friends of ors i drop in, his sistare drop out. Zey ask me 
if I like pyramids: I say I have not seen zem, but I sink the Needle of 
Cleopatra ver fine. Zey explain zey mean ‘‘shell out.” I play. Afa 


foi! I do shell out vit vengeance, but zare is no shell in for me. Ven I 


put down von ball I go in viz it, and if I do not put it down I go in 
visout it, vile ze ozzares pocket ze red and ze ready also. But at last I 
get artful. Zare is only von ball left on ze table; ze vite is undare ze 
cush ; I vill not run in off ze red; I give vat you call miss for safety. 
Mort le diable! zis ball, zey say, like ze last vons vich vare next, is pay 


for all ze same. Jollidogue tell me I had bettare turn it up; I sink so} 


neizzare. Some say, ‘‘ Make upa pool.” I say vare is ze vatare? but 
zey tell me it is anozzar> game. A/a foi! vat strange sings I have make 
to-night! Ze next sing I make zey call a fowl; my ball is blue, and so 
is lots of my coin, ard I hear some von vispare I am green. Bient6t I 
have enough of ze pool, for if I have all ze lives of a cat, and starred as 
many time as ze sky, I sould lose ze lot. I return to ze drawing-room ; 
Miss Jollidogue is zare. She say before I play ze billiards I sould practise 


ze cannons. I say, ‘‘Charming Mees, bozzare ze cannons; vat I sould || 


prefare to practise at zis moment is—ze kiss!” 
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THE OPENING OF THE HALLS OF DAZZLING LIGHT AT THE HOLBORN RESTAURANT. 
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Procession representing distinguished Visitors guing The Good Fairy Restaurateur. Fancy Portrait of In the Venetian Salon. The Good Fairy re- 
to dine at the Restaurant in their own private and Gordon the Great. Suggestion for Stained Glass lieving the Hungry. ‘The Batile of the Plates. 
particular Sa/ons. We were too late for this. Window by Messrs. Clayton and Bell. Grand Tableau. 








“Beyond the Dreams of Avarice.” | Roadside Philosophy; or, How Easy it is to Make 


‘‘Ir appears from a statement in the Lancet that . . . definite Proverbs. 
proposals for an alliance between the two professions ” (medicine and IIJI.—AN OLpD HAT. 


undertaking) ‘‘ have been formulated by an enterprising firm of under- : : : sae 
takers. The circular in which the proposal wt made was marked M1NE too isa tale illustrative of the /act/e AECENSUS. In the first place, 
‘ private and confidential,’ but the days of secret diplomacy are over, and I recollect I was bought at a shop not a hundred miles from Bond Street, 
the details of the scheme are now public property. Practitioners are to and cost thirty shillings. Many a better hat could be procured at one- 
be given a commission ranging from five to twenty per cent., ‘accord- | quarter the money, but the shop is not so swellish and in a less aris‘o- 
ing to the amount expended on the funeral.’ cratic neighbourhood ; but, for the matter of that, clean mice come out 
‘* But each practitioner to whom this circular was sent, seems to have of dirty holes, 1 remember when I was bought the swell looked all 
regarded as an insult the suggestion that his having attended the de- through the stock before he decided on me—/rst sought come to han 
ceased was of itself enough to explain an increase of the undertaker’s | 445 Many a shopman would long before have lost all patience, for 
business ” civilely wears out the brim of your hat; but my original seller was far too 
The above is from the 2a/l Mall Gazette, but we are in a position to cute for that. I recollect being sent home—law! what a journey (my 
throw further light on the subject of this circular. Finding the medical first journey, by the way) it seemed—¢he unknown road ts two roads; and 
men so stiff-necked about the matter, the enterprising tradesman trans- when I reached home, how I saw at once the indifference between my 
ferred his proposal to one who regards it as anything but an insult— | D€W master and mistress : she was a beautiful unhappy woman—/air 
anything but an insult. This, between ourselves, is no lessa party than | face, sad heart, ; They never absolutely fought, but nothing wears out the 
Mr. Fon. The fact is, that such an immense number of persons “die | edge of a knife like cork ; and so it was their formality and indifference 
o’ laughing ” at his pages every week, that he anticipates the realization | Which led to their subsequent estrangement. Then I used in those days 
of a really handsome fortune out of the enterprising one’s commissions, to change hands at clubs and public places. From clubland I descended 
and with ‘* Hood’s Annual” to increase the mortality—— to Bohemianism, One night I was the subject of a fight : my rightful 
Well, all we can say is, we’ve just sent the office boy out to purchase | OWSer found a cad with me on his head. _ The cad, on being remon- 
the Koh-i-noor. strated with, refused to give me up, and indignantly repudiated the theft. 
— His motto was, // you can't bite, bark ; and he wouldn't let my rightful 
The Holborn Restaurant. owner yp Pa wg that Iwas his. My rightful owner, a smaller man, 
Tus popular place of resort, after being considerably enlarged, de- without any further remonstrance, struck out fiercely—/iséle stones don't 


- carry far—don’t count the odds if 40u mean fight ; and the police were 
corated, and beautified, was opened on Monday evening, when a large lled i . ; 
oh er tg aie, Rade ; ed in. From then I fell 
number of Mr. Gordon’s friends responded to his kind invitation to view = : cl) continuously and fast to my present state, 


- ; ; ; , d nowt ’s no m 
the premises, which are almost unique in their way. This establishment and now there's no hope for me ! 











as ees - oo 


must become one of the sights of London, and the best advice we can ORoXyOlylqlll eS 
give to our readers is, if sitting ina sumptuously furnished apartment of | U ? vy Nr 

palatial dimensions, lighted by the electric light or the softening in- | ah NS bf - 4 he pw 
fluence of stained glass, supplied by the skilful hands of Clayton and | FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. One Shilling each; post-free, 1s. 2kd. 





i 


sell, will stimulate the appetite—if being surrounded by decorations | aidsedinnitiin-heaA Telit 
costly in character and of the most beautiful description, all carried out | FUN’S COMICAL CREATURES.—comic picruRES ON EVERY PAGE. 


with rare refinement of taste —will assist digestion, then go and dine at | “In which some amusing prose and verse serve as accompaniment to more than six score of very 
the Holborn Restaurant, and thank FUN for the valuable suggestion. amusing woodcuts, from grotesque drawings of animals by Ernest Griset."—Weehly Dispatch. 


= ld, Na Baca Rede | FUN’S HOLIDAY BOQK,—comic PicTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


“TE } } 1 with feeli | f-] 9 ‘ ** It ls replete with wit and humour, and admirably suited for leisure reading.” —Doncaster Gazette, 
* afte ie . . i 1 y “4 = ‘ “4 “an ? te 
F bonnets were endowed with lIeelings and sell-love, Says a writer | FUN ON THE SANDS.—comic PicTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 





on the fashions, *‘ how they would rejoice at this fine weather!” Why, * a I Gee ee 
certainly ! they would, of course, remark, ‘* How éov-it is 1” | THE ESSENCE OF FUN,—comic PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
_—_— Rich in illustrations and teeming with jokes." —Sforts man. 
SUITABLE ATTIRE FOR NEPTUNE,—Serge. “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 








“The CLEAN Black Lead.” 


—VIDE PRESS 


JAMES’ 6010 MEDAL 


Successive awards 
for Excellence of 

Quality and | 
Cleanliness in use. 


BLACK LEAD | 


| itis alwavs safe 
to use 


Saye Cadburys 
Aa Cocoa 
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PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRES! ING II! 


BEWARE of Worthless Imitations 





,zhA Ls Ass hhd sALAsAss Ace 


bo 
pa 
in 


He 


wh 


url 
Col 
pe] 


ma 


as i 
of 
bri: 


as | 


Stl 


Wi 




















NOVEMBER 7 


i? 


188 3. 








Mi we ANN 4/ 






. i] 
We HI yy 
We is ih pl 
{ West 0 A 
Wed v Ways A 
{ 
‘ 
-<sr 





SOME SHOP-WINDOW SKETCHES. 
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THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 


‘HI RIGHO, the winter will soon be here!” exclaimed Mrs. Blunder- 
berry, dropping a kippered herring on the butter in her eagerness to 
help her husband to the biggest and the best. 

‘Vou don’t say so?” retorted her lord witha scowl. ‘‘The interesting 
fact which you have recently imparted in such elegant diction convinces 
me that I was not mistaken in my choice of a wife. What is beauty, 
said I to myself, in making my selection—what is youth? what is even 
wealth—compared to originality? The first requisite in a wife is absence 
of the commonplace. With an angel at the breakfast-table, gifted with 
the power of original thought, conversation will never flag, and the 
dialogue of the home circle will possess a point—an incisive zest—-which 
will endear the moments of leisure spent with an intellectual companion, 
You are quite right, Mrs. Blunderberry. The winter 7v7// soon be here ; 
and what then? Pray proceed.” 

‘What then? Why, Christmas, and puddings, and pantomimes, and 
boxes, and Numbers, and Annuals. Oh! and only think: as I w 
passing Runner and Scarlet’s, the florists, this afternoon, I saw a noti 
in their window of hardy annuals for sale, and I went in and asked for 
Hoon’s, and they actually said they had never heard of it.’ 

‘* Didn’t you ask for flour of sulphur at the same time ?”’ sneered Mr. 
Blunderberry. 

‘Well, if Hoon’s ANNUAL isn’t a hardy one, I should like to know 

what is,” cried the good lady defiantly. 
“‘You are quite right, my dear,” replied her husband with stately 
urbanity. ‘* Your knowledge of horticulture and the literature of your 
country are ona par. Why, ma’am,” and waxing wroth, he cayenne- 
peppered his coffee with reckless disregard of consequences, ‘* why, 
ma’am, a penny bottle of ink and a retentive memory would set you up 
asa comic author; two hundred square feet of glass and a shillingsworth 
of Bloom of Ninon would fit you out for life as a conservatory; ina 
bright cover, and illustrated by the FUN artists, you would pass muster 
as a. comic perennial; planted in a flower-pot, and trained to ¢ limb 
stick, you might be exhibited as a choice specimen of London Pride. 
With the addition of a few trifling extras, you will perceive, there is no 
it to your spheres of utility.” 
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But he did not 


complete the sentence, for, sceing his omnibus coming down the road, 
he was forced to take a hasty departure. 
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‘* Poor dear fellow!” soliloquized his wife, watching him through 
the garden gate. ‘*‘ The greatest blessing husband ever possessed f 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
IRCUMSTANCES over which I 


have no control whatever compe! 
me to adjourn my sketches of 
The Lady of Lyons at the Ly- 
ceum, and Fa//a at the Comedy, 
for at least a week; but when 
they do come ! 


Miss Andersonr’s Pauline is, to 
my mind, little improvement 
upon her Parthenia. It is a 








crudene 


| 


| 


very pleasant, smooth, graceful 
performance, with here and there 
points excellent in intention and 
suggestion, but it suffers, as Par- 
thenia suffered, from inadequacy 
and want of fulness. This 
Pauline is, moreover (excusably 
enough, perhaps) not unconscious 
of the pretty figure she makes in 
the quaint high-waisted costume 
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| Tar Lyceum —Tur Miss o Lyons wito of the later Directory, nor are 

. a at ey the severest trials of this life— 
| outraged pride, wounded love, 
a parent’s anger, the loss of wealth—powerful enough to make her 
wholly forget this lasting consolation. This—peculiarity—is most 
marked (excusably enough, cer/azz/y) during the lengthy orations of the 


olubie Claude, where she seems more intent upon the expression of a 
graceful desolation and statuesque pathos, than upon her rather pon- 
derous lover’s rounded periods. Twice, at least, in the course of the 
piece, does Miss Anderson forget herself, and with such excellent results 
that the lesson should not be lost upon her—the cry and expression of 
horror with which she interposes to save Claude from Beausant’s pistol 
is admirable in its truth, and strikes home at once, while her parting 
with Claude in the same act shows a generous and natural abandonment 
which is encouraging evidence of the great possibilities within her. 
Miss Anderson’s performance is, in fact, big with promise ; she has 
valuable advantages of person and voice, no radically bad faults, and if 
her efforts show crudeness, it is the crudeness of a thoughtful artist not 
wholly skilled as yet in presenting her best in the best way, and not the 
of finished incompetence, 


Mr. Barnes can hardly be congratulated upon his Claude, which is 
much too rough—with greatly more of the gardener in him than the 
poet—and, indeed, the cast looks very much stronger on paper than it 
really is. Mr. W. Tarren’s performance of Colonel lamas has all the 
quiet ease, sincerity, and nature that one looks for in everything he does, 
and Mrs. billington does herself ample justice ; but on the first night 
Mr. Archer acted, I should say, about as badly as he knows how—and 


| he is a clever man; the rest of the cast did nothing very remarkable, as 
| indeed, they had little chance of doing, but in Mr, Jos. Anderson Mr. 


The performance of Fa//a, ex 
tended to a late hour on its first 
/ performance by a pit almost too 
enthusiastic to be natural, is r 
markable for the prominence 
given to two small parts by the 


delineati m of 





Irving has yet another practical disciple. Mr. Archer’s remarkable 

**vorgeous footman” costume in the last act is an instance of the occa- 

sional undesirability of absolute accuracy—the dress has authority enough 

for its correctness, as sketches of the later period of the Directory will 
ey 


how, but it is in omparably jaa 


ring and ridiculous in appearance. 


excellence of the acting. Mr. 
doorkeeper, 
with its wonderful make-up, the 
bodily expression of good living 
and indulgence; and Mr, Kel 
leher’sartistic and self-restrained 

Falka’s lover, 
Arthur, are striking proofs of 
what may be done with slight 
materials by thorough artists. 
Mr. Kelleher’s singing of the 
refrain to Falka’s first song, in 
particular, is a very clever exhi- 
bition of musical skili as well as 
comic powe! 


Venley’s convent 





tuneful, tl tory sufficiently interesting, and the dresses very brilliant 








in some cases very pretty, and in others rather complex in design. The 
colouring and grouping are capital, there is no very brilliant invention 
or striking appropriateness about the evolutions of the various soldiers, 
pages, maids of honour, Tzigans, etc., that so often crowd the stage ; 
but the precision and unerring neatness with which a constant succession 
of intricate movements is got through is something marvellous. Mr, 
Farnie’s lyrics, too, show a wonderful advance upon previous efforts ; 
there is a crispness about the lines, a correctness of rhyme, and an ab- 
sence of that involution and defiance of shythm for which Mr. Farnie 
has made such a name, which is as surprising as it is delightful. 

Mr. F. Hawley’s Agnes of Bavaria, a tragedy of a historical and 
blank verse nature, produced ata recent mafinée at the Gaiety, is a 
piece which cannot be classed very highly for its dramatic qualities ; 
it is much too long, contains very little action, and is too much of a 
continual and repeated wordy quarrel between a grey-haired duke and 
his fair-haired son. The subject was well chosen: the fate of the gentle 
and unoffending Agnes Bernauer would seem to lend itself to poetical 
treatment readily enough, and Mr. Hawley had gone to work with evi- 
dent care, perhaps too much care, for the mechanical smoothness of his 
lines suggested an absence of the abandonment of the true poet, and the 
appearance of the rhymed couplet at regular intervals conduced to a 
feeling of hysteria as the afternoon wore on; all the same the piece has 
merit. The main point of interest was of course Miss Lingard’s per- 
formance of the heroine. This lady’s style is eminently suited to the 
portrayal of characters of this romantic cast, and the gentleness, tender- 
ness, and nobility of the character were expressed in look and manner 
with a marked but unobtrusive skill, while her delivery of the lines 
descriptive of her dream displayed a most valuable power of relative ex 
pression, and well deserved the approval they drew forth. But the 
whole cast was efficient to a degree unusual on such occasions. 

Somebody has been saying that 7a J 7%e, now playing at the Avenue, 
will shortly be withdrawn. Mr. Alex. Henderson, whom I believe to 
be a fair authority on the point, informs me that it is not so. ‘* With- 
drawn! Not likely —with drawn houses cramming the theatre to the | 
ceiling every night.” ——— 

On the roth inst. the New Alhambra opens its doors, and presents 
for the first time Messrs. Sims and Clay’s comic opera, Zhe Golden 
Ring. I hope to be one of the golden ring—the Press—to welcome its 
birth NESTOR, 





A Winter Warning. 
FoGs again are now 
in fashion, 
Putting persons in a 
passion— 
They ‘ll be worse 
anon ; 
Yea, the fogs that 
hang so thickly 
Cannot be fog-gotten 
quickly— 
Winter ’s coming 
on, 


Procure goloshes, like- 
wise gaiters, 
Woollen wraps, and 
respirators, 
Mackintoshes 
don ; 

Provide yourselves 
with lots of fuel, 
Jorums, too, of grog 

and gruel 
Winter ’s coming 
on, 





Lo! in place of June’s 
red roses, 
Chills, and ‘‘ chaps,” and reddened noses, — 
‘ Outdoor joys are gone. 
Now for coughs and colds, and sneezes, 
Hail and snow, and biting breezes 
Winter ’s coming on. 





Alas! too, now the season’s rougher, 
’T is the squalid poor who’ll sufter, 
On them Hope’s ne’er shone ; 
Scant attention Fortune ’s paid them, 
Let us all, then, strive to aid them— 
Winter ’s coming or 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. 


“OUTCAST LONDON,” 


ONCE more we hear, in thrilling tones, the cry 
Which we erewhile have raised ; and now again 
We call aloud to every passer-by 
To wipe away the City’s darkest stain— 
This blot upon the ’scutcheon of the age ; 
The wretched, helpless, and uncared-for poor ; 
The squalid misery that blurs the page 
With loathsome blotches that are fell and dour. 


In stifling alley, where no cheery breath 
Of fresh pure air can ever find its way 
Te gladden those who in this living death 
Are hid from sunlight of the glorious day ; 
The wretched cellar and the garret bare ; 
The half-clad woman and her sickly child ; 
And eke the brawling, drunken husband there, | 
The maiden, of her blushing youth beguiled. 


All herding in these wretched fcetid dens 
These men and women struggling how to live, 
Are like so many sheep within the pens, | 
That cling together for the warmth they give. 
There children crawling in the miry dust, 
With scarce a rag to shelter from the cold, 
Their choicest food a stale and mouldy crust | 
‘Mid filth the eye would shudder to behold. | 





What is the stumblingblock that stops the way, 
And keeps these wretched hovels of the poor? 
That stops the march of progress in our day, | 
And brings this filthy squalor to our door ? | 
Is there no power that our laws can give 
To doom those styes that are so foul and old, 
And all untit—yet where the poor do live 
In direst hunger and the bitter cold ? 


Oh, if there be a power in the land 
To help these wretched to a better ate, 
Begin to-day, and give the kindly hand 
To those who grovel in this woeful state. 
Then sweep away each rotten filthy den 
Of loathsome squalor, raggedness, and sin, 
That fester all too close within our ken, 
And fill the ear with ever-doleful din. 
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things is really lemon-table. 
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HIGHLAND DARING. 


7» Kovinson, £sy.—** CONVOUND IP, DUNCAN! YOU DON’T NEED AN 
OTHER DRAM ALREADY, SURELY?” 

‘SIR, THERE’S A LICHTNESS IN THE AIR ALOOT STROM 

hHAT MAKS A SMALL POTATION OWER AADVANTAGEO! 


A DAILY paper refers, with some alarm, to the Orange J. Robinson, Esy.—"* 1 WONDER, DUNCAN, YOU ARE NOT AFRAID O1 
terrorism now rampant in Ireland. Well, such a state of | WANDERING ABOUL IN SUCH A LIGHT ATMOSPHERE, WITH YOUK Noo! 
IN ITS PRESENT INFLAMMABLE CONDITION,” 








A Preter-Cooper-natural Story. 


RouND a solitary square near the Euston Road, an uninhabited, 
married-looking man wandered shiveringly, for it was the 5th of N 
His mesmeric eye and spiritualistic gait had attracted atten 
tion even in this lone locality. And as he knocked at the door of No. 
7, two crrand-boys whispered together, ‘‘ He °s a-goin’ in.” He went 
in; for had not he promised his maiden aunt, who believed in spir- 
tualism, and who left him all her money, that he would commune with 
her every 5th of November? Therefore Oliver for the first time con 
ulted Madame Beausipil, and asked her in a whisper, ** Can I be put 
iv communication with my defunct aunt?” ‘‘Certainly,” replied the 
lady pleasantly ; ‘‘ fee five guineas.” ‘* Ill give you the fee after hear- 
ing aunt speak,” replied Oliver. ‘* By all means, but you must be 
blindfolded. Was your aunt an elderly maiden lady? and please dont 
be frightened if you fecl peculiar,” said Madame in one breath.“ She 
Was a very elderly maiden lady,” returned Oliver. Then the spiritualistic 
“Aunt, how are you?” ‘Well, Oliver, I am 
glad you are here, and am also pleased to know that your wife has for- 
given you lately, since you came more regularly home to tea. What 
tea do you drink?” ‘* Cooper Cooper and Co.'s, aunt. ‘Then you 
have it through a cheap MEDIUM-—-the medium of the Parcels Post. 

“Ido.” cried Oliver. ‘* This is too realistic and terrible, madame. I 
feel faint. I have sensations as if I had swallowed an eider-down quilt. 
I will ask no more questions at present.” 


vember. 


intercourse began. 





(70 be continued? some day.) 


A Say-go. 


Mr, BRIGHT, writing from Kelso, recently 
have nothing to say for themselves.” 


Mr. Bright, in his note ve Conservative elv 
Says, ‘* Tories have nothing to say for themselv 
Which remark will not add to their mirth m 
fact-——’tis as clear as thie « 
always have plenty to say ; 
but, then, what they say ¢sa’? worth 


ud, ** The Tory speaker 


h. 


{ter 7) lay 
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Conservative 
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Cetewayo will appear again, Gentlemen. 

Tuk damaging statement that we had taken Cetewayo prisoner, and 
ludyved him in gaol, is refuted by a telegram from Durlan, 24th October, 
which says, ‘* the Zulu King is at present the gves/ of the British Com 
missioner in fhe Reserve Territory. The other announcement wa 
simply an invention of the enemy; we «west as much. 


Sik |. lk. LENNARD, speaking at the recent Voor Law © onferen es, 
said that ‘‘ Common sense was the basis upon which everything must be 
done in England.” But, alas! it would seem that many persons con 
sider common sens base-is for their purposes. And so it is no 
wonder they come in at times for a lot of common sense-ure. 
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| THE CITY FOWLER. 
| (Sve Cai toon.) 


ON the Ninth of Novem- 
| Ber, from time quite immen 
Orial, tis the plan 
To instal a new man 
In the chair 
Of Lord Mayor, 
Who is shown in a coach to the people, 
Whilst the bells ring from every steeple. 
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When the function is end 
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th | Ed, a banquet most splend 
| Id is set, at which Cab- 
Inet Ministers blab 
| | All they dare 
| To the Chair, 
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lor they know that the feasters are waiting 
To tind out the State’s state from their stating. 
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| Since our next Mayor’s a Fow- 
| Ler, let’s trust that somehow 
[lis chief banqueting birds 

| Will chirp comforting words 

| To the Chair 
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And the air: 
In which case we’ll be pleased to remember 
Such a notable Ninth of November. 
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KNICKNACKS. 
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IRELAND has frequently been foolishly compared with the conquere 
. e . ° ¢ « en . . = . } , . } 
provinces of Russia. By one side England is supposed to have rule 
d . 4 i 
her with a rod of iron equal to 


that of Holy Russia. By the 
ther side her inhal 

sumed to have been guilty of re- 
atrocities, which the 


ta)y ; 
ailative 


VY , . 
cruelly treated enslaved subjects 
of the Czar could never be guilty 
of. But our appetite for sensa 

s 


tional “INHUMAN IRISH 
CRIME” news, has never been 
sratifed by such piquant informa- 
tion as *fA WANDERER ” bring 


i oe : 
rom the Caucasu 








A PAGAN ntl n, residing 
in the having 
cht by USS] el 
while annexing c “ 
severely Leaten by them that he subsequently died. A Wanderer tell 


is that ** [fis remaining brother, taking his rifle, ammunition, and som 
his death. Arriving by by-path 


} millet in a bag, set out alone to avenge hi 
'in the vicinity of Vladikavkas, he took up a position betore dayligh 
| among the rocks on the hillside, and watched till h wa Rus ] 
r al convenient distance from the lines. After stalking and 
ping’ his man, which, being a good shot, he rarely fail in doing, he 
cut off the ears of the Russian and made for the m tain, where he 
| . 
| offered them up on the tomb of his brother, and again returned to prowl 


round the outposts. In this manner he, in the course of a few 
managed to ‘pot’ three officers and fifteen privates lerabl 
for one man, armed only with a flint rifle and inferior (home-made) 
powder. Pat pails before this sort of thing, even when assisted by | 
much-beloved dynamite, and ’s fabricatl 








Up to the present time we have always held fowls in esteem, and not 
to say pathetic affection, when curried ; but sadly we learn that dome 
tic fowls may be sometimes dangerous to mankind as deadly dynamite 

in fact, absolutely propagate diphtheria, 


THAT fowls kept in a /oz? state may generate diphtheria, or any other 
complaint, we quite believe. We are also inclined to think that rabbit 
hutches tenanted, guinea pigs, white mice, and costermongers’ donkeys, 
are not conducive to human health when kept in the never clean 
sleeping apartments of oor families. 


‘heve, that rabbits are possibly responsibl. 


Ir is mooted, we 
origin of gout. A char 
white mice as being connected with liver complaint, and we a 
that undoubtedly antelopes cause hysteria. 
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large is also likely to be shortly brought against 
re inform 


‘THE bitter cry of outcast London” is unfortunately generally pore 
ceded by, and caused through, the ‘‘ four-arf” cry of outcast Londos 
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So Sir Henry James holds one Parliamentuy vot eCaus IS part 
l 4 mewhere ©) the: Th l 


proprictor of a coal-shed 
bilit lating 2 Opponent, 
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NOTES AT al GARDE 








‘Come back to Erin’ PPE a Old Gent 


wishe } 





N. BY A PROMENADER. 
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“ Overtures’ (not appreciated). ‘* La Sonnambula.’ 
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A Dangerous Damsel. 





PERSONS prat Ist now of 
treason 
In ule rt of way, 
And ey tell us that the 
reason 
J because ‘tis Guy 
Fawkes’ Day. 
But di peradoes and their 
daring 
No such havoc made, I 
fear, 


A the winsome, heart-en- 
naring, 
Arch-conspirator shown | 


here. 
‘ She has spoilt the peace of 
Y many, 
\ Vet she’s nol been caught 
; by any. 
y any 





Iler deep blue eyes, with 
killing glances, 
Pierce through many a 
victim’s heart ; 
And her figure so entrances, | 
That one cannot from her | 
part. | 
Destruction lies in every 
dimple, 
And her smile casts such | 


But 7 am hoping (ah, what 





OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL WITH MR. IRVING. 


Ir was indeed a happy notion of yours, Sir, to send me across the 
Atlantic after Mr. Irving. I arrived just in time, I believe, to save our 
eminent tragedian from utter collapse. He was being ‘interviewed ” 
quickly and “surely to death! There was not a moment to be lost, and 
finding how matters were going, I went to Mr. Irving before I had been 
in New York forty-eight hours, and I said to him frankly and cordially, 
in my fine fearless old fashion, 

“Mr. eon’ Irving, sir, you are fast falling a victim to your popula 
rity. I found this house when I called yesterday full of interviewers 
I call to-day and I find it fuller still; and I passed several tramcars 
of eager reporters hurrying to your domicile as I came here. Nay, I 
happen to know that even since I crossed you tnreshold the Chica 
and Detroit reporters’ ‘ special’ has arrived in New York, whilst 
Palace cars, fre ighted by the Personally-c wh cated sed days-with 
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Irving - with - Personal - Interview- guarante: Tourist Company, | 











limited, have been signalled as on the way from the Rocky Mountains.”’ 
‘No, no! not that !—don’t tell me that!” wailed the lessee of the 
Lyceum, with a wild carry-me-out-and-cremate-me-at-once glare in his 
expressive eyes. 

‘* But it is so,” I returned, ‘‘and you had better know the worst, be- 
cause I have to add that I have conceived a plan to ameliorate your 
terrible position.” 

‘Tell it to a then, dear, dear _— !” cried Mr. Irving, grasping 
my hand with a second-act-of-Zvge -Avam-like clutch. 

** You must a all hazards have | pont ’T answered. ‘* Now you have 
in your company a wig-maker and a maker-up of acknowledged skill ; 
whilst I, though I say it myself, have a slight talent for mimicry which 
has + proved unentertaining at the festive board of the Norfolk-Ho- 
ward, the Blackfriars, the Property Room, the Junior Macready, and 
other clubs of which I am a member.” 

‘Well, well?” exclaimed the worn tragedian, with a nervous start 
and protracted moan as the sound of many footsteps mounting the marble 
staircase was heard. 

‘What! you do not follow me?” I asked. ‘Listen, then!” and 
with the same I made hay with my hair, seized a chair, went at the 
knees, and commenced my much-admired imitation of Mr. I——g in 
the Ae//s, It is considered most lifelike, and I was somewhat disap- 
pointed when [ had done to hear Mr. Irving say, ‘* Yes, not bad in its 
way, but how your burlesque of Johnny Toole is to help me in my pre- 
sent trouble I fail to see.” 

It was very annoying, Sir, but I kept my temper, and said, ‘‘ I was, 
as a matter of fact, Mr. Irving, giving my imitation of you, and my no- 
tion is that with the aid of your wig-maker and wardrobe-keeper I may 
soon be made-up’ into a sufficiently close duplicate of your personality 
to serve admirably for interviewing purposes. I could at least take this 
Ktocky Mountain party off your hands, and stand between you and the 
exhaustion otherwise inevitable.” 

**Mr. Extra-Special,” cried our forepost—I mean foremost tragedian, 
‘‘ you are a true friend. The resources of my company are at your dis- 
posal,” and with the same he rang for Mr, Bram Stoker, and directed 
him to see all my wishes fulfilled. 

Well, Sir, we worked with a will, and in less than an hour, I rejoice 
to state, I was engaged in interviewing the Chicago and Detroit re- 
porters three at a time, and obliging them in the exuberance of my ge- 
niality with snatches from the Irving vefer/o7re, whilst Mr. Irving him- 
self was calmly sleeping on the next floor. 

And at his special desire, nay, extra-special desire, I may add, Iam 
keeping it up. I go every day, get made-up, and endure three hours of 
severe interviewing, and such an adept am I becoming that Irving now 
trusts me to goas him to many of his less important dinners, and some 
very queer adventures I am having in my new capacity. But more of 
these in my next. 





Persons of Guy-le. 


Tue Fifth is the day of the Gunpowder Plot, 

When Guy Fawkes meant giving it I arliament * hot ;* 

But Fortune was fickle, and SO she smiled not 
On his merry mysterious plan. 

Like many obstructionists, folks of bad form 

\Vho raise in the House a continual storm, 

And would fain for the Parliament make matters warm, 
That Guy was a mis-Guy-ded man. 
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Salisbury’s Houses. | 2 
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COMMUNICATED BY A HOUSELESS EAST-ENDER, 
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PALs, who thought the rorty Rad |  « porte 
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(Not your horrid Whig, who’s yellow) at Ss rt ‘ey 
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Was the only friend we had, ea iit 
Would alone help a poor fellow ; + me Ratrey |" 1) 
’sa Tory tip-top no Mae fo te {) SEs. in’ 
It Tory tip-top nob, i aE H 
Whom to mention a Rad rouses, REARS Hi, WUE OF YY tm i 
It is Cecil—call him Bob Use 3 SY | if: 
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Who’s to give us model houses, af. Ne it 
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Call him Bob—we owe him that, 
In our gratitude’s expansion— 
For he ’ll give us each a flat, 
If he doesn’t give a mansion. 
He will sweep our cellars out, 
And he’ll punctually pour his 
Highly cultured light, and spout 
On our low but upper storeys. 


Never nuisance, never noise, 

Never whoopings, never yellings 
From sad sluts and dirty boys, 

Will arise in these new «dwellings. 
Gin shall be a thing unknown, 

Also beer, which oft has hung us, 
As the Moabitic Stone— 

Brandy ’d blush to be among us! 
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And for all these benefits 
A return scarce worth the noting 
In Bob Cecil’s programme, it’s 
Just a question of mere voting. 
To have nice new cots and coats, 
And drop murder, d@. ¢., arson, 
We have but to give our votes 
To the peer’s son and the parson, 
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Do Nothing by Halves. 

Wity does a single sojourn at Havre, though justly recom- a 
mended by the faculty, in most cases fail to work a complete GOING IN A 'BUSTER. 
cure ?—Because it takes two Havres to make one whole. Rus in Urbe.—“ 1 Say, Muster P’LEESMAN, WHEER BE THE BANK 

seapeeniastiaeeinleustaatamdoedl OF ENGLAND?” 
, . , , VA 1.—"' Wy, THAT'S MILES AWAY FROM HERE: THIS IS THE 

WHAT we fervently hope will never be any Trade’s MARBLE ARCH.” | 

“ Union." —The workhouse. Rus in Urbe.—“*DANG iv! I SEED ‘BANK’ WRIT ON YON 'Bus as 





| [LAARGE AS LOIFE WHEN I GOT IN AT CHEAPSIDE,” 
FIREWORKS.—Grates. VA 1,—* Dessay! HE WAS JEST COMIN’ AWAY FROM IT,” 











THE BILLINGSGATE TOPPER. Till, simply by something I recently read, 


The dormant ambition within me was fed 








: 
“In the City of London Court an action was brought against P. FORGE, fish 
' salesman, Billingsgate, to recover the value of a box of fish which proved unfit for Was stirred to awaking ; but not even then 
A cape ag A cording to the unre fute : — e, the re was one go ¢ bg _ th By any distinction that ’s open to men; ! 
top of the box, but all under were putrid. Judgment was given against P. Forge. Mas sid of -ondits on 
| We come across a tolerable number of cases of this sort having their ongin in that eve Biz OF My HUMAN CONGMIONS, ANd Ifee, 
home of space, « hoice language, honesty, and every other delight, Billingsgate. A Dillingsgate Popper IS W hat I would be! ‘ af 
n/ Oh, how that ambitious, presumptuous wish 4 if 
, 1 / Must stir in the bosom of every fish ‘ r 
Uy, aa p Must flush in the gills the ly pal iy 
WW eis, i lust flush in the gills that were formerly pale Hit 
Mild N mA \\VV\ With yearning to fill the position of whale ! yl 
m A ard, 74 * - \ ' i } Pl 4 ge : : 
i he Si WAN | The whale is no longer the envied of all, hie 
His pride of condition continues to fall ; j 


ed 


They sneer at his tail and its arrogant swish, 
For the Billingsgate Topper is king of the fish! 


‘* And what is the Topper?” you query. Indeed, 
He isn’t of any particular breed ; 
For any fine fish that is caught in the mesh 
May reign as a Topper, provided he’s fresh. 
All thrilling with pride from his head to his tail, 
He covers the putrid, the damaged, the stale ; 

: How gracious a lot to the virtuous mind, 
Syy aig oh b Soe a The duty of hiding the faults of one’s kind! 
“or any distinction that man can attain ; 
To take an example, I never would budge 
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The strawberry Topper, so rosy and wide, 
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An inch from my habits to pose as a judge ; May fancy Ae holds a position of pride ; lie 
| I’d never bestir me, whoever may blame, Again, in the ‘* Garden” the uppermost peach ae 
To drink the delight of a general’s fame ; Exults in a dignity worthy to reach ; ; \ ae 
And I never should bless, or rejoice at, the day The goods in the window complacently grin, a 
| That found me a beadle, a beak, or a bey. Comparing themselves with the others within ; i 
. "ot all the: “complacency ft me hy t » cide 
I never, I fancy, was what you would call | Of the Billings wt forsale unatin ndl' i} 
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A party with any ambition at all, 
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NAZEL’S CONK-QUEST. 


t, Nazel was burdened with a ponderous nose, 
undecided as to the manner of disposal 


AGSE (ND PR'DE 


cs. He looks at the portraits of eminent men with remarkable noses, and thinks that, after all, 
At length, determined to make a conk-quest, he introduces his friend, Major Gore Illa, to Miss 


very inconyement in a crowd; other people think it so too, 7. 
Charmer, 





2. Which was the cause of his rejection by Miss Charmer. 3. 
4. Acomic friend tells him he'll ‘ take it off”’ for him. 


In her eyes, now, Nazel looks a perfect Adonis, by contrast with the gallant Major. 
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Bye aT 
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6. He finds it, however, 





a big nose is better than no nose at all. 





And now his happiness nose no bounds. 











NEW LEAVES. 

Messrs. Griffith and Farren have sent us a well-stocked parcel of their 
‘€ Season’s Books,” which are deserving of more extended notice than 
our limited review. ‘* Keble’s Evening Hymn,” and ‘*The Kaven,” 
by Edgar Allan Poe.—Both these well-known works are adorned with 
illustrations of great beauty and delicacy. ‘‘ The Fool’s Paradise”’ is 
full of funny coloured pictures, well remembered as of German origin, 
‘‘From May to Christmas” is very cleverly illustrated. ‘* Nora’s 
Trust,” ‘‘Lily and her Brothers,” ‘* Punch,” ‘* The Court and the Cot- 
tage,” “* A Christmas Pudding,” ‘‘In Time of War,” ‘‘ Growing Up,” 
‘‘Chums,” ‘* From Cadet to Captain,” ** Middy to Ensign,” *‘ Friends, 
though Divided,” and ‘‘ Paddy Finn.”—These are all more or less ex- 
cellent books, moré or less well illustrated, and form a sufficiently large 
and varied assortment to meet the tastes of ‘‘all sorts.” Lastly, there 
is ‘* Holly Berries,” an elaborate series of highly-finished designs by 
Ida Waugh, printed in colour, in the popular and fashionable style 
begun by Kate Greenaway, and so extensively followed by others. There 
are also half a dozen of ‘‘ The Holly Series,” children’s books, also illus- 
trated by Ida Waugh in the same graceful spirit, though not so finished 
as the ** Holly Berries.” 

**Toid in the Twilight,” by F. E, Weatherly; illustrated by M. E. 
Edwards and J, C, Staples (Hildesheimer and Faulkner).—In this pro- 
duction both author and artists seem to have worked most harmoniously 
and successfully in furnishing a complete book of beauty, The charm- 
ing verses are rivalled by equally charming pictures. 
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| much amusing reading ana plenty of laughable illustrations in its pages."—Aeynolds's Newspaper . 
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“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


JUST OUT. 
Price One Shiiling ; Post-free, 1s. 2d, 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1884. 


One Hundred and Twelve Pages of Amusing Art and Literature, 
by some of the best Artists and Authors of the day. 


‘‘As usual, cram-full of humorcus stories, poems, and pictures. There is a charming inter- 
mingling of pathos and humour in ‘ Columbines All of a Row’ "—Graphic. 

‘Our old friend is one of the earliest, as well as one of the best, of Comic Annuals, There is 

**This year's issue is a large, excellent, and remarkably cheap production. All the illustrations 
ire good, It is rich in innocent mirth and in keen sarcasm.”"—Fainburgh Daily Review. 

‘Contains more than forty amusing contributions in prose, verse, and pictures; and an article, 
Columbines all of a Row,’ which is specially interesting as being nearly the last work of the late 


Dutton Cook.”—J/l eekly Dispatch, 

**From first to last every page teems with rich fun, and every line is worth reading. The draw- 
in ure very laughable Colunibines all of a Kow,’ by the late Dutton Cook, is a most interesting 
sketch, full of pathos, and tinged with humour. It is marvellously cheap at a shilling.”"—Aerwick 
Warder. 


“It isan admirable budget of humour.”—Dusndee Evening Telegraph. 


**It again Comprises a most enjoyable s¢/avze, both in prose and verse, by writers of high: 


merit. Compares well with its predecessors, and is bright, sparkling, piquant, and funny toa 
degree. The illustrations, too, are excellent, admirable alike in spirit and execution,”—Hrighton 
Guardian. ' 

‘* There are over forty contributions, all brimming over with genuine wit and humour, and all 


most comically illustrated. The pen, as well as the pencil, of the #21 staff has worthily and suc- 
essfully strived to make the Annual the most attractive of any yet issued."—North British Dail) 
Ward, 
“ Is brimful of really good things, both as regards matter and illustrations.”"—Brigh/on Herald. 
** Kor an hour in the train, Or at a junction where one has to wait half an hour for the next train, 
‘Hood's Annual’ would be a welcome companion "—Shefield Daily Telegraph. 
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To be had of ali Newsagents, at all Railway Bookstalls, and at 











The World's Table Talk! 
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SING-ULAR. 


Lady Hydeparker.—“1?M SO GLAD YOU ’VE COME. 


fitz.—“ BAY JovE! Nor HE, LADY HYDEPARKER, 
KNOW? HE! HE!—NOT SO BAD, EH ?” 
|. dad everybody wondered however he manaced it, 


DOES YOUR FRIEND, THE CAPTAIN, SING, LIRUTENANT FiTzsappy ?” 
Hr HAS NO VOICE—BELONGS TO A HO(A)RSE REGIMENT, DON’ you 


Adolphus, in the background, said he must have concocted it coming alone, 














A Neckstraordinary Competition. 


THE sporting season dies hard. Late as it is, a most interesting event 
is, we understand, on the /af7s, and is expected to produce a supremely 
exciting contest. The issue in dispute is the championship of bottle 
carrying, the claimants to which distinction undertake to carry on their 
bare heads a two-gallon stone bottle, neck downwards, and walk fair 
heel-and-toe for a period of from one to three hours, touching the 
bottle only once or so during the perambulation. The exponents of 
this pretty and graceful art, we presume, may be described as ** judicious 
bottle-carriers,” if not bottle-holders ; they should not, however, speak 
of carrying a stone jar on the head as a feat. A good deal of specula- 
tion may be expected to take place on the event, the partizans of each 
man being, of course, nuts on their champion. A capital race is antici- 
pated, and the verdict will no doubt be won by a head, or a neck at 
furthest. After its decision some more sensational struggles may be 
looked for; among others, matches for the championship of swallowing 
kitchen pokers, of smashing potatoes on the forehead, and of standing 
head downwards for half a day on the back of a chair, and partaking of 
liquid refreshments at intervals during the trial. We hear, too, that 
arrangements are on foot for a series of swimming entertainments in a 
bath of treacle during the winter ; while the championship of sitting in 
a baker’s basket and lifting it up, champion and all, by the handle, will 
likewise be keenly contested at no distant date. Full details of these 
heroic efforts shall be duly laid before our readers as they come to hand, 





AN electric floor-mat alarm has just been patented in the States. It 
is calculated to baffle the most expert of burglars, which was formerly a 
very difficult mat-ter. The burglar does not regard the invention with 
any great amount of affection. 
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Indeed, it cannot be said of him, con- 
—AMAT, he loves. 
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A Sensible Suggestion. 


Apropos of the commencement of the hunting season, it is stated that 
fox-hunting was unknown until 1783, and that, previously to that ¢ 
b / ’ ’ y t date, 
sportsmen would have no more condescended to hunt a fox than English 
fox-hunters would now condescend to hunt a stoat, or a skunk, or a 
musk rat. As it seems that the great thing is the ‘‘ scent,” we should 
not be surprised if some /oxey manufacturer were to invent some arti- 
ficial aroma, which could be followed by all huntsmen fond of comsmon 


Cf 


Epigram. 
“WILLIAM FORTUNE, thirty, was charged with being a deserter 
from the H Battery, 2nd Brigade Royal Artillery, stationed at Wool. 
wich, Prisoner pleaded that he was tempted to,” &c., &c.—Aeport, 
We're growing tired of templing Fortune, true, 
And fortune being tempted is something new, 





Nil nisi Bone-m. 

Tue other day we read that a beggar was taken into custody, and 
upon him was found what are known as beggars’ bones. The ‘‘ beggars’ 
bone” is a small bone from the sheep’s head, which the mendicant car- 
ries for “luck.” It is satisfactory to learn that the beggar is not all 
bones, but the bone which is his aversion doubtless is the * collar”. 
bone, 





PALPABLE,—The management that produced Forka had knife or 
business, 
Mem.—To a lawyer being “‘ struck off the rolls” means the oss of 


his daily bycad, 
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MRILLIANT CLOTHES TO THE PLAy. 


applause ! 


The cast is 
strong in lady 
singers. Miss 
Cameron is 
there, sing- 
ing with all 
the spirit and 
dash of which 
she is capable 
in the early 
days of an 
opera ; I was 
sorry to no- 
ticea ‘‘ tired” 
ring in her 
voice now 
and then, and 
hope it is but 


ue Lyceum.—D: 
CHAPEAUX, 


Carew looks 
very noble as 
the captain 
of a dozen 
stalwart 
round - limb- 
ed pages in 
hussar cos- 
tume, and 
Miss Rose 
Moncrieff has 
a chance— 
not a very big 
chance — of 
showing oft 
}« not in- 
considerable 
saltatorial acco 
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Tue Lyceum.—Mr. ARCHER GIVES A 


THe LyceEum.~—THE MOTHER AND ‘ER SON A 





CHAPELLES ET DES 


baritone voice and cheerful manner are of excellent service. 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


AST week I promised some sketches 


of the Lady of Lyons and alka, 
and here they are! There’s a 
surprise for you! Both pieces are 
enjoying unmistakeable success. 
Miss Anderson’s rather empty 
style has its admirers evidently, 
or perhaps it is the pretty figure 
she makes, or the not-likely-to- 
last-very-long novelty she is, for 
the place is crammed every night, 
extra rows and all. Well, happy 
be their dole! Fa/ka is in for a 
long journey, it is clear; even the 
suspiciously enthusiastic pit pre- 
sent on its first production was 
unable to damage it; its attrac- 
tions were too many for those who 
might otherwise have resented the 
overbearing approval of that part 


of the audience which received a perfectly dark scene with a storm of 





ANDERSON. 


a passing defect ; she acts with a pleasant sprightliness, and looks as 


pretty as anything in a blue and 
white convent garb of doubtful 
authenticity; Miss Wadman is 
there too, in capital voice, and 
showing no mean skill; a Miss 
Louise Henschel, who has a pleas- 
ing voice upon which no very seri- 
ous demands are made, makes a 
successful ‘‘ first appearance here ” ; 
Miss Emily Nicholls has a su- 
bordinate part, but holds her own 
bravely in a rattling little trio 
in the first act. Mr. Ashley cer- 
tainly bears off the palm for hu- 
morous acting, although there is 
some excellent fooling done. Mr. 
Paulton is very amusing after his 
usual manner, and as I said 
last week, Mr. Penley and Mr. 
Louis Kelleher are very artistically 
funny. Mr. W. H. Hamilton’s 
Miss Vere 





He Comepy.—Tue Ovt-GETTER 





The dresses are truly magnificent, and that without sacrifice of good 


taste. It will be observed that I give no representation of Miss 
Cameron in either of her masculine 


costumes ; but life is too short for the 
hurried sketcher in the stalls to catch 
their intricacies, especially those of the 
hussar uniform, which bristles with 
cords, and tassels, and fringe, and braid, 
and tabs, and buttons, and straps, and 
buckles, and laces, and frills, till the 
brain reels to look at them. 





I was wrong, the Alhambra will zo+ 
open on the roth instant ; as a matter 
of fact J don’t know wen it will open— 
and there are such a lot of people writ- 
ing the opening address! 








There are two matinées ot some inte- 
rest to be held on the 15th. Number 
One is to be at the Gaiety, and will in- 
troduce to an English audience Miss Lucille Meredith, who is described 
as an Ame- 
rican lady 
**with a good 
voice,” and 
who was the 
original Vir- 
ginia in }77- 


THE ComMEeDY.—THE Lay BROTHER 
ALWAYS ON SOME LAY OR OTHER. 


ginia and 
Paul when 
that distin- 


guished work 
was first pro- 
duced ‘‘on 
the other 
side.” On 
Thursday 
this lady ap- 
pears as 
Phebe in 
Billee Taylor, repeating the pertormance, I believe, on the following 
Thursday. I look for some merry mo- 
ments with this Mere-dith, and hope to 
be able to express approval while Lu- 
cille it. 





THe Comepy.—lue TZIGANS—THEY VE BEEN TZIGAN HIM 
EVERYWHERE, 


The other matinée occurs at the 
Strand, where Mrs. Rudolf Blind ap- 
pears as Julia in Zhe Hunchback (a 
performance highly spoken of), in 
which she will be supported by some of 
our best actors, with Mr. Herman Vezin 
at their head. Now, mind you go, at 
whatever cost; don’t let trouBl-’inder 
you, for to stay away would be foolish 
and Rud-ol-fellow. 








I’ve had several things on hand for 
notice for some time, and I think I'll 
take the opportunity of wiping two of 
them off now. First and foremost, I have received from Messrs. Tom 
Smith and Co.—monarchs par excel- 
lence of Cracker-bonbonia—a consign- 
ment of their new season novelties. 
Ingenuity, taste, and humour are their 
main characteristics, and the idea ot 
each ‘‘set” is carried out in every de- 
tail of box, embellishment of the bon- 
bon, mottoes, &c., with a very perfect 
and thoughtful completeness. ‘‘ The 
Noah’s Ark” box is a perfect work of 
art, and ‘f Uncle Tom’s Crackers,” in 
a box made to represent a log hut, with 
**Uncle”’ leaning over the half door, is 
sure to be a favourite. They are un- 
mistakeably don don, and that’s no 
** cracker,” 


THE Comepy.—A RISING DANCER— 
IN FACT, SHE'S ROSE. 





-_- 


’ . ‘ " THe Comepy.—‘‘ Uncite” HoLeach 
I’ve also received the first Number  —we're HoLpacHERs OF HIS. 
of a sprightly little paper called Bo- 
hentia, dealing with the sayings and doings of actors, artists, journalists, 


ind such-like rogues and vagabonds. NESTOR. 
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The “London Particular’s ” Protest. 


** Why is it that London has been without sunshine, almost witaout 
daylight, for nearly a week? All owing to the November fog is, of 
course, the ready answer.— But is this quiteso? . . . The vapour 
which has been blinding and choking us is more or less diluted carbon. 
The ‘ fog,’ as we call it, begins to show itself soon after daybreak, and 
sinew y A darkens as the smoke from hundreds and thousands of newly- 
ighted fires rises into the still atmosphere.”—Daily Paper. | 
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My name’s Mister Fog, I ’m no stranger to you 
Who dwell in this dingy old town ; 
Some call me the ‘‘ Fog Fiend”; indeed, there are tew 
But who look on my feats with a frown. 
For I often envelope your place with a pall, 
And much indignation provoke ; 
But the vapour that lately has filled you with gall, 
I can prove hasn’t been my invention at all, 
But entirely the fault of your smoke. 


I’m inured to enduring a lot of abuse, 
Fault-finding, of course, I expect ; 
But at times for my deeds I ’ve some little excuse, 
And November’s my month, recollect. 
I confess that to see people play hide-and-seek, 
When /’m present, to me is a joke ; 
But the cloud that each morning for more than a week 
Has made you exclaim in a manner not meek, 
Has been caused, not by me, but by smoke. 





Tis said, give a certain old party his due— 
And I think you might treat me the same ; 
I am often the cause of discomfort, ’t is true, | 
But don’t let me have a// the biame. | 
Your chimneys belch forth lots of vapour and gloom 
When you pile on your coal and your coke ; 
In your grates and your cowls for improvement there’s room ; 
/ can’t very well my own vapour consume, 
While you cou/d consume your own smoke. 


In short, I’m afraid too much moaning is made 
Whenever in town, here and there, 

The ‘* London Particular’s ” mantle ’s displayed, 
And helps just to thicken the air. 

Why, you’ve ‘‘ fog” pretty often in matters of State, 
And ‘‘ fog” sometimes hangs like a cloak 

Round the senses, alas! both of small and of great ; 

But your charge against ve has for once little weight— 
You ’ll observe that it all ends in smoke! 
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IN BAKER STREET. 


Arab (apostrophizing aloud stationary Policeman near Madame Tussanud’s), 
—** Ou, CRIKEY! 
AND IT DO LOOK SO NAT’RAL, I WAS JEST GOIN’ TO sHOUT ‘MuUTTON!’” 


THEY RE PUTTIN’ THE ROOM OF ’ORRORS AOU TSIDE, 


[Zhe figure moves, so does Arab, 








THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 


“Yes,” said Mrs. Blunderberry, laying down the newspaper and re- 
flectively tapping the tip of her nose with a teaspoon. ‘Yes, I think 
it’s in the works of Shakespeare.” ; 

“Hullo!” cried her husband, looking up from the contemplation of 
his second egg. ‘Hullo! Are you stage-struck, like the other fashion- 
able beauties? You only want a white satin dress and a balcony to be 
a complete Juliet ; a pair of legs and a hunting-spear would fit you out 
as Rosalind, and leave nothing to be desired.” _ 

‘Oh, how can you, Solomon?” exclaimed his better half, blushing 
over the sugar-basin. ‘‘ You know I wouldn’t do sucha thing. I re- 
member what I owe to my husband.” 

‘Never mind that, Mrs. Siddons, junior; think of what your hus- 
band owes to others, and go and make a hundred a week if you can. 

‘I don’t like joking about such matters, I was only thinking what 
a wonderful man Shakespeare a = he knew — not 
only everything that was, but everything that was going to be. 

O Sort + ha prophet, Mrs. B., wasn’t he? Akind of Zadkiel and 
Mother Shipton. What wonderful discovery have you been making to 
cause our national poet’s bones to squirm in the tomb? M. 

‘Oh, Solomon! think how he exactly describes the present condition 
of Britannia as regards the French taking Tonkin. Doesn't he say, 
‘Mistress of herself, though China fall’ ?” 

‘Great commentators! No, he doesn’t, ma’am ; Ive never did, he 
never will, he couldn’t if he tried ; and if he did, what do you a 
he meant by it, eh? You only want a blue cloth cover and an alp a- 
betical arrangement down your back to be a dictionary of ro ; 
gilt edges and half a dozen spooney illustrations, and you wh. a §. e 
publishers could —s oe the Poets.’ It was Pope, Mrs. 

»—d’ ye hear! 
mY dori oe wit tad Pepe has to do with China,” said Mrs. Blun- 
derberry: ‘‘let him look after things at home, unless, indeed, he hi at 
the bottom of it all, and is urging the French to be rude to the China 


- os . Ls ie 
Marquis with a comma in the middle of his name. 





“Great Gladstone!” cried Mr. Blunderberry, ‘‘ what a wife I have! 
What a head for diplomacy! What a comprehension of all the subtle 
intricacies of foreign intrigue! Mrs. B., if you were only tied together 
with green silk, and put into an envelope, ‘On Her Majesty’s Service,’ 
no one would know you from a Government despatch. If you had only 
three heads, like the watch-dog of the Styx, you might easily pass for a 
Prime Minister’s speech.” 

**I’m sure I don’t know what you are talking about, Solomon,” said 
his good lady, drawing herself up with stately majesty, and stirring her 
tea with a mustard-spoon; ‘‘and I do not think it kind, or in good 
taste, to compare me to a dog, even if he did have three heads, which I 
don’t believe, though such are sometimes seen at a country fair ; espe- 
cially too, as the Chinese, when they are not fishing off a bridge, are 
eating dogs and birds’ nests.” 

**My dear,” said Mr. Blunderberry, with the utmost gravity, ‘‘ the 
knowledge you have obtained of the Celestials, by a close and careful 
study of the willow pattern plate, is accurate, as far as it goes. If your 
feet were only small enough, and your hair only long enough——” 

‘*Mr. Blunderberry, I will not sit here to be insulted.” 

‘Then, my dear,” continued her lord and master, not heeding the 
interruption, ‘‘ //ic you might be a mandariness in your own right. If 
you only had stories enough, you would make an elegant pagoda. If 


” 
ou 


‘‘T have heard quite enough, Mr. Blunderberry. 
she walked towards the door, crying softly on to the piece of dry toast 
she carried with her. ‘You have called me a dog—a dog with 
thre—e—e—ce heads. You have made unkind remarks about my feet 
and my hair—the hair which you once thought so beautiful, and used to 
carry in a lock—ock-—-ock—et. You have accused me of telling stories, 
and now—now you—you kuk—kuk—call me a—a—a pagoda, I won't 
stand it, Mr. Blunderberry. I won’s, not while James Hanlan presides 


I leave you,” and 





over the Divorce Court of this favoured land.” 
Then she left the room, and Mr. Blunderberry, with a long whistle, 





put on his hat and walked slowly and reflectively down the garden path. 
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all the valuables d, take them round the corner, put the result in a bag with 


K POY, | 








He had responded to the demands of the man who had cut his hair ; 


; 
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He had « ed the palm—though with ‘‘only a blooomin’ ‘arf-crown apiece '—of the boy w your coat, and the boy who hand 
warded the man wh pens the door, the cook and! emaid of the establishme ,U! harwoman, and all the others whom it is now necessary t 
es ous har tend Gi 1 poor Mi ‘‘ For having your hair cut,” said the young lady. ‘Oh, de 





all his savings, and rus 
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CLEARING THE WAY. 
(See Cartoon.) 


ONE often hopes the rates may fall, 
And Vestries manage cheaper ; 

But if that can’t occur at all, 

Shall we never escape the constant call 
Of “ Please, sir, the crossing-sweeper ” ? 


Yet when the streets are in a mess, 
And mud is growing deeper, 
We often tacitly confess 


That there’s reason enough for us to bless 


The brush of the crossing-sweeper. 


Now City solecisms swarm, 
And London wants a keeper 

To reach Municipal Reform; 

But before he can do it ’mid the storm, 
There’s need of a crossing-sweeper. 


And so the strenuous Mark Firth, 
In such affairs no sleeper, 

Makes application for the berth, 

And may possibly prove himself of worth 
By playing the crossing-sweeper. 
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KNICKNACKS. 


Most people believe that no Fenian is ‘‘ wanted”; but one zs at the 
present moment, viz., Captain Mc- 
Cafferty. This warm-hearted patriot 
has been already sentenced to death, 
which just decree was annulled, and 
penal servitude for life substituted 
by a limp official. Eventually a 
weak-kneed policy released the 
noble captain to prey upon England 
and her institutions politically and, 
it is supposed, explosively again. 





In the good old days, if a man 
was once convicted of high treason 
or sheep-stealing, commutation of 
sentence never followed. The pic- 
torial embellishment we give this 
week is a correct portrait of a 
worthy but felonious ancestor of the 
writer of this column. His sentence 
wasn’t commuted. No! he was hanged for the minor offence of 


sheep-stealing. 








Poor dear Marwood's whisky-flask did not fetch a very heavy sum at 
the sale of this defunct executioner’s effects; but the late lamented 
hangman’s /astizg qualities were complimented by several Hebrews, 
who remarked in a twisted Asop-like fashion, as the spirit-holder was 
passed under their noses, *‘Sh’elp me! if them dregs is so featy, wot 
must the whisky ha’ bin like? Jumpin Moses! Ain’t there a haromar 
a-lingerin’ about ?” 


** THE heads of the police” ordered the proprietors of an ‘illustrious 
Guy” to be arrested on the 5th of November. 


WE hope the ‘‘ heads” will not bring a criminal action for libel against 
us, if we suggest that a ‘‘ Shipwright shampoo,” applied to each of the 
said heads daily and nightly, might prevent wool-gathering notions and 
‘illustrious Guy collecting’ wheezes, hanging round, padding up, and 
stifling the contents of the craniums attached to some of our Bobbies in 


othice. 


WONDERS will never cease. A bargeman has been fined, for throw- 
ing rubbish into the Thames, one golden ‘‘ quid ”—of metal, not tobacco, 


IF the human rubbish which projects itself into our yellow ochre- 
coloured pea-soupy river were invariably fined with Draconic severity, 
half the penalty inflicted on bargemen caught attempting to get rid of 
useless matter in a nefarious manner, sane relatives of objectionably 
idiotic refuse would keep more watchful eyes on its movements, and the 
shrunken condition of policemen’s trousers on duty near the Thames 
Embankment would not be a perpetual eyesore to respectable rate- 


paying citizens. 





JupGING from an advertisement which has recently appeared, a family 
residing in Solon Road, somewhere or other, contains enough merriment 
to inspire bold Arthur Roberts to resuscitate his old song. Look at this, 


bedad !— | 
MOTHER’S HELP WANTED, for general work of very 


small house. Happy home, as one of family. Wages 4s. a month, 
rise after six moaths.—Solon Road. 








‘Solon was wise,” as the youngest schoolboy is aware after getting a 
few floggings for inking his copy-book, and it dawns on us, that the 
‘* Mother’s Help” advertisers, residing in the road bearing the savant’s 
honoured name, must have got inoculated with some of the sage’s ‘cute- 
ness, from the talented but vague way the pecuniary promise of 
‘‘ rise after six months” is worded, and have also become imbued with a 
solution of the philosopher’s humour and innocence when imagining 
that flesh and blood is so curiously cheap that its services can be ob- 


tained at the rate of twelvepence per week, 





THE last domestic we engaged gave ‘‘ warnin’” because our West 
India pickles were not hot enough, and our cook’s marmalade tarts were 


deficient in flakiness. 





We venerate calmness under trying circumstances, therefore tender 
our worshipful regards to Mr. William M‘Carthy, who, having partaken 
at one Peter Swallow’s coftee house two pints of tea, a bloater, bread 
and butter, cake, &c., being abruptly asked for payment, jubilantly sang 
‘When the swallows homeward fly,” then remarked that he was under 
the Harmless Lunatics Act, holding office as a hungry vestryman in an 
unknown parish, and therefore could not pay. 





A GUARANTEE OF SAFETY. 


See ever-recurring instances of collisions by iron ships built in watertight compart- 
ments, and the immediate fate of those ships. Latest example (up to time of going 
to press) :—‘‘ The iron passenger steamer Ho/yhead, built in watertight compartments, 


ran into a sailing vessel, and sank in teventy minutes!!!” 
SHIPOWNER (fo Underwriter), I have a brand-new ship, three thou- 
sand tons, 
With engines full three thousand h.-p. nom. ; 
This ship I would insure—— 
UNDERWRITER, Oh, let me rest, 
I am aweary of insuring ships ! 
I hate them all; they sink—they disappear—— 
Begone ! 
SHIPOWNER. Nay, hear this word: my ship is built 
In watertight compartments ! 
UNDERWRITER (with a start of long-forgotten joy). That, indeed, 
Alters the case, and makes the name of * ship” 
A solace to these ears. I zw// insure her — 
For any sum. ‘* Zhe premium?” Name it not ; 
Or call it two-and-six, to cover all. 
Agreed. In watertight compartments, eh ? 
How nice! How lovely! She can never sink! 
SHIPOWNER (fo Neptune avd Boreas). I have a ship—— 
NEPTUNE, He hasa ship! Rare sport 
We two will have, what time that ship is launched. 
BoreEAS. Her will I buffet till her sails be shreds, 
Then fling her hulk to you. 
NEPTUNE, And I will hammer 
Upon her sides until her gaping seams 
Invite me in to—— 
SHIPOWNER. I forgot to mention 
Her watertight compartments. 
NEPTUNE and BOREAS (tn sudden despair). Has she these ? 
Then are we baffled of our goodly sport. 
SHIPOWNER (/o Fenian). I have a ship—— 
FENIAN (judi/ant/y), And you will cram your ship 
With English passengers, and she, colliding, 
Will sink with all on board —— 
SHIPOWNER. 
In watertight compartments ! 
FENIAN (with a savage gasp). Foiled again ! 
(A short interva/.) 
SHIPOWNER. I had a ship—— 
UNDERWRITER, NEPTUNE, BOREAS, ava FENIAN, You had; and 
she was built 
In watertight compartments. 
SHIPOWNER. At her launch 
We held high feasting in her honour, christened 
Her shapely form—— 
UNDERWRITER, NEPTUNE, BOREAS, and FENIAN. Precisely; broke 
a bottle 
Upon her comely bow—— 
SHIPOWNER, Oh, no! indeed, 
We would not handle in so rough a way 
A vessel built in watertight compartments ; 
Oh, no! we swathed her up in cotton wool— 
Took every care—yet as she touched the water, 
With none on board, ’gan she to settle down, 
And in three minutes, plunging headlong, sank, 
Some heedless lady at the christening, 
With reckless pin protruding from her dress, 
Had scratched the shapely hull. 
UNDERWRITER, NEPTUNE, BOREAS, ava FENIAN. But she was 
built 
SHIPOWNER. In watertight compartments—certainly. 


Sink? She is built 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


THE WAY TO KILL. 

‘* FasTroukneE.—A largely attended meeting, at which Lady Clifford was among 
the ladies present, endorsed warmly an address by Mr. G. F. Cooke, civil engineer, 
in favour of Government support to art schoo/s and museums, on a popular basis, for 
the working classes.’ —Paragraph culled at random from a score of similar signi- 
hicance, 

CHuarity. Really, Computsion, I wish you would not follow me 
about. I can get on just as well, or better, without your company. 
What do you want? 

ComPuLsION. Oh, I assure you I only wanted to find out what makes 
so contented ; no further design, upon my honour! Really, 


you look 
You do seem so 


you go so fast that I can hardly keep up with you. 
pleased with something or somebody. 

Cuarity. Yes, 1 am very pleased with my disciple, Mr. Welterdoo 
Brittun. See what a large amount he gives away in charity ; he is al- 
ways turning a sympathetic ear to some appeal or other; and when there 

oesn’t happen to be any appeal to hand, he makes one himself, to him- 
elf, on behalf of someb« dy or other. There—now he ’s giving to the 
Lord Mayor’s fund for the distress in Ireland—Scotland—London— 
Honolulu—for a children’s hospital. See how wide open his purse 
always——Compulsion ! What are you trying to slip that strap over 
my wrist for? Why, that’s very strange! Mr. Brittun closed his purse 
ry instant you tried to slip that strap on my wrist ; 
Ah! he has opened it again now; but 





with al nap at the ‘ 
I never saw him close it before 


he doesn’t seem to give with h delight as before—— 

CoO ( \ I see tl have a duty to perform here. Would 
Ol ly tal 

CHAriry. What I want to take 7 one. Why do you push 
me where | not wish to gor I begin to hate you. There ! Mr. 
Brittun | hut his purse again with a louder snap than before ; he ob- 
jects to « ting other people’s children better than he can educate his 
wn. Jl 7// you let n » the way I Help! help! 


CHyHakIty. I will zo¢ move on. These chains you have put on my 

handcufis prevent my doing anything ; I cannot 

left hand always sees what my right hand 
> tl with my favourite di 


inkles gall me; these 
erly ; my 


open my hand proj 


is doing. Why—look! What are they doing 





ciple, Mr. Welterdoo Brittun ? 
| 
\ 
| 
CoMPULSION, T] ! nply arresting him for refusing to subscribe 


in Ireland—Scotland—London 


to the Lord Mayor's fund for the distre 
Why, if I had not stepped 


HIlonolulu. See how mean | 
in he would- 


sttir 
vwettil 
Pe 


CHakiry. Be giving freely, as he did you stepped in, 
COMPULSION, But there ’s a more serious charge against him. Ile 
has refused to devote the remainder of his fortune to the founding of a 


children’s hospital. You hear—the law is giving him a last chance. 
No, he refuses. 

CHAnritTy. Yes, just at the instant when you tightened my handcuffs. 
Oh, they are putting him into prison! 

COMPULSION. Yes; he’s got a lifer, and his property will be confis- 
cated to the use of Charity—of you. 

Cuakitry. Oh, dear, no—pardon me. The person you mention is 
no relative of mine, although the names happen to be similar. I tell 
you it is useless to tug at my rope and lash me with that whip of yours ; 
I can t go any faster, the chains are too heavy. 

COMPULSION, Why, if it were not for my whip, you 

CHARITY. Going so fast that you could hardly keep up 


did bef re vot Came on the scene. 


would be—— 
with me, as I 


NEED. Hullo, Mr. Compulsion! what’s that bundle you ‘re dragging 
through the mud ? 
COMPULSION. Bundle? Why, it’s that miserable, stubborn jad 


Charity. can’t make her 











NEED. No, nobody in his senses ever imagined you could. Why, you 
have killed her. So kind she used to be tometoo! I haven't received 
much since you stepped in; it has all been swallowed up in salaries, and 
red tape, and delay. There—you had better take yourself off once for 
all. She isn’t quite dead, and she may recover if she sees me; but she 
cannot see me when you are in the way. There—be off. She takes a 
deal of killing ; but gov are equal to the job. 








SOMETHING IN THE AIR. 


THE latest 
iil new French ad- 
, miral at Tama- 


tave has been up 
into the foretop 
all day, shooting 
peas through the 
skylight of the 
oftticers’ saloon of 
the Pryad, with 
a view to catch- 
ing Commander 
Johnstone a 
stinger on the 
nose, The pro- 
ceedings have 
been as yet only 
partially success- 
ful, 
Admiral Béta has caused the mizen-trysail of his ship to be 
is n lrawing upon it colossal carica- 
ures, in white chalk, of Commander J|« The gallant admiral 
is at this moment executing acomp ‘cated and spirited dance of derision, 


upposed to be aimed at the commander and crew of the Myxyad. 





(Later.) ¢ 
T +7 ¢ ] }\]- .] 7 | T 1 1 rag 1 ; iy wing 
paintea piaCk, and 18 NOW Cngage 1 arawll 
t 
t 


hnstone, 


x * ” 


tal communication from the French Politi 
Jamatave to the Ministry at Parts: 

I say, this is awful! The new admiral has been and took it worse 
than the last; can’t keep him quiet ; he will stand on his head on the 
main truck and put out his tongue at the British commander. Don’t 
like to apologize to the latter, and explain that the effect of the air here 
on French admirals, and so on; and that Admiral Beta was quite right 
when he arrived, and so on—eh? Fancy you had better send out a 
large consignment of admirals, hermetically sealed up in boxes of cool 
atmosphere ; then we could get out one with a sardine-opener when we 
wanted a new one. They keep sane about a day after exposure to the 
air here. Send a grossto start with. Meanwhile, let me know what to 
do—whether to apologize or back up the admiral and help him to take 


( } Whi if 7272 1/ ( Vii cer a! 


Confidential Reply yrom the Ministry at Paris to the Frenc’: Political 
Off: "a al Tamalar% : - 
Certainly don't apologize! Bounce it out, now we’re in for it. Za 
France i's la bounce! I send strait-waistcoat for the brave admiral. 
Ise careful to put it on under his uniform, so that Johnstone can’t see it. 


Consignment of fresh admirals on the way per steamer. 
/ : Comma fohnstone tothe: British G mment :— 


Bétais throwing crackers 


Keally can't keep my temper much longer. 
into magazine of /ryad; expect it to blow up every minute, fle keeps 


a — sat es 7 iF ) gr? cy + } + + 
Creaming oul, hah! R Shall I let Wy a him ? 
From British Government to Commander F (nstOne :— 


Pray don’t do anything calculated to complicate our relations with 
France. We will rely upon the good feeling and friendliness of France 


to apologize for anything which may happen. 
Ff) ¢ ii Ff; ¢ 4? 
Ifere’s ago! On opening cases with sardine-knife, find every one of 

the fresh admirals has gone mad, owing to Tamatave atmosphere getting 

in through defects in soldering. Afraid shall have to put all the ad- 

mirals in irons and send them home, to prevent them blowing up the 

rench fleet. 

There ’s a whole lot of French admirals at it now. 


Political Ofpcer at Tamatave to Ministry at Paris :— 


British Government :— 
Can't I 
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That Emigration Scheme. 


Ir’s plotted, planned, decreed, 
Though patriots’ blood may boil, 
The bhoys of Irish breed 
Must own no Irish soil ; 
Not only mustn’t own, 
But mustn’t drive a team 
Through Irish fields, ochone !— 
That emigration scheme ! 
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The edict has gone forth— 
Old Ireland’s to be new ; 
From east, west, south, and north 
They ’ll come, a cruel crew— | 
Fijians, Felloheens, | 
From every land they ’ll stream 
To swamp us, that’s what means 
Their emigration scheme. 


seek. ee 


ae 


They ‘ll plant the Cherokees 
Where Connaught Rangers range ; 
They ’ll plant, tuo, upas-trees 
Where shamrocks used to phase. 
Chopsticks will replace forks, 
And when the Parnells dream, 
Burnt corks will colour corks— 
Ah, emigration scheme ! | 


———_ 
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Scheme to wreck a ruined State, 

Not by barbarous cohorts, | 
But by crying, ‘‘ Emigrate,” 

And you'll fill your native ports, 
3ut, O Saxons, Orangemen ! 

Who a desert Ireland dream, 
Who ’ll drink Irish whisky when 

You ’ve your emigration scheme ? 
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An Oversight. 


‘The Duke of Argyll recently delivered a highly interesting lecture on | 
Geology at Edinburgh.” —Daily Pagers. 


His Grace’s lecture was a gneiss affair | 
(And FUN appreciation here records). RATHER ROUGH ON THE RECTOR. 
He touched on fossils ; but, as you ’re aware, The Rector.—“ AND WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO BE WHEN YOU GROW 


Forgot those ‘‘ fossils” in the House of Lords, UP, JAMES?” 
8 4 ‘ 
James. —** PLEASE, ZUR, I’b LOIKE TO BE A PAARSON.” 
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The Rector.—“*Goop Boy! ANb wuHy?” f 
A MEMBER OF THE HOT-TEA-CULTURAL SOCIETY.—Sir | James. —*’COS THEN, ZUR, I’D ON’Y HEV TO CHATTER, AND LET 
Wilfrid Lawson. OTHER FOLKS DO ALL THE WORK, ZUR,” 
Octavius Ebenezer Potts. | NEW LEAVES. 


: ” ’ . 

| ** THE Daisy Polka,” composed by G. Bath (Conrad Herzog),—For 
. = . a polka fresh as ** The Daisy,” g “ ” ‘The ea age : 
THE three okasions wen man is jolly is when—(1), he haz a good wife ai s * The Daisy,” go to ** Bath.” The music is simple and 


HIS FILOSOFY.—KORKS., 
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at hoam:;: (2), a good frend in his poket; and ood things in his ae r 
oo 3 (2), ag I ? (3), § 5» ’ **The Maids of Lee” and *‘ The Men of Ware,” by the same author; ' 
ta ; . , illustrated by W. J. Hodgson (same publishers), are twi ‘s— 
Thair are three things to be konsidered when we want a dinner— egg, ate — “ i 3 $s), are twin books—upon ie 
: 1 how for j one idea, chiefly showing that Mr, odgson draws ladies as cleverly Ni 
where to go, what to get, and how to paz for it. and } ly as he draws ventleme ae 
“ie and humorously as he draws gentlemen, a 
Men work strait head, and neither look rite or left wen they come out ‘‘Christmas and New Year’s Cards.”—Mescre Hk 
f a cheep eating hous “*Chnistmas and New Year's Cards.”—Messrs. Hildesheimer and Hy 
rte . a o shale sais Ee ee ee ee Mee Faulkner have thus early furnished us with a profuse assortment of their ¥ 
, oe > ( > se S ) 1 > > e- ore e ° ° : Ny 
Assuming per] truly exquisite cards. They are endless in their variety, mostly beautiful j 


ee ee 
Saal 
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Ww se nine-tenths have stror in their heds insted of branes, and | ; ; ; “aig “hig? 
vorld, of these nine-t . ? oe in both design and colouring, and charming in their display of taste and 








this iz a liberal estemate. rer a i 
Thair are sum peeple whoo kannut open thair mouths withowt wag- na 

ging their tungs the rong wai. 4 
When the dog feals pleazed he duzznt stai to think, like a man wood, And no Wonder! Hh 

which wai or in which derektion he will wagg his tale fust. T 1s oft observed by quizzing folk at 
If we wair to question az to awl we ete and drink, we shoold starve. The man at whom their re they a ii 
Thair iz no such things as ‘‘unions”’ in the annemal wurld, for porporism Not seldom fails to see the joke. ib 


= 


iz the heretege of humanity; and the pewpils brort up in the skool of 
instinkt are the suksessful competeters in the fite for life ; they are never 
pluked! 





SIXTY-FIVE children, from a few months to four years old, are stated 
to have been carried off by wolves in the neighbourhood of Agra. Of 
course such carryings on, or rather such carryings off, must have been 
very Avgra-vating ; but it may be some consolation to the people to know 
that here in London we have the greatest difficulty 2 keeping the wolf 


SE on 





A CORRESPONDENT recently wrote to a daily complaining that the 
word ‘‘impecuniosity ” could not be found in any English dictionary. 
Another correspondent, however, declared that ‘‘impecuniosity ” may ere | 
be found in several. It would be a great blessing if it could be  jrom (he door, 
there. 
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Some of the exhibitors at the Fisheries Exhibition are dissatisfied at 
what they call the *‘ unfairness of the awards.” Certain City folks are 
also complaining of the unfairness of a-Ward-en. 


o 


THE Duke of Connaught has gone to Meerut. It is to be hoped that 
the Meer-ut-terance of his name there will be received with loyal cheers. 
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THE SEASON OF FOGS. 
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that ** The result of the whale fishing this 
year has been the worst on record,” Luckily we have obtaine — 
information regarding whales lately. These good-natured creatures, who 
never mind supp lying r the necessary bones for ladies’ corsets, are hurt, 
worried, and exercised 2 their minds, a cablegram having arrived at 
their court held in the Arctic regions, stating that a very jocular, treat- 
standing whale has not alley been captured off that imitation seaside 
town, Southend, but that he has allowed himself to be trapped into the 
Chancery Court, and absolutely é/:dderved¢ when he found what the for- 
malities of English law were like. 


A CONTEMPORARY State: 





ey 


Cyc.ists are not remarkable for a super: .bundance of costume, but 
when a well-known cycling club, located not a hundred miles from the 
North Western district of London, advertises that at its forthcoming 
ball ‘* di is optional,” a feeling of alarm | horror steals over us, 
and we feel quite creepy-crawly. 

WE have just requested an « Id and valued member of our staff to send 
in his resignation for perpetrating a cruel pun, Samuel Ardern, it ap- 
pears, has been recently fined £0 9s, for shooting his neighbour’s cat ; 
the feline monster, by the way, was sv fed of lunching off Samuel's 
pigeons, and our hitherto re pected con tor has had the impertinence 
to send us in a par.” the joke of which “radon on Ardern’s fate being 


a hard “un. 
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Ready Thursday, Novembe Price Twopente. 


FUN ALMANAC for 1884. 


FULL OF ILLUSTRATIONS BY EMINENT ARTISTS. 


Liter ter by lest Authors of the Day. 


rary Ma 





Just Out. Price One Shilling ; Post-srec, 1s. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1884. 


One Hundred and Twelve Pages of Amusing Art and Literature, 
by some of the best Artists and Authors of the day, 





: re Hood's ¢ Annual ’ is still maintained, and that noble ter, 
r now, i = a med of the shillingswort f isdor rer hat 
n ed trom the Fw office / trated London New 
As i am-full of humor ones, poems, and pictures. There is a charming inter- 
mingling of ; {humour in ‘( 5 All of a Row’ "—Grapaic. 
dur 1 friend one of the earlie ell as one of the best, of Comic Annuals, There is 
iny reading and plenty of lau; le illustrations in its pages."—Reyvrolds's Newspaper. 
ear large, excelle 1 remarkably cheap pr cti All the illustrations 
Itisr t mir 1d in kee rca "—Ha irmyh ily Revie 
I pr e, ve e, and r¢ la ir le 
| Row y ere { t early t last rK } it 
h 
é r levery is worth r uw. The draw- 
r en t v, by tl te D n ¢ xi 36 t interesting 
h t t r i r llo Ciica} a sl — , ick 
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wgents, atall Railway Bookstalls, and at 
FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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At 1/4, 2/6,4/9,and9-, Sold Everywhere, 
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PUREI! SOLUBLE!!! 
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A MISSUS-UNDERSTANDING. 


_ Mistress (acting on “* wiformation received”’),—‘*I WISH TO IMPRESS UPON YOU, BRIDGET, MOST EMPHATICALLY THAT I ALLOW NO 
FOLLOWERS. 

Bridvet.—‘* AN’ IT’S QUITE RIGHT YE ARE, MA’AM. THEY’RE A DECATEFUL LOT. Ir I CATCH ANNY FOLLOWERS SNAKIN’ ROUND 
YE, Ma’AM, ’SPECIALLY MILLINGTARY FOLLOWERS, I’LL FOLLY THEM WID THE KITCHEN POKER.” 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL IS HIMSELF AGAIN. | special honour, invited the entire bench of Episcopal-Wesleyan-Metho- 
The Brevoort House, New York. dist Bishops to meet him. One was a gentleman of colour, and IJ scan- 

dalized the company by addressing him as ‘‘ Massa Bones.” I believe 

| Irving is to be denounced at a special Church Assembly in consequence, 

| Barnum called last Monday, and offered me five hundred dollars if I 

| would attend at his Museum, and ride up and down on Jumbo in my 

Charles I. suit of armour between two and four p.m. A well-known 
up-town provision merchant has outbid Barnum, however, for he has in 


I HAVE given it up, Sir—Mr. Irving has been all that is kind; Bram 
Stoker, though a little apt when flurried to develop the instincts of a 
Driver, has afforded me the most valuable practical sympathy; Loveday 
has guaranteed me an extra honorarium if I keep up the impersonation 
dodge through the Rocky Mountain district ; but it is all no good, Sir, — 
I cannot keep it up any longer. I am being swiftly and surely inter- 


° ° ; rit} ry ouara e > wep Ing ive g ‘ ‘ eg : 
viewed, and dined, and hand-shakened, and demonstrated to death. | writing guar nteed me (2 Fag Irving) five thousand dollars a week to sit 
| in his shop-window as Shylock, and cut out and weigh pounds of Rhode 


I hardly know where to begin. One thing is certain, though, I have 
saved Henry Irving’s life by acting as his a/fer ego during the past fort- 


eé 


Island butter with the ‘‘ property” knife and scales. 


| 
night. The torchlight demonstrations alone, coming on the top of his I did not bargain, though, to test the various temperance drinks and 
wearing night’s work on the stage, must have finished him. One night other messes concocted in my (Irving >) honour. A wine-glassful of the 
some horny-handed miners—rough admirers from the Far West—set me | — Irving Malt iter made me quite poorly, and the very mention of 
on fire in their eagerness to do me, that is, Irving, honour. I had to | ** Orange Irvingade " makes me perspire, But the ‘* Patent Automatic 
be pumped on and put out. I was ‘‘put out” enough without being | Irving RsothesM ringer and Lyceum Fire Escape,” an ingenious combi- 
pumped on, I may add. But no matter! | nation dedicated to the creator of Matthias, &c. (see small bills), was 
Stoker kindly ordered ten thousand lithographed autographs of | almost the death of me. It was brought late one night, and left without 
‘Henry Irving” for me, and I have two clerks allowed me to send | instructions ; and I, thinking it was a new kind of barrel-or gan, turned 
them around per post, in answer to the numerous requests for them re- | 4 handle incautiously, on which a short ladder shot out and hit me on 
ceived. But many citizens are not content with a mere autograph. | the stomach, whilst two loose arms like flails began to revolve about my 
They want a more tangible relic of their famous visitor. Only yesterday head. ; It had smashed me (to a great extent) and two hundred and fifty 
two female doctors called to welcome me ‘‘in the grand name of Ob- | dollars’ worth of furniture before it ran itself down—not half so much, 
stetric Science,” as they put it; and whilst one was interviewing, the though, as I ran it down to its patentee next day. 





other was annexing both my coat-tail buttons. My penholder has to be But this was not the last straw, Sir. Oh, dear, no! I should have 
chained to the writing-table, and several policemen remain in the apart- probably stayed on in spite of all had not Bram Stoker called my atten- 
ment since an Arkansas City editor, who br ught a party of subscribers | tion yesterday to a par. in a Texas paper, stating that an eccentric 
in advance to see me, took out a Derringer and fired at the glass chan- | citizen of Priggsville had received a revelation to the effect that he was 


delier, so that his friends might scramble for fragments of the cut glass a descendant of the Polish Jew, and that it was his duty to make the 
slayer of his forefather ‘‘ sit up,” and marve/y adding that the citizen in 


‘ustre drops. = 
ruise, and saved our question had bought Irving's cav/e anda Kemington rifle, and taken the 


I have dined out many times in my “‘ Irving’ dis 


eminent tragedian at least a score of headaches. Some of the dinners cars for New York. To prevent all possible mistakes, Sir, I leave for 
en very g! Mr. James Cooke, wishing t tor England to-morrow. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 








James’s, is a curious experience. 
As a specimen of what good act- 
ing can do for a bad play—for 
what barely misses being no play 
at all, in fact—for dramatic inci- 
dent and movement may, I take 
it, be looked upon as almost a 
sine gua non in a play—it is in- 
structive. The first act is hearty 
and dramatic enough, full of little 
subtle side-touches of character, 
admirably seized upon and made 
the most of by the performers ; 
take, for instance, ‘* Mother’s”’ 
chafing discontent with her lot, 
io 1 — and see what a reason it gives for 
THE i! laters —SUBORDINATE - hard-natured but not wholly 
"Ca shacreen, et. unfeeling woman to determinately 
sacrifice her daughter’s feelings to 

a wealthy match. But this forceful first act is followed by a weak- 
kneed second act, containing a lot of unnecessary characters, and one 
dramatic turn which practically ends the story, to be followed in its turn 
by two other weak-kneed acts, with all the superfluous characters and 
no dramatic turn whatever. Nothing, in fact, saves the piece from utter 
breakdown but the admirable comedy of Mr. and Mrs. Kendal, in two 
parts, of a kind the public loves, and is accustomed to from their hands. 





The acting throughout is far and away in excess of the merits of the 
piece. Mr. Hare’s Old Rogers is another proof of the actor’s grasp of 
quaint cha- 
racter and 
apprecia- 
tion of a sort 
of tender 
humour. 
Both he and 
Mrs. Vezin 
are admir- 
able in the 
first act, 
where the 
characters 
have life 
and _ indivi- 
duality. It 
is not their 
faults that 


they after- 
wards become respectively a harmlessly doddering old gentleman, wan- 


dering aimlessly about the later scenes ; and a lady somewhat resembling 
the comic ‘‘Old Woman” of some kinds of provincial melodramas. 
Mr. Geo. Alexander, too, is admirable and manly in the first act, but 
when the play becomes weak and invertebrate, he becomes weak and 
invertebrate too, and fades away as a character into ‘‘airy nothing ”— 
inconsistency, in short. Subordinate parts are excellently played by 
Mr. J. Maclean, Mr. Brian Darley, Mr. Herbert Waring, and Miss 
Linda Dietz. Miss Webster, though a young lady of some promise and 
opparently painstaking, has as yet but small feeling for light and shade, 
and is quite 
unequal to 
the require- 
ments of 
Esmeralda, 








Tue St. JAmes's.—THeE Rows oF THE RoGERs’s, 
No. 1. MOTHER HAS THE BEST OF IT. 





Mr. Geo. 
Grossmith’s 
amusing 
sketch, Zhe 
Drama on 
Crutches, 
first intro- 
duced _ by 
him at a 
matinee per- 

Tue St. James's. —Tue Rows or THE Rocers’s. formance a 

No, 2, ESMERALDA IN THE ASCENDANT. short time 

since,isnow 

added to the regular programme of the Savoy Theatre as an afterpiece. 

As the principal characteristics of some popular favourites are ‘hit off” 

and made fun of (not forgetting a satirical allusion to the performer’s 
ary ls ry neo lim: 1 : , + ] ] 


; , : cal 


r ‘ 
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OUNG Folks’ Ways, at the St. |; 





more than a quarter of an hour in representation, and as it is, moreover, 
genuinely funny, there is no reason why it should not prove attractive. 


Jolanthe reaches its three hundredth and sixty-second representation 
this (Wed- 


nesday) eve- 
ning. 





Found, a 
comedy - dra- 
ma in four 
acts, by Mr. 
F, Hawley, 
presented at 
the Gaiety on 
Wednesday 
morning last, 
proved avery 
dreary, tire- 
some, and in- 
consequent 
production— 
crude and 
strained. Mr. J. D, Beveridge played the hero with heartiness and dis- 
cretion, and Mr. Hawley himself depicted the wickednesses of Edward 
Millbrook with care. Miss Alice Ingram, without being called upon 
to do very much, gave some vitality and interest to the heroine, and 
Miss M. A. Giffard was easy and natural. Mr. Julian Cross gave indi- 
viduality to a small part. 








Tue St. Jamus’s.—Tue Rows or THE ROGERs’s. 
No, 3. Papa Rocers’s Turn. 





The Mohawk Minstrels, perhaps the best exponents of their particular 
class of*entertainment in London, have just entered on the eleventh 
year of their 
tenancy of 
the Agricul- 
tural Hall. 
The anniver- 
sary was ce- 
lebrated with 
much spirit 
on the 8th 
inst. with a 
rollicking 
and hilarious 
programme, 
to the mani- 
fest delight 
of a crowded Tue Savoy.—Mr. GROSSMITH IMITATING SOMEBODY OR 
house. OTHER AS Hamlet. 























Miss Lucille Meredith, a young and merry-faced lady from the land 
of quaint humour, tall talk, eye-openers, and dyspepsia, made her first 
appearance in England at the Gaiety on Thursday morning last, in the 
character of Phoebe in Ail/ze Taylor. She makes a very bright and 
pleasant figure; but her voice is rather thin in quality, and whether 
from excessive nervousness, or whatever cause, she sang somewhat flat, 
and was several times out of tune. Her method of giving the dialogue 
was also faulty, though that she speaks with an American accent is 
neither to be wondered at or grumbled at—in an American. It will per- 
haps be generous to suspend final 
judgment of Miss Meredith’s abili- 
ties ; but she can hardly be con- 
gratulated upon the result of Thurs- 
day’s performance. 





Mrs. Rudolf Blind’s rendering 
of Julia in the Hunchback at the 
Strand on the same afternoon can- 
not besaid to have thrown any novel 
light upon that frequently handled 
character. It was—in no slang 
sense —a snappy performance, 
marked by somewhat excessive 
emotion at times, and somewhat 
excessive monotony at others ; and, 
though the effort of an educated 
and intelligent mind, not one 
which evidenced any particular 
aptitude for the stage. The ‘‘sup- 
port” was very excellent indeed, 
and I cannot refrain rom special mention of the appreciative perform- 
ance of Lord Tinsel by Mr. Brandon Thomas, 





Tue Gatety.—Miss Lucitte Mere- 
DITH AS * PHa@sBE”’—A RATHER Pue- 
BLE PERFORMANCE. 


NESTOR. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 





To THE EpIToR oF “ Fun,” 


S1R,—Why haven’t you heard from me lately? Well, be- 
cause you haven’t—there! I’ve had some thundering ‘ good 
things ” on hand, I can tell you; I wasn’t going to let them 
out to everybody. When I ’ve got a real good thing I keep 
it all to myself, thank you. When I’ve got a doubtful thing, 
that ’s the time to let others have it, and bet against it your- 
self like fun. You didn’t think I was going to let you have 
Donald for the Shrewsbury Cup, did you? Not me! I never 
intended it, and I didn’t. But stop a minute, here’s a 





Tip FOR THE MIDLAND COUNTIES HANDICAP PLATE. 





Some folks with the Prophet are awfully cool, 
And some are quite rude in the way they behave, 
The latter, most likely, account him a fool, 
The former decidedly count him a knave. 
Now, whether he’s either the other or one, 
The Prophet confesses himself in the dark, | 
But p’r’aps he may hint to the readers of Fun 
‘** Betwixt and between” would be nearer the mark. | 


But whether the Prophet ’s grown foolish with age, 
Or whether the Prophet was knavish from birth, 
Or whether he bores you or goads you to rage, 
You ‘ll just have to take him for what he is worth. | 
And, further, this statement I cheerfully make, | 
As holding pure reason’s inviolate germs, 
You ’ll furthermore find yourself driven to take 
The tips that he gives, upon similar terms. 


In Condor the Second you ‘Il possibly find 
An animal worthy to carry your tin, 
Or Wolsey may, like enough, be to your mind, 
But Padlock shall never—no, 7’cr—let you in. 
Lead On you may follow as much as you like, 
And never the plucky proceeding regret ; 
But Goggles my fancy continues to strike, 
And Goggles, I fancy, is boss of it yet. 
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There—that ’s sufficient for you to go on with; next week 
I shall have something to say—something very important and 
special to say—about the Great Metropolitan, so look out and 
order early. Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 





WHICH WAS IN THE REFLECTIVE Moop, THE HOARDING OR THE 
MAIDEN WHO LINGARD—WE BEG PARDON, LINGERED—IN FRONT OF IT? 
PROBABLY THE LATTER, SEFING THAT SHE’S CERTAINLY A GOOD-LOOK- 
ING (G)LASS. 
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LIGHT-HEARTEDNESS. 


** 7 CAN’T sleep a wink for his confounded row,” said Jones over his 
garden wall, at two in the morning. 
** Don’t wonder—more can I,” growled Brown, looking over Azs wall. 

‘*Seems to have ¢hree 
of those hateful Chinese 
gongs, doesn’t he ?”’ grunt- 
ed Jones, gnashing his 
teeth. 

‘* Four, I think,” moan: 
ed Brown, biting his nails 
out; ‘* besides a clarion, 
three penny whistles, a big 
hammer, a kettledrum-—”’ 

‘* Nine untiring dogs, 4 
toy cannon, a pair of hob- 
nail boots, a lot of crackers, 
seventeen loud alarum 
clocks——” 

“* Dozens ot cocks and 
hens, a police rattle, and 
no end of saloon pistols.” 

** And he never goes to 

bed, does he? ” said Jones. 
‘Went to bed last time last Tuesday t’hree weeks; I did get nearly 
two hours’ sleep then,” said Brown. _ 
‘*S’pose we can’t do anything—police «court, or—— 
‘‘ Not till we can induce him to disconiinue his refrains; there he is 
—‘Trallal lal lallal lal lallal lolly lully lay!’ That’s comparatively 
new ; he’s been doing ‘ Tiddy iddy tum tum toddy oddy tiddity !" since 
three yesterday afternoon ; previous to that it was ‘ Tooral looral lumty 
tumty tweedle leedle lido!’ No help for it while he keeps that sort o 
thing up, y’know. Sir Robert would be sure to say ie 
‘Ves, of course, so he would; the thing is to induce him, by fair 
means or foul, to give up. Now, what plan?” 
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There was no doubt that that boy of Robinson’s did make himself a 
bit of a nuisance ; not a person within six house-widths in any direction 
had slept a wink for over three weeks. There was no remedy for it, 
because the boy was so light-hearted ; the magistrate would never con- 
vict a light-hearted boy. In moments of fatal irritation many of the 
neighbours had taken the law-into their own hands and hurled various 
objects at the youth; but, in consequence of this, the population was 
daily becoming thinner. There was poor Wilkinson, for instance ; he 
had hurled a blacking-brush at young Robinson; young Robinson had 
appealed to the magistrate; and the consequence was that Wilkinson 
was now working out a term of twenty-one years, with the cat. In the 
same way Tomkins, Judkins, Bunter, Wagglethorpe, and many other 
respectable inhabitants were missing from their usual haunts ; all, all 
had hurled something or other at young Robinson. And young Robin- 
son got damages as well, and made a good income out of it. Everybody 
in the neighbourhood was ill; there wasn’t a head near without a split- 
ting headache in it; but in due course the blessed relief of penal servi- 
tude came to each throbbing brow, until only Jones and Brown were 
left to suffer. 

“‘ 7’m going raving mad,” said Jones. 

‘*I’m becoming a gibbering idot,” said Brown. 
‘ Whack rowdy iddity, bow wow wow!’” 


“It we could only make his heart heavy for a minute and get the 
magistrate there, it would do,” said Jones. ‘‘ But I can’t doit, I’ve 
been sending in telegrams all the week to say his aged grandmother has 
broken her off hind-leg, and there’s a black beetle down his back, and 
the stamps he’s collected are all forgeties, and young Jinks has a boxer 
that ’Il lick his all to fits. It’s quite useless, he doesn’t appear to care; 
he only begins a new refrain,” 

It was about a week after this that Browh was fetched away to Earls- 
wood, and Jones to Colney Hatch; and orieday young Robinson looked 
about and saw that there was no one left to make ill, and & silent tear 
stole down each cheek, and the corners of his mouth went down. And 
it happened that the magistrate was passing at the time, and that boy 
was sent to a reformatory. 


‘*There he is— 
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HAIRCUTTING IN LONDON AGAIN. 
We owe a reparation : the London Haircutter has pointed out to us that we did him an injustice last week. 
form. 


“~— 
















—— __aaenne 


CHAMPION 
By SOAPS 
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1, The young lady at the counter has drawn attention to a notice stating 2. So we acted upon it: we abstained from tipping the cutter. 
that ‘‘ Assistants are forbidden to accept gratuities.” 
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We refrained from crossing the palms of the rest of the establishment : this is the establishment gazing genially at us as we go out. 
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THE CANALIST AND THE SHIPOWNER. 


THE LATEST EDITION Of THE “SPIDER AAD Tae Fi 


“Will you walk into my bureau?” said De Lesseps to J. B., | Said J. B., the Great Shipowner, “I am much obliged, Mossoo ! 
“It’s the very prettiest bureau that ever you did see!’ 


, 


But I’d rather have my own Canal, and my own office too.” 























THE CANALIST AND THE SHIPOWNER. 
(See Cartoon.) 


** WILL you walk into my bureau?” said Lesseps, who’s horrid sly, 
“?T is the prettiest little bureau that ever you did spy ; 

The way into my bureau is through my country France, 

And Ill treat you very kindly if you’ll let me have the chance.” 


“ Oh, no,” said Bull the shipowner, “to ask me is in vain; 

Who goes into your bureau can scarce get out again.” 

“T’m sure your hands with other pressing matters must be full ; 
Won’t you sit down in my arm-chair?” said Lesseps to Mr. Bull. 


“I may make you some concessions that will please you very much, 
And you needn’t be afraid of my predominating clutch.” 

“That ’s too thin,” replied the shipowner, “for I have heard it said 
How the clients at your office can gain nothing from its head.” 


Said the ’cute canal constructor, “ My dear friend, what can I do 
To prove the warm affection I have always felt for you? 

I have now prospective profits that appear extremely nice, 

And indeed you’re very welcome—will you take a little slice?” 


Thus Lesseps, by crafty wheedling, hoped that he might win the day, 
And contrive to work the oracle exactly his own way ; 

But whether in the sequel Bull proved wide-awake or green, 

Is a diplomatic detail that remaineth to be seen. 
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KNICKNACKS. 


Last night (Monday, 20th November, 1883), a strange discovery was 
made in Limehouse. Certain peculiar information having reached the 
police in John O’Groat’s Alley, several 
eminent Barking detectives were placed 
at once upon barges, and moored within 
a hundred miles of Limehouse Creek, 
with orders not to leave their posts until 
relieved. They were amply supplied 
with refreshments, but did not, in their 
potations, exceed the bounds of modera- 
tion. Nothing remarkable was brought 
to light until three a.m., when an 
esteemed officer, whose intelligence is 
boundless, picked up a shell from the deck 
of a suspected dynamite brig, chartered 
to blow up the Tower of London by 
O’Donovan Rossa. This energetic officer, 
having heard strange sounds proceeding 
from the brig, was nobly guilty of a 
breach of orders in leaving the barge he 
was stationed on by jumping into the muddy swirling stream, swimming 
to the brig, clambering up her chains, reaching her deck, and securing 
the shell he felt assured was there. 

ON subsequent examination by scientific experts, the shell having 
been cracked with great care, a strange fluid issued forth, causing a 
positive panic amongst the daring investigators. 





Just before going to press, we are informed by a reliable authority that 
the shell seized by the renowned but nameless detective is an infernal 
machine, which operates with dire destructive effect upon the digestive 
organs of England’s sons and daughters—in fact, that it isa FINE MILKY 
COKER-NUT. We give the detective explorer’s portrait above. 





SOME capital correspondence has been recently carried on in a re- 
spected contemporary concerning NATURE’S MISTAKES—the habits of 
martens, the frivolities of prickly-headed poppies, and the gambols of 
common chickweed have been alluded to; but no mention of the greatest 
of NATURE’S MISTAKES has been made, viz., the hired Irish-American 


dynamite assassin. 





THE Burgomaster of Brussels, wishing to ascertain whether the police 
of the city perform their duty during the dark hours, recently took it 
into his magisterial head to wander round the streets of Brussels at the 
time when most justices yawn, swallow nightcaps, and take themselves 
to bed. The burgomaster sternly refused to accede to his good wife’s 
suggestions that the civic tootsies should be covered with the list slip- 
pers presented by the market women of Brussels. Connubial argu- 
ments over, silently and unexpectedly the Mayor stole forth ; but after 
all his trouble the stolen march terminated gpassure: { for though the 
magistrate caught a cold, he caught no Belgian constable napping, and 
only had to remonstrate with ezgh¢ active officers for consuming cold 
sprouts in an undignified manner round dark corners, 

WE should appreciate being located on board H.M.S. Su/tan even in 
a most menial position, for it is evidently a fertile place of residence—a 
sort of steaming Tom Tiddler’s Ground. Who wouldn’t wish to join 
the crew of a vessel, in which a marine sentry has been found whose 
great-coat collar was lined with golden sovereigns, without the sea- 
going warrior even suspecting the existence of his hidden treasure? And 
all this in the tootling organ-grinding times of peace too! 





WE hardly wonder at some of the lower class music hall proprietors 
complaining of having had small houses several nights last week. Most 
likely their clients were attending (during the days) the /rce and easy 
entertainments, given them by the judge and legal advisers in the Joyful 
breach of promise case, and consequently naturally felt, towards each 
evening, that their much-taxed risible arrangements required repose. 


WE are asked to contradict the report that the Duke of Cambridge 
has accepted the chairmanship of a company for the promotion of Anglo- 
German Cambridge sausages among the outcast poor of London. This 
canard has originated probably from the businesslike manner in which 
our Commander-in-Chief opened the soup kitchen in Great Windmill 


Street, Leicester Square, last week. May it thrive. 


AN interesting amount of idle babble is being both written, and 
talked, concerning ‘‘cheap fish dinners.” Surely these economical 
meals have been consumed for some years in London. The late Emperor 
Napoleon, before he sat upon the throne of La Belle France, was fre- 
quently gratified, and expressed himself so, at the moderate cost and 
atisfactory effects of meals eaten in a Soho fried fish shop. 





A LONGISH EXPIATION. 


According to the newspaper, McCafterty, one of the Irish gentlemen who are wanted 
at present, was sentenced to death for treason felony in 1867 ; the sentence was com- 
muted to penal servitude for life ; and the criminal was released in 1870—that is, in 
three years, I his may not be correct, but probably is. The usual meaning of a 
“lifer” is six years ; but no doubt this period would be further reduced in favour of 
a more than ordinarily atrocious ek 
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WE'LL tell you a tale of a party of crime, 

That the very prolonged and inordinate time 
They gave him to serve, from the first to the last, 
May set other evil transgressors aghast. 


His passion for crimes, as a baby, was great : 
He went and committed a bouncer at eight, 
And, so that he mightn’t develop his art, 
They gave him a ‘‘ lifer” by way of a start. 


The kindly will hear with appropriate tears 
That ‘‘ lifer” detained him a couple of years ; 
But his passion for sinning he couldn’t restrain, 
And soon he was in for a ‘‘ lifer” again. 


This ‘‘lifer”’ was longer ; he didn’t get quit 
Of prison till after three years and a bit ; 
And then he committed some criminal freak, 
Which got him a ‘‘ lifer” in less than a week. 


The time that ¢A7s “lifer” was hanging about— 
Six years at the shortest it spun itself out— 
They ’d never heard tell of the sinfullest wrong 
Deserving a ‘‘ lifer” that lasted so long. 


It needed some counting to reckon the lot 

Of subsequent ‘‘ lifers” that criminal got ; 

We know he was serving—the last that we heard 
Of the aged transgressor—his seventy-third. 


The fulness is shown of his punitive cup 
By taking his ‘‘lifers” and adding them up ; 
How truely appalling the total appears ! 
Three thousand—a moderate estimate—years. 





“Return of the Old Favourite.” 


ACCORDING to the Zcho, ‘* The time for the release of the Tichborne 
Claimant is not now very remote, and a number of his friends have a 
scheme on foot to present him with a public house in which all the 
curiosities of the great trial are to be collected, whatever they may be.”’ 
Of course, we do not know what the wishes of Sir Roger are in the 
matter, but we should have thought he had made too many appearances 
before ‘‘the Sar” already ; though as a public character he would, of 
course, ‘‘ draw” any amount of beer. Our own idea was that he would 
start lecturing, and after amassing a colossal fortune in this country (he 
couldn’t help being a ‘‘ big” success), that he would proceed to America, 


and there amass another. 





Mucu has been made of the mistake, as it has been called, of having 
a trophy of meat as a feature in the Lord Mayor’s Show. We think it 
was anything but a mistake. On occasions of national rejoicing such as 
this, the poor should be considered, and the sight of the trophy must 
have done good to the heart of many a poor man, and gladdened the 
home of many a starving family on that memorable night. 





THe Lambeth Board of Guardians wish to lock up all confirmed ine- 
briates in retreats—a very laudable desire, excellent. Perpetual ‘‘treats,” 
however, render retreats necessary evils. Suppose the L, B. of G. try 
to crowd out the “‘ treats” first, and then think over matters. 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEK. 
SET TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 


No, 17.—A SONG WHICH GOES—OUT OF MIND. 
Airr—‘' A Man to my Mind.” 
, aa 2 a0 ~ OW let’s have a 


\ ‘ , 
\\ ‘\) (| ie drink and a 
\\\) ogc \gcwo penny cigar, 
a 
\ T4 














Hie And chat with 
HEC | ) the maid who 
it @e, presides at 
if the bar, 

/\ Let’s tell her 
\ 7 the news, for 
é Y I’m rather in- 

/ | clined 
A | <— To let others 
Bo 0 SS share what I 
= have in my 

_—" mind. 

, j 

f They say Ameer 
}) : (A\\ zo Shah (who’s 
‘ ly a a Persian, I 


‘| , 
= > mae $ pose 
’ 7 < pose) 


a \ = Zz Appealed to the 
Z = % Czar, rather 
BA are, ; =H “gy under the 


rose, 
And all about ws, for we English, I find, 
Have lately been greatly disturbing his mind. 


In the Autumn elections (if facts I have gripped) 
The Democrats out in New York have been whipped ; 
Then Fudy’s accused of a libel unkind, 

And Lord Coleridge is back well in body and mind. 


The Crown Prince of Portugal ’s come to our shores ; 
Lord George Hamilton, hopeful, the future explores : 
He expects Tories ‘‘ in” next election to find, 

Which he ’s welcome to think if it eases his mind. 


To congratulate Bedford there’s none will refuse, 

They ’ve built a new bridge (which it crosses the Ouse) 
And serves the two banks of the river to bind— 
Which fact will occur to the simple-est mind, 


They plotted to tar and to feather him, so 

’T was finally thought that he ’d better not go; 

But he who the sticky reception designed 

Must have been ‘‘ half seas over,” or out of his mind. 


Some say he’s defeated, and some say he’s dead, 
And some say he’s licked the Egyptians instead, 

But news in those parts doesn’t fly like the wind, 

So we’ll put the False Prophet right out of our mind. 


Of dreadful disasters it pains one to speak, 

But see how they visit us, week after week, 

And wrecks, fires, collisions, explosions, we find, 
Are not to be quickly dismissed from the mind. 


The Queen from Balmoral has wended her way 

(We hope she’s been pleased with her nice little stay) ; 
The Crown Prince of Germany Spainwards we find, 
And France is pretending to think she don’t mind. 


That Constable Sharp was /oo sharp, it may strike, 
And Whisker will find himself ‘‘ pulled ” very like ; 
If both had six months / should not have repined, 
Although it might not have been much to their mind, 


The Lord Mayor’s procession is over and done, 

The crowd hissed his lordship, they tell me, like fun, 
A matter to which (if he isn’t maligned) 

He seemed to have cheerfully made up his mind. 


The recent Lord Mayor (I'd forgotten it quite), 

Is about to be ‘‘ sir’d,” though already a Knight ; 

To doubt that those Envoys are choked I’m inclined, 
But the Frenchman in Tonquin has made up his mind. 


There ’s that hat the S.E. had to pay for, my boy, 

There ’s the Raglan burned down, and there ’s Miller . Joy, 
There ’s the banquets of Colston where ‘‘ parties ” have dined, 
And that’s all the news that I have in my mind. 








CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 
THE HORRORS OF DEPOPULATION. 


The Catholic priests of the Deanery of Tuam have passed the following resolution : 
—‘* That we, the archbishop and priests of the Deanery of ‘fuam, do pledge ourselves 
to make every legal and constitutional effort to resist the latest’desperate attempt, en 
the part of the Government, to depopulate the country bya system of subsidized 
emigration, which finds no parallel in any civilized country,’ &c. 

Wispom. I think, my dear friend, that we may fold our hands and 
congratulate ourselves upon the present state of affairs. Things now 
only require to be let alone to progress in the most delightful manner 
towards the perfection of earthly desirability. 

BENEVOLENCE. I entirely endorse your opinions, The population 
has increased to such an extent that people are beginning to walk upon 
each other’s heads, and are unable to wash, or find employment, food, 
or air. What could be pleasanter to contemplate? 

Wispom, Indeed, nothing. Let us take a walk amid all this happi- 
ness, and enjoy thesight of it... . 

Here is a lovely rookery! Stay, (~s 4_/)\\\ [Si co 

we have forgotten to invite the c=.) UT i 3 
Five Senses to accompany us; and) =—>>r%s> Ss — 
they would enjoy themselves so ! Ht ; 

THE FIVE SENSEs. We are at 
hand to enjoy the treat you offer. 

BENEVOLENCE. We cannot re- 
commend you to anything more 
enjoyable than this rookery. Sight, 
Smell, and Hearing will be par- 
ticularly charmed. There is a room 
just here with seven families in—— 
Why, Wisdom! 

Wispom. I perceive the cause 
of your horror—two of the families 
have gone, and the room is cleaner 
than of yore. Oh, Benevolence! 
none but the Government can 
have done this dastardly —this 
brutal and impolitic work. 

BENEVOLENCE. Let us curse the 
Government and pass on to the 
fields. Ha! how lean and scraggy 
the inhabitants are, for there are 
too many for the land to support. 
All is well here; and inthe parts “= 
where the land is better let us note —~—/M# 
the delightful stench of pigs, of =i 
manure, of factories. Why,thereis —/—-f-—~ 
not a square inch allover thecoun- —=— 
try with asingle breathof fresh air. 

WIspoM. See, too, how the rivers are polluted, until the fish die by 
the ton, and the surface is covered with a nauseous slime, 

THE SENSES. It is indeed delightful. 

BENEVOLENCE. Now let us have a look at the more prosperous parts 
of the towns. There! How the inhabitants swear! How drunk they 
are! How full the air is of smoke and fog! What a clatter there is! 
What a magnificent amount of crime! 

THE SENSES. Our happiness is /00 great ; we wallow in delight! .. . 

WispoM. Benevolence! The wicked work of the anti-national 
Government is being carried on! The happy room in which the seven 
squalid families used to pig has lost six families, and is—oh, fancy it, 
my dear friend !—is c/ean and wholsome. Help me to curse the med- 
dling Government. 

BENEVOLENCE, I will, indeed, for I perceive that the fields have lost 
two-thirds of their inhabitants, and that thore who remain are well sup- 

orted and content. Is it not horrible? How can the earth revolve? 

tow can Nature go on under such circumstances ? 

WispoM. Pray do not ask me. Why, Benevolence, surely we have 
lost our way. Where are we? And what is this detestable place? 
There is no smoke, no stench from pigs, or manure—— 

BENEVOLENCE. There is no sweet prismatic slime upon the streams; 
the streams are blue and transparent, and the fish gambol in them. 

WispoM. I hear no swearing, and see no drunkenness; and I look 
in vain for the familiar crimes. The trees are quite green—so is the 
grass ; the air is quite fresh 

BENEVOLENCE, The birds are twittering, and contented animals are 
scampering about. Where are the Senses? They must feel quite sick. 

THE SENSES. We do. We have not been accustomed to this. 

Wispom. Benevolence, I see it all. This country is depopulated. 
Ha! what is this hideous and loathesome figure approaching us? She 
has the name “‘ Nature” on her girdle, but she is not pleasantly dis- 
torted and deformed like the Nature we know. Stay, I see it, she is 
not Human Nature. How horrible she is ! 

BENEVOLENCE. It is all most degraded and hateful; pray let us 
hasten back to populated parts. 
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His Visit. 
(ALPHONSO /o FRITZ.) 


Ox! welcome to my open arms— 
They’re rather small to clasp thy charms, 
Tall Teuton clad in steel ; 
But such is the strong tide of revolt, 
I must hang on to you, or bolt 
From beautiful Castille. 


Welcome: the proudest peer of Spain— 
That ’s me—will not for once disdain 
A Blucher boot to lick ; 
Welcome to your own native cheer 
Of sauerkraut and sourer beer, 
Although they make me sick. 


Again, to keep our friendship warm, 
I’ll hang your German uniform 
This Latin frame upon ; 
And as I don my Uhlan togs, 
Defy the fiery land of frogs, 
Who croak, you laud a Don. 


And ball and bull-fight, feast, review, 
Shall prove my Teuton troth is true— 
My Uhlan faith upright. 
It isn’t that I look askance 
On Russia, Italy, or France— 
But there ’s that dynamite. | 





But there’s that fever widely spread, | 
And rightly called extremely red ; 
And, Bourbon like, I tend 
To trust the dog and not the fold ; 
And, rather than my people, hold 
The foreigner a friend. 





O’r(o)ide, or Row/(e)! 


DuRING the last f@w years sudbstitudes have been found for almost | 
everything, including the arts and sciences, politics, and even reli- 
gion. Now, substitutes generally (as os Eccles would say) are dad ; 
but there is one that seems to us really good—in fact, as good as 
gold, and that is the oroide jewellery of Mr. Rowe. These articles 
are not ‘‘hall marked,” but they are marked ‘all right.” Try 
them, and see it we are not all right in our estimation of them. 








*** Accurate whistling,’ as Mr, Ruskin would say, is common in Germany, and in- 
accurate whistling is yet more common in England, or, at all events, in the streets of 
London and other populous English cities,"—Daily Paper. 


a. 





THE WHISTLING MANIA. 


CORRECT PORTRAIT OF ONE OF OUR BoyYs, OR AN EAR APPROACH 
TO IT, 











Very Like a Wail! 


A WHALE, lately caught bya fisherman in the River Crouch, was 
claimed in the Court of Chancery by the Lord of the Manor. 


The Lord of the Manor claimed the whale 

That swam in the river all forlorn ; 
To the Chancery Court he told his tale, 
Complaining, and not without avail, 

That the whale was not ** to the Manor borne.” 





A ‘* TROPHY” which it is to be hoped will not be associated with the 
City Companies by the next Lord Mayor’s Show.—Catas-trophy. 


A Definite Article. 


A GENTLEMAN recently wrote to a daily paper, suggesting that as the 
word ‘‘the” occurred so frequently in leading articles, ‘‘ the little verbal 
parasite might, with advantage, be stamped out altogether.” 


To this suggestion, thus saith Fun, 
“This could not strictly followed be ; 
If, in the world, to every one 
Some benefit were to be done, 
You would not have them leave out ‘ the(e),’” 





A Lorp Mayor’s Day “ CHARGE,”—Five shillings for a seat. 
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A REMINISCENCE OF THE LORD MAYOR'S SHOW. 
£2 To Courgsronpents.—Zhe Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, veturn, or pay for Contributions. In no case will they be veturned unless 
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hy —'f'Goop GRACIOUS, MY DEAR FELL 
A SHORT CUT ON TO THE HIGH ROAD.” 


IT SHORT.” 


Hh — “WHAT POOR POWER OF POESY THE IMMORTALS HAVE GRANTED ME IS EVER 


STIMULATED BY SCENES LIKE 


I NEVER THOUGHT! However, I KNOW 














Discourtesy to Diana. 
‘} Mr. R. A. PROC! 


other day, said that the moon re} resented the period of old age.” 


Qh, Mr. Proctor! astronomic sage, 
The moon, you tell us, represents old age ; 
ur notion seems a tritle shady, 


A Pointed Query. 


ON Monday the 12th instant ie1 


ry’? the Sheriffs of Iengland 
he new Law Courts. W 


6 ] 
place at ‘e wonder whether this quaint | 
cedure of PriAime Has anything 


veat tre or 66 4} » J ’ 
petuny Une Jie 


Ok, while delivering an astronomical lecture the 


he ancient custom ot what 1s called | if he,were living now, would © ashamed vbr gp yh 
e y 9 " t tis annually i@Q fro! ¢ 472 OINCE., —Jiilislraled LO On ivews 
land Wales for the ensuing year took ‘As usual, cram-tull of humorcus 


ything to do with these gentlemen so read 
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FUN ALMANAC for 1884. 


FULL OF ILLUSTRATIONS BY EMINENT ARTISTS. 
Literary Matter by lest Authors of the Day. 
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-HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1884. 


One Hundred and Twelve Pages of Amusing Art and Literature, 
some of the best Artists and Authors of the day. 


A ul is Stil Maintained, and tha ble punst 
lngsworth of wit, Wisdom, and wayyery 
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ries, poems, and pictures. There is a charming inter- 
ro- n 1 lurmbines All of a Row ’"’—Graphice. 
“Our old frie e of the earliest, as well as one of the hest, of ¢ Annuals, Therets | 
ily mu h amusing reading a t f hable illustrations in its pages,"—A¢; nolds's Net 
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70 be had ofall Newsa: s,atall Railway Bookstalls, and at 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. | 
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NATURAL HISTORY. 


Bertie (mintful of his own experiences).—“ 1 say, AUNTIE, Do BiG DoGs DRY THEMSELVES, OR DO THEIR MUMMIES DKY THEM 2” 
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L,EHNNEMI FRITZ. There comes an opponent, apparently French, 
And seizes the Editor’s nose with a wrench 
We tell you you safely may wager your eyes 
That wrencher’s a German in Gallic disguise. 


An animal gets in the Editor’s eye 

2 You 'll find it’s a German; it isn’t a fly. 

| An article scratches him—bless you, ‘a pin?” 
Pooh, pooh !—it ’s a Prussian from beastly Berlin. 


ea 4 - ios ; ae . 
All language that isn’t the language of France 
Ts German; the Editor knows at a vlance. 

} Ph ’ ) 
}: Onn Dull a he 1 ntcontent to allow 





Lesseps to outwit him—is German just now. 
. a 
The First Avenue Hotel. 
A FEW wecks ago we called attention to the opening of the Holborn 
Ir’s truly atrocious the German should go Restaurant, and to the great beauty of its internal arrangements for the 
And tease the Lutetian Editor so, comfort and edification of the visitors; the proprietors of this ‘* Palace 
And basely prevent him, by day or by night, of Art’ have now scored another great achievement in the First Avenue 
From getting a wink, or a sup, or a bite. Hotel. This establishment was thrown open on Thursday evening last 


to a numerous company of ladies and gentlemen, who had the privilege 
His horrid attentions so far will he push of inspecting the various apartments, which are fitted up with all the 
That the Editor sees him in every bush ; modern appliances of luxurious and refined taste. We cannot pass the 
pictures which decorate many of the walls without a word ; and these 
we must in all honesty say are the least satisfactory part of the decora- 
tions. ut perhaps they have been done hurriedly, and as time wears 


In every stratagem working around 
That base, irrepressible Teuton is found! 


! 

’ yee 9 - the 7 nrie , > ace the i , 
Whenever the Editor suffers a loss, on ne | I yprictors may st e fit to re plac ¢ efor with something | more 
The German has stolen the bauble, of coss ; equal to the other beauties of the place. Where bed-rooms, sitting- 
Wit enever the edit r *s rather unwell, rooms, Ic ception-rooms, reagding-rooms, are all SO perfec t < nd well 

} + WE Be Oa aes f mele pee ee ae ee es Fe ann went Sas es, | 1 i g 
The (;erman has Uf ne ] , ail aby can tell. sa 7 i if it 1S a pity the Ss Cc as pict ‘ piss Pe) BUA not UC more 
Worth y I eq 
And who is it forages, fumbles, and flings, 
; aa? al - “7 ; . Af P , ‘ . ] 7 . $¢ 1 oe * ° 
And wildly deranges, his papers and things— Mk. HARRY JACKSON has enga; Lotta, the favourite American 
fis notes and his copy—and loses ’em too? tress. He] taken the Opera Comique, and ibtless he will have 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HEN some of the performers in 
Gillette (produced at the Royalty 
last Monday week) have become 
acquainted with their parts, and 
some of them have been gifted 
by nature with singing voices, and 
some of them have learned to sing, 
and some of them have learned to 
act, and some of the dialogue and 
songs have assumed something 
like point, and some of the music 
has growna little more melodious, 
it will probably contain the germs 
of possible success. As it is (or 
rather as it was) it is (or was)a 
monument of un-rehearsal. Why, 
even Mr. Mowart Wilson had so 
ill rehearsed the presentation of a 

THe Royvarty.—GILvLetTTi wws ner huge basket of flowers (offering it 

to the lady before she had sung a 

note instead of in the usual man- 

ner at the conclusion of her song), that serious doubts were cast upon 
| the pontaneity of the offering ; in vain did the lady endeavour to escape 
| the too, too ostentatious gift; in vain did she nod and frown, and 
wave it from her with her fan: the musician was inexorable, he leaned 
far over the stage, he followed the lady’s every movement with that 
basket as persistently and faithfully as though he were the needle, and 
she the pole ; and finally the fair one had to submit with what grace she 














piece lies in the fact that the story (as it now 





Stands) 1s far 
too thin for 
extension In 
to three act , 
and the au 
thor shows 
no particular 
faculty for 
covering this 
poverty 
either with 
Invented in 
cident or cle- 
ver dialogue, 
the = inord- 


nate silliness 








falling ba 
upon Mr. Hill's bulk as a source of humour becomes annoying about 
the middle of the first act. There is decided want of brightness, too, 
in that important item, the music; Miss Santley’s first song, ‘‘The 
land of my birth,” has pretensions ; the duet for Gillette and Raymond, 
in the first act, with a very pretty unison refrain, well merited the encore 
it received ; the soldiers’ chorus at the openmg of the second act has the 
irit and swing; and Mr. Walter Slaughter’s interpolated Birthday 


rue ] I! Mi SW 

Chorus 1 pleasing | of writing; the rest is thin and characterless, 
| more or 

Miss Santley pl with excellent spirit, but although a reasonably 

good singer, she is not quite capable of 

the sustained musical ettort required of 

her as Gillette, nor is she quite at home 

In the expression of deep emotion. 


It’s wonderful how drily. droll) Mr. 
W. J. Hill is in a hackneyed kind of 
character, and Mr. Fred Kaye deve- 
lops promising traits of | :mour as a 
King of Naples. Mr. Walter Browne’s 
singing capabilities are seen to better 
advantage than hitherto, and towards 
the finish there was some sincerity in 
his acting. Mass Kate Munro is the 





merry and clever comedienne she al- 
ways shows herself, but the music of 
ane Rosita gets her voice among its wiriest 
ry ex tones, which has an unpleasant effect. 
Miss Maud Taylor looks very nice, 
sings pl ly, tl eh indi a . 
ur | SW which \ very we We! 
rif} e) ! s, but whys hould be I fully ed 








that for several moments I thought she must be a lady in disguise (she 
looked like a lady in disguise!), ‘secretly in love with the Count and 
following him in male attire,”—but she wasn’t. Mr. J. Willes’ per- 
formance of the Chief of Police was about as inert and sleepy a piece of 
work as anybody could desire—not to see. Miss Ada Wilson gave two 
dances with her usual excellence and finish. The scenery is reasonably 
good; the dresses poor, those in the last act conducive to jaundice. 
Some excuse for shortcomings 
might be found in the fact that a 
section of the audience, becoming 
weary no doubt of incompetence 
and dulness, grew exceedingly 
unruly towards the end. 





Mr. Walter Devonport ‘‘ keeps 
it up” at the North Woolwich 
Gardens. He had a ** Masquerade 
and Fancy Dress Ball” there on 
Thursday week, and so his pat- 
rons were enabled to ‘‘keep it 
up” too, until the last special 
train at 2.45 a.m., or the last boat 
at 3a.m. It was nice and frosty, 
so everybody was in cue for danc- 
ing, avd going on the water at 


> « | 
3a.m.!! 








a THe Royatty.—A HILL-vseb Parry. 
I am told that Mr. Pettitt’s 

piece, Zhe Spider's Web, to be produced at the Olympic on the Ist 
prox., is entirely different in style from his usual work ; that is to say, 
there is no forged will, no lady in black with a baby and a “‘ betrayer,” 
no blustering and conceited hero, no black and deadly villain with a 
‘comic man” under his thumb—who, it appears, was the real author 
of the explosions on the Underground Railway, a crime committed 1 
order to destroy the will, the lady in black, and the baby at one fel 
swoop—or anything of that sort. At least, that’s what I gather. It 
relies for success upon its dialogue, situation, and characterization. The 
author having stipulated that only recognized London artistes should be 
engaged, it is but natural to find the cast include Mr. Henry Vincent 
from Australia, Mr. J. F. Young, who has played ove London engage- 
ment of importance, and Miss Laura Linden, who has played two. This 
is only my fun, however (must have my little joke!), for each of these 
artistes is clever; and that eminently pleasing actress, Miss Alma 
Murray, the versatile Mr. G. W. Anson, and the sterling and painstaking 
Mr. Philip Beck are also in the bill. Glasgow and Edinburgh have } 
expressed approval of the piece, and Mr. Pettitt, lam credibly informed, 
would have no objection to London doing the same. 


] 
l 


A eR gy sence 


In the Christmas Number of /fouschold Words there appears a comme- 
dietta from the pen of Mr. H. C. Newton, entitled Cred dy Cupid, 
which you might like to read, 

The visit of Mr. Irving and Miss Terry to America—of which you may 
have heard some fugitive whispers—reminds me of those very clever 
plaques which Mr. Horace Morehen issued a short time since. The 
likenesses are excellent, and the de- 


signs neat and appropriate ; +y make (outer 

signs neat a id appropriate ; they make «MA | 

an ornament alike suitable to the low- f et 2D) y 
Z Ss | 








liest cottage and the most regal palace. 


That sickly though in some respects 
effective play, .1/o¢/+s5, was given at the 
Crystal Palace on the 13th, under the 
supervision of Mr. W. F. Lyons, who ~ 
himself played the hero. The cast in- eo 
cluded Mr, P. C. Beverley, Mrs. Digby aa 
Willoughby (but I don’t think that 
Fuchsia Leach was really her), Miss 
Mildmay, and Miss Pattie Bell—the 


latter clever and pleasing actress re- . wrk 

suming her part of Lady Dolly Vander- at a » Lis ‘ 

decken. ———— : pray site _— 
Theatrical times are growing busy. ee Br ae pth a " THI 

Ay art from the Gaiety matinées, which OTHERS NAY I EM : HS, i t SHE 

come about three times a day, Claz- THE MOTH-ER (oF THE HEROINE) 


gran is **down”’ for the 29th at the 
Princess’s (I expect to be able to laud it to the skies—behave like Ca 
laudy-an, in short); on the Ist prox. we have at the Strand, morning 
and evening, the joint benefit of Messrs. E. and A. Swanborough; 0! 
> 3rd the Alhambra opens its doors, as far as information goes up t 
w ; on the same evening the Compton Comedy Company (all c’s, y 
c, and they hope to c’s the public taste) open a six weeks’ stay at ¢] 


A ata i lide 
strand, NESTOR 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. 
THE TIMES ARE OUT OF JOINT, 


‘* THE times are sadly out of joint ”’— 
So runs the word to-day. 

‘We miss the tide at highest point, 
And lead wrong when we play.”’ 

The Tories say the Whigs are wrong : 


’T is ‘‘ Pot and Kettle”’ all day long, 
And neither side will budge. 


The Oppositron will not own 
In all the Lib’rals do 

There ever is the good seed sown 
Of legislation true. 

Their actions ‘* blotch and blundering,” 
Chicanery and trick ; 

Their speeches lack the metal ring, 
And not a word will stick. 


While William, of the woodman’s axe, 
Speaks all the other way. 

‘* Conservatives,” he says, ‘‘are lax 
In all they do and say; 

Their policy is ‘ bide our time . 
A time not very near 

For ¢ very hour the clock shall chime 
I)raws Tories to their bier.” 


FUN jingles out his merry bells, 
And silv’ry is the sound, 

For true the message that he tells 

i To listening thousands round :— 

‘* The Grand Old Man is staunch and true, 
And right in every point ; 

Who hold by him shall never rue, 
Tho’ times be out of joint.” 





Three cheers for Gladstone and his crew, 
That weather well the gale! 

Ife makes the old lamps look like new, 
And drowns the Tories’ wail. 

He’ll trim his taut good sailing craft, 
Tho’ breakers brawl ahead, 

And turn the tide on those who laughed, 
And laugh at those who led. 





The Whigs say ‘‘bosh!” and ‘fudge! ”— 














QUITE A MISUNDERSTANDING, OF COURSE. 

Box Fassencer. 
(QUITE SURE YOU'R 
Driver. 
SO PRESSIN’, I AIN’ 











EWEs-FUL AND HORNAMENTAL,.—Sheep and rams! O71 


I 


_ 66 By JOvE, 
KE 
‘SYoOu 'RI 


FULL 





INSIDI 


ss 
? 


RIGHT, SIR, 1 


SO FU 


Li. BUT 


I 


DRIVER, 


DO BLOW 


CAN 





I] 


FINE ROOM FOR Two 0’ 











BLOW 


HARP UP 


HARP 3 AND, AS YOU'RE 
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WHEN WE GETS TO THE ANGEL. 


Way up! Tcnk! 








Str HENRY THOMPSON asserts that conger-eel is largely used in 
the manufacture of turtle soup. 
conger-egation of Aldermen, and cause them to exclaim, ‘f What! 
conger-(r)eel-y ? a 


This is enough to startle the whole | one, 


A CHARGE of misstatement against a reporter is always a ‘flimsy ’ 


*€CoLD COMFORT.” —Resting on the flagstones. 






























THE LORD MAYOR AND SUNDAY OBSERVANCE. 
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It doe ' t miatter }; me queer it is _% u've only a 
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lis explanation along with him, and the thing 
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HIGHLY EXPLANATORY. 
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)» invite the regulation newspaper representative down to the scene of the mystery, and tell him to bring down 
i t t a > = 
; 


He just has a glance round, and explains it all in a twinkling. ‘* All done with a jerk of the wrist,” says 


gaat 


tas os Soke lath 
lr) ae = >, 


H _ | 


oa 1H) 4 | | 


P - : ; ‘ —— r 
y out ¢ an CIOCKS ( flown from the walls, and the roof heave up, and the yard pump 
ing Urba I ; } t the New paper One 1 i . 

t * wrong explanation out of his pocket by mistake 


me 





° } 17 } y . YY rpet 
ti outo sight to square the circie and Gise vy perpes 
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THH SPEAKERSHIP. 
(See Cartoon.) 


THE House of Commons keeps 
Among its Members heaps 
Who think it would be fine to be presiding there 
If chances offered, and 
’T is said Sir Henry Brand 
Now contemplates relinquishing the Speaker’s chair. 


So applicants galore 
Come knocking at the door 
To learn if there’s an office of the sort to spare; 
And Double-U. E. G. 
Has many men to see 


Who fancy they ’re just fitted for the Speaker’s chair. 


Sir William Harcourt calls 
To show how graceless brawls 
Would cease were he but given charge of that affair ; 
And ’midst familiar names 
That of Sir Henry James 
Is found to swell the suitors for the Speaker’s chair. 


Both Bradlaugh and Parnell 
Would like it very well, 
Lord Randolph too might give it his attentive care ; 
But while they seek such bliss, 
We frankly tell them this, 
That somebody will occupy the Speaker's chair. 
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SPEAKERSHIP, AND THE RUMOUR 
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A MOCK TORY BALLAD. 


Vhy is it,” says a Tory sixpenny, ‘that the Radical papers are chronicling the arrival of Lord 
& Sal iry at Inve rary Ca tle” (the Duke of At gyll’s eat), °° in their smallest type, an 
€ Interesting information in the t out-of-the-way part of theirsheets? Isit that the 
powerful that their pr it 1 would soon be shattered?” 


THOSE Radicals, those Radicals, oh, how they scheme and plot ! 
Indeed, it cannot be denied they’re all a crafty lot, 

And, day by day, the wickedness they fain would like concealed 

Is, thanks to the Conservatives, becoming more revealed : 

Now, here’s a case which proves their guilt, observe it well, I pray— 
Lord Salisbury and his Lady travelled north the other day, 

But the journals of these Kadicals (whose cunning now grows ripe), 
Keferred to this great topic in their very smallest type! 


When at Inverary Castle (where resides the great Argyll), 

The Marquis and the Marchioness arrived in dashing style, 

You’d have naturally thought that all the world would have expressed 
Its atfection for Lord Salisbury with gratitude and zest, 

And in joyful paans people wou/? have sung his Grace’s praise, 
And a// parties would have shown delight in various sorts of ways, 
Had not those envious editors (who merit many a stripe) 

Concealed the happy tidings in the very smallest type. 


The reason why these Kadicals this glorious news suppressed, 

by “ruby ”-typing Salisbury, may easily be guessed ; 

They 4vzew the merest mention of his lordship’s noble name 
Would suttice to set the hearts of all Great Britain in a flame ; 
They feared the world would worship (as it ought) the Tory lord, 
And such a blow to all their schemes they could not well afford ; 
At the interest ’t would awaken every Rad his eye would “ pipe,” 
So they chronicled the matter in their very smallest type. 


Oh, let it be a lesson, then, to all who’ve been ensnared 

sy Liberal or Radical, to be at once prepared 

To shake the galling fetters off, to cast aside the spell, 

To join the virtuous Tory ranks and ring the Premier’s knell. 
l’ull down the present idol—we disdain to name his name, 
Suffice it that he fills our land with sorrow, sin, and shame; 
We Tories yet may triumph, and this insult out we’ll wipe—- 


Fancy mentioning great Salisbury in the very smallest type! 
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KNICKNACKS 


NED love of exaggeration is alli 
al f= Marq uls of Ch imon leley 
likely to become inmates of a Cheshire wi 
have both appe: eale it to the Nantwi 
been sorely ‘affect ed es the Groun 
assessments reduced : > but it is not 
that they are absolute paupers at 


} ¢ 


to the cruel report 
1 Lord Tollemache are 
These noblemen 
ch Union certainly, because they have 
Game ct, and therefore wish their 
» Cheshire cheese even to insinuate 


’ ‘o + 
present, 


UNRESTRAI 
afloat, that tr 


work 


EC house. 





rations of the Groun: 
tare most painful to our alread 
poverty-stricken arist ocracy. 


Duke Ol F Bex iford h 1as b een ol liged 


, 
t > T Yy 
ihe oO 4 


. . 
+ heetate ¢ tnt shad 
hor. Nesitate to State that 


> 
to give up eating mew Jaz eggs 
for breakfast, while hungry- look- 
° J 
ing lords may be seen any after- 


and 


noon wandering up 


down 
Regent Street, both tattere 


aT 
& essiha 


1° 


torn ; and several rough-looking, 
a ce Sn ‘ oe aes a 
Iriezy-coated baronets, clad like- 
iM \couth leathern *‘ bags, 
} ee bserved b 

e been Obse;rve OI 


t. We give a rough ske tch 
le in the Burlington I hes 
yesterday of a well known im] e- 


t 
us peer, ground cown by 
G: Act. 





( rril le Me 


Austr e pride of the pr nobility in ku , has 
hown wl can do t pincl His Imperial Hig } 
DO an noteworthy « Snappy—very ! 

Hi t conservator Mr. Gladstone, t 
t re | , Without a strug z..a ** Derby Crown” de , 

r\ ; ’ ! iat La Belle Fr ly env! Bid Ou! 
Premier’ t pron | promi Ng acquisition, 

iH ’ + ,° : . , 

PATRIOT! Krenchmen are w ng U irs and drinking abvsinthne 
with rf} ym, uttering at n ary intervals frantic cries of rag 
at the insolenc: of a German suz@ - Lieutenant Wissmann. Thi 
— man dares, not only to go on an ¢ cexpl ration journey to the ves nvgo 

ithout but has ade ult to injury to the tolerant 


sebuah ee l‘'rance, 


Recabile by f aster of Paris wi ‘ith him for casting purposes. 
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IN answer to **.An 


: |.) , ) : 
rhetoric, but re unable to verify any va rumours nolsed abr 
? : tim £4 lal ] $ 
about him. We n affirm, however, that the celebrated Canal authority 


S$ never subn scheme ** Flow to Clea 
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William residing in Bristol has recently been prosecuted and 
ish brandy heavily charged with lead, Old Jada 
dash of eave their afternoon gunpowder 
be wary, and avoid William’s loaded L.b., lest they 
Ives into anima revolvers. According to the arn ; 


Seat ! : 66 
a } } } ‘wer Yr) ft t ’ r\ T 
British brandy contain 


1 enough lead ‘‘to pol 


A SWEE1 
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tained 1 exan papers issued | veral public schoul I 
following are class of interrogati it to the studs which P. T 
tr ely Who was the a r of ‘‘I{ey, ? 
State whether the stripes on ~ Meckl igh flag are hor Or 
. " ° 
perpendi r; Mention the tity a the quality vinegar 
Hannibal lin workings he way thi h the Alps; Ex nutely 
what is meant Ly the wots “Go to Bata.” and © Go to Jericho ;” al 
Calculate the number of hours a man would take, walking at rate of 
'two miles, forty-one minutes, eight secor to ign from Jericho t 


he catches co 


Bath; If a boy’s head is put under th: pump, and | after 
the operation, explain the best remedy to use ; Mention the name o 
Oliver Cromwell's banker; State whether snufters are us sed at present in 


Contrast the m ina 


their exact nur 


ny va irieties of * cocktails 


nber. 


the interior of Bra izil ; 
Critical manner and give 
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LOPPING tae meet degeeiah 


* , ' Yuncecd + y . 
It was announced at the C urt of Common Council that the S| ial | Water Com- 
mittee 1 issued notices ofa ‘bill to limit r the teri of the Water C anies |! 
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Scene 1,—SH 
Mr. Tryan Rayzirr. So glad to see you, old fellow. Do havea 
rin——By the way, you wont mind your whiskey being neat, will 
| you? The fact is, we've come to our last drop of water—Company 
} won't let us have any more ull we pay up the week’s account in advance, 
{i—well, I’ve ju shed my hands 1n that last drop; but p'ra 


know absolutely nece 


Economy, 
dig u wouldn't mind 


Well, 


j I 
| teen pounds two and nine to pay the weck’s account, I'd send the h e 
maid over fora 1] yr direct from the filter-bed Phanks! You 
lal h: Ve it i ’ nut 
| 
| y iw \ t 
THI IME PI N eh / y? 
|} a ]) me! T hoped n eC ow ( ( 
| truth, the « I Is, the Company—I \ 
| of—yes, 1 | e 1’ rey 


Increased but 1 ude mat I Cl 
|} of two hundr nd thirty » I could ' drint 

+ ‘ 4) 1Y ’ 

JS f 

| THE SAME Pt i A | Well, 7 ¢ { 
car I know I haven't Wh I ve to | em to the turn 
cock in exchar for halt t lert make my with; why 
houldn't 12> I+ to be w t shoes an | Khe What 
6 /) ond’ 4 Me | yy ”, ; ) ’ Why, my 
I <a em al lout year they made , ) 





ny t pay rate and taxes, let alone jou te Ch Ol \ l 
See, the charter of the Water ¢ ompany entitl nto for Ll the pay 
ment of rates and taxes and all private creditors until their account 1 

tled oe hu yf ¢ ems” Welt het Why, let me see 

h! here the last account—five th and three hundred and nineteen 
ls seven shillings and twopence three farthing That ’s what I 

we ems; perhaps you wouldn't mind lendi chi? ‘Make myself 

arce?”’ Oh, well, good day ! 


\ iz wst pay his Water Cor vVhatever goes 
\ y ve d me up, villa, and br , al cat and 
nd every r Then I borrowed all I fimny relations, and 

my relat w To owe 1 y one hundred 

irty-t t] ind four re venty-eight pour ne and 

ey I} j nere ¢ the Water ¢ ' ny pe l 
police Iie n It. Ehe *§ Will insist on tellin e lhe 
Oh! well, / t re hi iy. It isn’t likely to make 

, er tom I} If y iy? ** fill pa dto limit 

f the Water Comf Can this indeed be true? Ah, 
10! it is too, feo, ! Yes? Then—by Jove— perhaps I only owe the 
plain thirty-two thou vgpetl Age »even, only the round thirty thousand ! 

Saved! saved! What matter that I haven’t a penny to pay it with, so 

long as the odd hundreds are ‘limited ” off ? [ /le ms with joy. 








Sontay-mental. 
in the 


} the politest of natior even midst of the Tonqu - 
ition she mentally exclaims to the perfidious enemy, ‘fA votr 
es | 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEK. 
TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES. 
No. 18.—A H GOK EAI 
Atr—‘* When this old cap was net he 
HOULD 
same 
wear 
Exist in’Nine- 


, 
ty-tnree 


1 
} 
| 


this 
hat ! 


> 
4s 
} sland 
Oh,then, my lad 


prepare 


\ 
; ( nN € (] 
T 
11 ’ 
When t id 
hat was new 
i 


I 

# in CI 
1 
b) Wil I \ ( 

. | | 
() | y 

¥ | I ', A 
| | f Tlerr S 

4 | ; 
Phe Alberg 

’ ’ ’ , 

“A | | I ( j 2 
\ | (- t 5) , 

\\ i hi | \4 \A 


Opp eat line by line, 


When this old hat w new. 


= t six pounds eight per head ; 
The Brighton Bill was stabl cd, 


7 


And Sexton’s watch was nabbed 


ied ‘ 1) \ WAS New, 








STATESMANSHIP.—‘fIt’s a 
eL: om«thing,’”’ 














TOLERATION. 


THERE was a sharp cry of distress from the direction of the Lands 


where there are No Laws; then the sound of a plunge in the water; 
and an exhausted fugitive dragged itself up the shore of Civilization, 


S 
‘*1Ve will protect you cried the warm-hearted little Laws, as 


they tripped nimbly down to the shore, and bore the almost inanimate 


form in their rosy and dimpled arms to a place of safety. There, with 
. } t 
4 


affectionate care, they tended it, until the sparks of joy in their bright 
eves showed that hope and warmth had returned to that suffering breast 


’ s | } 
I 


from the Lawless Lands?” ask 
That mattered little, } 


¢ 1"] e “ie : . eae 
‘* Who is the | ugitive 


but nobody seemed to know. however, since 


Wu Al‘) - 
Wl-important fact remained that a poor miserable hunted sutierer had 
uught refuge in our land, and found it. The self-congratulation of the 
1 tl knew no boun tl 


authorities and the public Is; banquets were held at the 
residence of the Prime Minister, at the Mansion House, and at other 


places; andto all of thes 


were invited, and eloquent speakers proposed their healths ; all in order 
to do honour to the beneficent Laws which had harboured and protected 
the persecuted fu; The universal themes among all classes we: 

the advantage of possessing laws, and the hopelessness of aftairs in the 
Lawless Lands. There was serious talk of blazoning the name of the 
fucitive right across the British flag, only nobody appeared to know it 


rcertain. Some people declared it was ‘* Virtue,” while some said it 


ust be ** Life and Limb,” and others felt sure it was ‘* Property. 
Hlowever, all were agreed that the fugitive ought to be, and must be, 
ry be ful 
\\ ¢ +} t 
Ve r joner erview the ! 
a 
A i a i 





You had a bad time of it where there were no laws?” I asked. 


© Awful !—couldn y life my own. Bad time for all } 
1a} ly t] ! > ) ] \ Writt } t0 e€m all to come ove! I cre Pa 
‘And your name—no one seems to know whether it ‘Va ! 


‘1 rime, no! ud the Fugitive. ‘*My name’s *CriMeE.’ I 
( lve ler the protection your laws extend to most of my 
n \ Some of the more hart 


I eet 
! | hat the A 
, wi t nt ! 
meat w te unt ic] 
It w Mr. ¢ ! Spence had bi vl \ 
‘ 1 sente to thr 1 th 
\ _ leit { ls he h | ] iy 
f lar Often ; twice he had been sentenced to three mont 
risonment, and twice he had been fined. He had also been fin 
twenty pounds, ten pounds, and two pounds for assaults and drunken- 
ness, and was the roughest character they had to deal with in his neigh 
urhood, He was sentenced to six months’ imprisonment.’ 


+, Tet oft dirt-cheap under the protection of your laws,” 
grinning. ‘* They were about to hang me up t 
Lawless Lands for doing a fiftieth of what GEORGE SPENCE did. When 
we ve done r little term, out we come, and nobody dare lay 


ras 


to a 


os 


the rosy and blushing little sisterhood of laws | 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


dear, those scratchings !—scratched 
my selection again! They're a/zays doing it; and a good 
job for my backers too, if they only scratch them soon enough. | 
Well, although I didn’t give you Whipper-In for the Midland | 
Counties Handicap, you can rely (if you like) on my 


yy’ T Tt 
Ti! rORN 


=i] O} . dear! yh, 


AINs ai 


rHE GREAT METROPOLITAN. 
Where the crowd is the thickest ere racing ’s begun, | 
Where the fancy backs loudly the field (barring one), 
The Prophet takes freely your bets, unbeguiled : 
Fre the racing ’s begun he is ‘‘all there,” my child! 





When the horses their finallest efforts have mace, | 
When the jockey and saddle and suchlike have weighed, 
When you go for the cash which you’ve won with ‘* Hoorays!”’ 
Oh, the Prophet, the Prophet has gone from your gaze? 
Prophet drinks deeply, despisirg your ‘‘ sips, 
yes, gaily—he gives you these tips: 
Remember the prowess of Marc Antonee, 

And drink to the dregs of the bright Eau de Vie. 


Then th 


“ry ** sweets to the sweet,” and there’s certain to come 
A plum for the backer of sweet Sugar Plum ; 

The School Girl a knowing one’s certain to be, 
| And who takes The Frigate will not be at sea. 


-_~ 
a 





Then Gaspard—ah, Gaspard! what look we from him: 
His chance as a winner is truly not dim: 

But I thought and I think and I’ve thought < 
That the pick of the pile is the King Archil 


| There 


1 
roiling, an 


»AITNeCK 
goreatness ¢ 


17 


there you are: make your game whil 

1 do not forget the old man when the finan 

f the result is upon you. Whether I shall com- 

th you next week or not I don’t know. = If I do, 
mething great from 


nunicate Wi 


Yours, Xc., TROPHONIUS., 








A Bass Note. | 


are angry with Mr. T. W. Silk, the fish culturist, for 4 
: black bass in Greenwood Lake and bringing them 


Tie American 


netted s 





tas 
I WAS HARD AT WORK Al THE BENCH ALI 











DAYS OF 


REST. 


“THEE MIGHT A’ GI’ ME A HAND YESTERDAY, SAM. 
DAY, AND COULDNA FINISH,’ 


Z 0: pot. 


ee Oe Oe — 


to England. Sc 





ee 


hat they calla 
hey do not mind the cradle, but dislike the bass-in-net. | 


é¢ 


4 


tishy ’’ deed the Yanks are in a pet ; Tobia 
t 


am Sobersidd. fSIXN DAYS’ WORKS ENO’ FOR ME, Tony. IT bpUNNO 
Ir has nettled the Americans because Silk netted bass | GO tO BENCH O° SUNDAYs; bUY I’LL GI’ THEE A HAND TO-DAY II 
\nd brought them here, for they infer he stole the tish, alas! PHEE LIKEs, LAD.” 


Zosspol.—"* WitAt! Go TO WORK ON A MONDAY, 


WHEEREVER WAST THEE BROW? OOP 2” 








THE BLUNDERBEBRRYS AT BREAKFAST, 


**PRETTY goings on in Natal!” cried Mr. Blunderberry, as he helped 
himself to the last piece of bacon and pushed the dish over to his wife 
that she might soak a slice of bread in the fat. 

**T knew how it would be,” replied his better half, with a deep sigh, 
as she suffered the sopped bread to drip into the cream-jug, 


a 
you were only a little brighter, Mrs. B., and a little clearer, you might 
be exhibited as the Magic Crystal. Why don’t you advertise in the papers 


hired them out to Tussaud and Sons, and paid off the national debt with 
the proceeds ; anything, azyfiing, rather than let them go.” 
*©Oh, Solomon,” cried Mrs. Blunderberry, aghast, and dropping two 
lumps of sugar into the bacon-dish, ‘*I would not be cruel, only jest.” 
“Tust! Why, you only want to be sufficiently sworded, and covered 
all over with scales, to be Justice herself. So now, Madame Justice, 
whom ‘they’ may be who in your wisdom should 
‘Why, dear, ain't I telling you? If they had only kept Sir Donald 


Currie and Mr. Gladstone in Pembroke Castle when they had them 1m- 








prisoned there last September, we should never have heard any more 
about these troubles in Airica.”’ 

** Oh, that’s it!” sneered Mr. Blunderberry witha laugh: ‘‘ you know 
all about it, don’t you? Why, if you only had a horsehair wiy, a pair 
of spectacles, and a cough, you might take your seat upon the bench as 


a terror to evil-doers ; if there were only a dozen of you you ’d be a jury 


+: * 9 . - } . . riilata Von ’ es by, ’ ‘ eT bily °O e oll > Acted - - " 
‘Of course you did: ain’t you the finest specimen of a double magni- complete, ou eMen? to hold some public olhce—you are wasted a the 
fying female telescope that husband ever swore to love and cherish? If wife of a mere ordinary Ivunderberry, 


+P] 


**T will never leave you, Solomon, ever 


**T daresay not, Mrs. 1.) If you could only live under water on nourish 


‘The future foretold for seven stamps. Apply to Mrs. Blunderberry ’?” ment extracted from sil Umbers, you might have exhibite | yourself 
‘*Oh, Solomon, I never meant that. But, even though I av only a | 45 4 Specimen of the common Of domesti barnacte 5 if you had been 
woman, I may read the papers, and form conclusions—like other people.’ ale to contract youl Ik within the con pass of a crinkly shell, you 
‘*Fleaven forbid that other people should form conc] ns like might Have ct town at the ki NeNes as the SLi pha 7 UpililU 
yours! ' crie j her lord and master, fervently. Or ay e ampet. } u Cc, my c i. | bed ale Iaheer cre dit fot adhesivens 
*¢So long as you appreciate me, Solomon, I don’t care a scrap about Oh, ser mon, cried his better half, why don’t you alw ys talk 
her people ; and what I said, and what I still say, is this—they shoudd | to me like ths: altectionately and kindly, instead of laughing and vet 
» have let them #6. ting cross if I do mix things up a httle sometime 
‘‘Tust so, ma’am. They should have chained them together in cara- “Mix upa little!" ech her h ban l, with a hollow laugh ; ‘there 
vans, and sent them around the country as a show; they should have are more fragments and scraps knocking about in your head than would 


! 


a cheap eating-house: your brain is like 

nips and snaps, and threads and tapes, all in 

tangled confusion. Now tell me candidly, Mrs Blunderberry, is there 

one single individual thing that you know of your own personal know- 
ledge to be a positive undeniable fact 2?” 

‘© Yes, Solomon. [ know that your omnibus has just passed, and that 


make Irish stew for a week in 
your work-basket, with 


‘ : ; ‘ SP ant hein time at vu. ffice voi 1 ave ‘| a ae 
have the goodness to confide in your lord and master, and acquaint him | ¥ you wan! sO DE In Ue at your ollice you will have to take acab, 
never have been let go. **fust like a woman!” growled her lord and master, as he rush 


for his hat and coat; ‘‘if by any chance they ever know anything, they 
) ; 


emselves till it is too late to be of service.” — 








Lat To ( KE : 
mpPpanic 4 


ESPONDENTS.—Zhe Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. 
, by a stamped and directed 


In no case will they be veturned unless 
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upwards.” —Daily Paper. 





TRAFFIC 
SUSPENDED 


OBSERVE these arrangements so high 

That cobweb and darken the sky : 

They are things that distract and annoy ; 
They are demons that maim and destroy ; 
They ’re inventions no person admires— 
They’re the nuisance called ‘‘ Overhead Wires.” 


OVERHEAD WIRES! 


They (the Telephone and Telegraph Companies) have cobwebbed the roofs of houses, and a good deal of the air overhead, with their metal wires. These are a perpetual 
we to pedestrians of a new peril. We must keep our eyes above us, on the watch for tumbling wires. It is necessary to keep our eyes constantly directed 


We must now wander forth, with our eyes 
Unceasingly raised to the skies ; 

Our movements should all be exact, 

If we’d keep limbs and body intact. 
Yea, the greatest of skill it requires 

To dodge all those ‘* Overhead Wires.” 

















See how folks with each other collide 
Whenever they walk, drive, or ride, 
For each traveller looks up in dread 

Of losing his legs, nose, or head! 

No wonder, then, London desires 

To be rid of those ‘f Overhead Wires.” 














NEW LEAVES. 


** THE Grape Vine,” by John Simpson (George Routledge and Sons). — 
This is one of the valuable ‘‘ Robinson’s Country Series.” It tells all 
about the grape vine that is necessary to be known for successful propa- 
gation and culture. 

‘* The Prince, and other pieces,” from the Italian of Nicolo Machiavelli 
(George Routledge and Sons).—This is the latest issue of ‘‘ Morley’s 
Universal Library,” and greatly sustains the interest of the series. 
From George Routledge and Sons we have also ‘‘ The Hey-diddle- 
diddle Picture Book,” which is a rich example of Mr. Randolph Calde- 
cott’s exquisitely humorous way of illustrating the old rhymes, ‘* Where 
are you going to, my pretty Maid?” ‘* Hey-diddle-diddle,” ‘‘ Baby 
Bunting,” ‘‘ A Frog he would a-Wooing go,” and ‘‘ The Fox jumped 
over the Parson’s gate.” Some of these are also issued as separate books, 
We have also ‘‘ Phiz’s Funny Stories,” ‘‘ Phiz’s Merry Hours,” ‘* Phiz’s 
Baby Sweethearts,’ and ** Phiz’s Funny Alphabet.” Each and all of 
these display the peculiar talent and humour of the late gifted artist. 
** A Toy Look by Phiz’’ is simply these be-foz7-mentioned books ‘‘ rolled 
into one,’”’—an admirable one it is—it’s Phizzing. Further, we have a 
dainty little Almanack and four Card Calendars, by Kate Greenaway, 
displaying all the delicacy and beauty for which her designs are so justly 
famous. 

‘* Bryce’s Pearl Dictionary,” (David Bryce and Son, Glasgow).— 
Though not a “‘ pocket book,” this isa nice handy little book for the 
pocket—it is a ‘* pearl”’ to be stud-ied. 





| 


a 


Now Neatly. Price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC for 1884. 


FULL OF ILLUSTRATIONS BY EMINENT ARTISTS, 
Literary Matier by best Authors of the Day. 





Just Out. Price One Shilling ; Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1884. 


One Hundred and Twelve Pages of Amusing Art and Literature, 
by some of the best Artists and Authors of the day. 


** The time-honoured title of ‘ Hood's Comic Annual ’ is still maintained, end that noble punster, 
if he were living now, would not be achamed of the shillingsworth ef wit, wisdom, and waggery 


that is annually issued from the Fu office."—J//ustrated London News. 


‘*As usual, cram-full of humorcus stories, poems, and pictures. There is a charming inter- 
mirg'ing of pathos and humour in ‘Columbines All of a Row’ "—Grafhic. 

**QOur old friend is one of the earliest, as well as one of the best, of C-mic Annuals, There is 
mu h amusing reading and plenty of laughable illustrations in its pages."—Acj vol7s's Newspaper. 

** This year's issue is a large, excellent, and remarkably cheap production All the iliustrations 
are good. Itis rich in innocent mirth and in keen sareaim."—Aadindureh Daily Review. 

**Contains more than forty amusing contributions in prose, verse, and pictures; and an article, 


*Columbines all of a Row,’ which is specially interesting as being nearly the last work of the late 
Dutton Cook.”"—J} eekly Dispatch. 


To be had ofall Newsagents, at all Railway Bookstal’s, and at 
“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 








“The CLEAN Black Lead.” ape 


Successive awards 
for Excellence of 
Quality and 


Cleanliness in use. D0 Mi c 


BLACKLEAD 


BEWARE of Worthiess Imitations. 
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Popularity. 
My sister Fame 
One must not blame 
For blowing her own trumpet, 
Like grand old men 
Who now and then 
About the country stump it ; 
’T is sculptors thus , 
Who palm on us, 
For beauty, cheeks distended, 
And if we stare 
And ask them—Where ? 
Say, ‘* Look around ”—as Wren did. 
Sing P—O—P, 
I ’m Popularitee, 
What architect will now erect a monument to 
me 2 


Suppose some dense 
Constituents, 

To ventilate their grievance, 
An independ- 

Ent Member send 

As envoy to St. Stephen’s ; 
When once installed 
His friends are galled, 

ITis lips he never opens : 

**Why, what’s he done 
l’or us?” says one, 

‘It ’s hardly worth a fo’pence!” 
Sing P—O—P, 
Popularitee, 

ITis seat, I guess, is lost unless he makes his 
peace with me. 


Though I must own 
My foes have shown 
I’m somewhat like a bubble, 
My votaries, 
Too, like the geese 
That feed amid the stubble ; 
Yet still the fact 
Remains that pract- 
Ice beats mere speculation ; 
In proof of which 
My shrine is rich 
With gifts from every nation. 
So P—O—P, 
I’m Popularitee, 
The things are few men will not do to be pos- 
sessed of me, 


Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 
HIS FILOSOFY.—PIPs, 

HE whoo taikes and duz not giv puts a 
muzzel rownd hiz throat. ‘‘Taik and give” 
is mi motto, so when the time cums yew ken 
speek owt withowt reproach. 

The amownt of kopy I can produse is limete:1 
only bi the amownt of paper I ken prokewer. 

Life shud be konsidered in the lite of a gaim 
of chess, wherein no moove is undertaken 
withowt a purpus. 

It taikes half a lifetime to deside upon riting 
a book, halfa lifetime to giv it a name, and the 
rest to get it published. 

If yew giv a penni to a child, it iz az good 
as givin a pownd to its muther. 

Out of eighteen millions of women in the 
kingdum, awl but too karry thare munny in 
their purses or hankershiefs. 

A transakshun between too to the advan- 
tage of wun kontains the elements of selfish- 
ness, to the advantege of boath it bekums moar 
selfish still, and ech purson added increses in 
a korresponing manner the amownt of selvesh- 
ness evolved. Hens I deduse (having regard 
too the fakt that life iz maid up of transakshuns, 
wharin if munny is not kurrensy thure iz uther 
mediums), there is no unselfishness in the 
wurld, and all are alike ekwally culpable in this 
pertikler—sum more than uthers praps. 











oe *%es 























AT VT HE TTS TTL thi! 
Hy ; Mn | I! itidey Pali } HHH 
| mt Pt eta t] | | 
THAT UUM THAT ABETT FR 


pth 
| | j 
} i j 


| : 
Hi Hl Hit HII WITH 
| WAN LAI 
! i \ f ¢ . <a 

; ‘A .y 
WW CSD Bp 


: LA | 
; | 


7 ~ 


aU 














Mrs. Santerre.—“ SORRY I CAN’T STOP 


BEHIND THE SCENES. 


TO HAVE A LONGER CHAT WITH YOU, 


TOTTIE ; KUT YOU KNOW SANTERRE PLAYS ROMEO TO-NIGHT. I’VE BEEN RUNNING 
ABOUT ALL DAY FOR HIM, BUYING NEW PADs FOR HIS LEGS, HAVING HIS IALSE 
FRONT TEETH SEEN TO AT SCRUNCHER’S; AND UNLESS I GET BACK AT ONCE WITH 
THIS PACKET OF JUJUBES TO—WELL, TO SOFTEN HIS SWEET VOICE, HE MIGHT USE 


NAUGHTY WoORDS—AND BEAT ME.” 








From the Conservative committee-room at York a circular was recently issued in which the Irish were told that 
if they would vote at every election for Conservatives, and so reduce the Liberal majority, ‘‘ then, and not till then, 
Parnell and his faithful band of followers would be in a position to dictate terms to every Government that shall 


hold office in England.” —Dai/y Pafer. 
REMARKABLY cute are Tories 
When voters they fain would catch ; 
In a fight for electoral glories, 
You never will find their match. 
The Irish at times appal them,— 
Land Leaguers they cannot stand, 
But, if needful, they manage to call them 
‘* Parnell and his faithful band !” 


You can’t say they ’re partial, these Tories, 
For you see they their views can change, 
And what are a few little ‘‘ stories,” 
When for victory you ’d arrange ? 
This explains why they one day hate Leaguers, 
And the next day extend their hand, 
Calling folks whom they called ‘* Intriguers 
“‘ Parnell and his faithful band!” 
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be printed on hand-made paper, bound in white vellum, and contain 
contributions by Messrs. G. R. Sims, W. G. Wills, H. Herman, H. A. 
Jones, Clement Scott, D. Christie Murray, 
Austin Dobson, Byron Webber, A. W. Pi- 
nero, W. Warham, Clifton Lyne, H. Ni- 
chols, W. Howell-Poole, H. C. Newton, 
Mr. Moore himself, and others. ‘* Walnuts 
and Wine ”’ is the title. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


ITH a good central idea, some smart 
dialogue, and a capital cast to 
carry it off, Mr. M. C, Salaman’s 
Deceivers Ever, produced at the 
Strand previous to going on tour 
with Szver Guilt, was never in 
much danger from the moment it 
settled down to business, and the 
‘* motive” was apparent. At one 
point during the first act there 
seemed to be ‘‘a little too much 
of it”—the lesson-giving was 
rather over-prolonged—it is just 
possible that this may work a little 
brisker when the actors are more 
settled in their parts; and, as it is, 
all defects were forgotten in the 
very affective and cleverly arranged 


Miss Emily Soldene will make her last 
appearance in London as Drogan in Gene- 
wieve de Brabant, at a Globe matin4e, this 
(Wednesday) afternoon, Miss Soldene’s per- 
formance of this part has had, probably, the 
longest run on record, and playgoers should 
indeed give her a bumper at parting. 

Miss Lillian Russell who will be remem- 
bered as the ‘‘Society Beauty” Virginia, 





: STRAND.—Muis T. Hastin S . . ° i 79°07922 J ) at > ‘nietu ic eNn- 
“y "ean, 8 eee x Actress op quartette with which the episode | '™ Virginia and faul at the Gaiety, Is en 
“Norg.” _ : eit ‘ concludes. The story is not strong gaged for the part of the Princess inthe new) Tue Princess's. —Portrati 


opera at the Savoy; Mr. Henderson, who ©: | 
evidently had her on lease, having 7eleased rom in Tans Mookk”), 

’ . ‘ . s FROM A PHOTOGRAPH 
her to Mr. D’Oyly Carte for that purpose. init themes Pos 
rHIS JOURNAI 


enough for two acts by any means, 
but it is undoubtedly a more than usually amusing and promising ‘‘ first 
effort.” 


AN Epbitor (*' To BAT- 


Our Boys, which is to be revived shortly 
at the Criterion, with Mr. David James in his original part, I believe, 
will also have the advantage of engaging Miss Lucy Buckstone’s talents 


and Miss Buckstone’s talents are always engaging. 


I’ve alluded to the cast as ‘‘ capital.” That’sthe word. Mr. Robert 
Brough, as one of the “‘ Deceivers,”’ is lovely on the ‘‘bass viol,’’ and 
otherwise proves himself a “‘sound” comedian. Mr. W. F. Hawtrey 
makes an excellently dry and choleric Wheezer, as no doubt you wheezerly 
understand. Miss Tiny Hastings and Mr. Hamilton Bell play a pair of momen 





lovers and teachers of music with very fair skill ; and Miss F. Trevelyan, 
though not finished enough in style to realize all the possibilities of 
the part of Mrs. Temple, is a sufficiently fascinating widow to account 


On Friday Miss Kate Vaughan, who has returned to town, will give 
a matinée at the Gaiety, reappearing in the part of Peggy in 7he Country 
Gir/—that such an accomplished dancer as Miss Vaughan should for a 





. . a) . . $ if wr 
for the ee decei\ ers , infatuation. moment consent to be known as ee Peggy ! 29 NESTOR, 








I was cut short last week by the inexorable laws of space in the midst 
of my enumeration of *‘coming events.” To resume them: Cozfusion 
reaches its 150th representation to-night (Wednesday) at the Vaudeville ; 
on the 6th (to-morrow) the South London Music Hall celebrates the 
first anniversary of the Poole and UIph partnership with much rejoicing 
and a special programme. A piece by Mr. A. W. Pinero, Zew Water, 
will take the place of 7he Glass of Fashion at the Globe when that 
clever and amusing piece is withdrawn ; on the 14th of January the be- 
witching and exasperating Minnie Palmer takes up her abode at the 
Strand. There are rumours concerning the Pandora also (the lease of 
which is now in the hands of Mr. D. Nichol, of the Café Royal, the 
mortgage having ‘‘fallen in ”)—something about a comic opera by Suppe; 
but as nothing definite seems settled, lease said, soonest mended. I have 
also heard of a morning performance to be given at the Globe, I don’t 
know when, in aid of the funds of the University College Hospital : 
Lady Monkton, Mr. and Mrs. Beerbohm Tree, and Sir Charles Young 
will take part therein. Please make a note—and give it to the funds. 
Claudian, not being sufficiently ready for presentation to the public last 
Thursday, has postponed his appearance until to-morrow (the 6th). 


The March of Civilization. 


SING gaily how piracy, villany, wrong 

Won’t swagger and lord it unpunished for long ; 
Our neighbours will lower and tear into rags 
Those emblems of evil, the wicked Black Flags. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Already the French have reluctantly found 
It needful, in order to civilize round, 

To freely annihilate, pillage, and burn, 
And bully and butcher at every turn, 


Sing gleefully robbery ’s well on the wane ; 

Those hornets will never be rampant again ; 

Our neighbours have caught ’em, extracted their stings, 
And collared their houses, and riches, and things. 





Uncivilized butchery, done by the dregs 
Of Heathendom, limps on the last of its legs, 


. , ae The French having shelled an un‘ortified town 
On Saturday Miss Anderson ceases the every-day weeps of a-Pauline | it wea 4 
: F every-day weeps of a-Pauline | And merrily mown the inhabitants down. 


Deschapelles, and assumes the 
Gala-tear in Mr. W. S. Gil- 
bert’s Pygmalion and Galatea. 
Mr. Gilbert’s one act piece, 
founded presumably on a story 
of his, appearing ina theatrical 
annual a year or two ago, and 
in which Mr. Macklin will ap- 
pear, will not be played just at 
present. 





Neglect of the maxims of civilized strife 
Has happily come to the end of its life ; 
They batter around, do those civilized wags, 
And pay no attention to national flags. 





And, oh! they are friendly ; we know, to be sure, 
The subjects of Britain with ¢/ are secure ; 
They speak to them quite in a brotherly tone 
(Except when they catch ’em—the Britons—a/one), 


wets 
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\\ 
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On Monday next Mr. Ed- 
ward Terry returns to the 
Gaiety with Mr. A. W. Pine- 
ro’s successful farcical piece, 


% 


Edelweiss. 


** WHAT a galopshus evening !”’ exclaimed Adeline, while she cast up 


‘4 





The Rocket, \t is needless to ~~ Qy , ay ) | her accounts and her eyes, with an expression of singularly intense yet 
. e « "I a = SS a oa \ ; ¢ ’ " . . ar . +4 a ae _ . 
say that Mr. Terry in no sense Po yg businesslike enjoyment. ‘‘ Ah!” she continued, “the air is carelessly 
. . 4 %) . . . 4 
represents ‘“‘the stick.” Mr. ambrosial—ay, even naughtily so—for it must have been stealing per- 


Byron’s Fra Diavolo completes 
the programme — for twelve 
ights, after which Mr. lerry, 
Miss Farren, ‘and the rest of 
em,” are promised in a new 
Christmas piece. 


fumes from ecdjacent flower-gardens.” 
‘* Believe it not, wife,” replied her sombre-tinted husband ; ‘‘ please 
to remember the Fourth of December the season for flowers is not.” 
These caustic words brought a painful self-conscious blush to the face 
RAND.—A Bass-Decrive ot Adeline. For a moment she remained silent, and then abruptly 
asked, ‘‘ What causes the blooming aroma?” 


Tur St 
** PRACTISI To Decerive. 
Ag But, gracious goodness ! what a bright smile flitted across her fanciful 


Mr. Augustus M. Moore, of the Princess’s Theatre, issues an “‘annual” 


be aM face as Gerald returned, ‘‘ I’ve just opened a bottle of the scent—pro- 
one shilling which promises to be almost worth the money: it will Ys 


nounced unique— Edelweiss.’ 
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A Protest from the Peers. 


** And when this minority of a minority has succeeded in passing anv- 
thing through the House of Commons, then we allow another minority— 
an infinitesimal fraction of the people, without any representative 
authority whatever, whom we call the House of Lords—to exercise an 
absolute veto over everything that we propose to do.”—A/». Chamber- 


lain at Bristol. 
Lorps (49.) 


WE feel there ‘s in store for the mass of humanity 
Terrible trouble—indeed, a dread doom— 

And a certain M.P., who displays much inanity, 
Makes us thus look to the future with gloom. 

Chamberlain, one of that Liberal Cabinet, 

Dares to find fault with the Chamber of Peers ; 
He has at it cast stones, and inflicted a stab in it— 
Hence all our horrors, and hence all our fears! 
For that Radical chief of the Birmingham faction 

Has called us ‘‘an infinitesimal fraction” ! 


OO le tae ay mato, 
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Just fancy impugning our ways senatorial !— 
IV, who have coronets, titles, and such! 
Have not our Lordships from time immemorial 
Made many Bills feel the weight of our touch ? 
Yet this Birmingham person pooh-poohs our authority 
Just because sometimes we veto a Bill ; 
And he even asserts we’re *‘ another minority.” 
Can you, then, wonder our Lordships feel ill ? 
But the principal thing that has caused us distraction 
Is the insult—*‘ an infinitesimal fraction ”! 
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———— 
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Yea, thus raved this man from the Radical Syndicate, 
Making of all of our virtues great fun, 

Yet no one attempted our honour to vindicate, 
Giving us credit for feats we have done. 

We wonder the earth does not open and swallow him 

| When towards us Peers he’s so very profane ; 

We pity the ignorant people who follow him, 
Sneering at us, who have blood, birth, and brain. 
All men should have roused to revenge-seeking action 

When he called us ‘‘an infinitesimal fraction” ! 
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Why, what would become of the world were we out of it ? 





How would the Parliament get along ‘hex / ae 
These ‘‘reforming” M.P.s would upset you, no doubt of it— . f 
England would suffer if left to those men. COMRORS At OVERSEES. jh, 
| Sir William Sibwig, M.P. (to Political Opponent),—‘ DIFFERENT TO i | 


lVho’d mutilate every Bill of utility, 
Sending them back to the Commons again ? 
No one but ws. so we scorn his scurrility,— 
Britain will gratefully long let us reign! 
We’re in all legislation the chiefest attraction, 
And xof a mere ‘‘ uninfinitesimal fraction ’’! 


WESTMINSTER, THIS; EH, MY LORD? IN THE FIELD WE CAN HAVE A 
BRUSH TOGETHER WITHOUT EITHER TAKING OFFENCE.” 

Lord Toryport (Member for the County).—‘‘ BEG PARDON, SIR WILLIAM. 
ON THIS COUNTRYSIDE A MAN HAS TO TAKE A LOT OF FENCES, AND 
STIFF ONES TOO, BEFORE HE GETS A BRUSH.” 


_— --—— 








Shut Up! SEVERAL French anarchist nuts were cracked at Barcelona while thei: 
Two German engineers propose to cover the City of Buenos Ayres Proprietors were insulting the Crown Prince of Germany. 
with an umbrella. What /rame of mind could they be in to invent such 
a scheme, of which there isn’t ‘‘ mush” chance of its being carried ou: ? 
What a funny parasols they must be, to be sure! 





THE Shakspearian Play best adapted to Egyptian Affairs. —‘* Th 
Comedy of Pharaohs.” 








RECREATIONS OF EMINENT PERSONS, 


The Postmaster-General, who has entirely recovered his strength, manifest at Cambridge his fondness or athletic exercises. During the time he has been in residence, 
kein an “eight” on the Cam, and we may shortly expect to hear that 





he has on several occasions taken his place as str: 











: a ea Sir C. Dilke has been enjoying a game at 
Mr. Bright obtained some excellent sport the  « peg-top” with the son of one of his Chelsea 
other day at Hampstead. constituents. &c., &e., &r. 
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FURTHER REVELATIONS! 














ri) A 
eae | 
: << , 
* Havent the honour of my acquaintance?’ said the Average London Restaurateur, winningly. ‘* No—but please excuse my introducing myself. _ Fact is, tlie | 

| 
| 
} 


° a ‘ . ‘ ° . : ' ° ° 1 " : sm} » Wh] 
Public's inquiring into this turtle-soup business just now ; and if you would be so kind as to come and sit in my kitchen and show yourself—quite humble like. ‘To 
prove how cheap you are, and show it's not worth while to make stock of anything e! 


¢ 

















ve off being humble for a minute, and sit up proud like, as if you 


‘The Public s iust going to pay for his soup,” said the Restaurateur ; ‘‘so if you would just lea 
could hardly be got for gold 














‘Look here,” said that Turtle, ‘‘ I con't be played with and insulted any longer. Tell you what, Conger, old man, suppose we up and tell the public the plat 
truth—that neither of us has half so much to do with turtle-soup as cow-heel has?” ‘‘ Fancy they might have found it out before this,” replied that Conger: “* bu 
hire 











away! 
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THE FALSE PROPHET; OR, THE EGYPTIAN BOGEY. 


OF PROPHET AND LOSS. 
[Bul JOHN LULL hasn't gone vel, 


THE NEW GAME 
“COME TO ITS MA-HDI.” 
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THH FALSE PROPHET. 
(See ( artoon,) 


How oft a pudding docs not turn out well! 


How ott a purchase proves a simple sell! 


! 


How oft tine rents are ruin’d by bad drains! 


How oft we’re caught unready when it rains! 
Ah, oh! how oft does War upset the pot, 

And bring about a climax it should not! 

Far distant in the country of the Nile, 

The British soldier for a weary while 

Had play’d the sentry, and—to him a boon— 
Was told he might go homewards very soon, 
lor which his longing was by no means strange, 
When—presto, pass !--there came a Soudan chanye 
Pardon the pun : the little Khedive found 

His footing still was on uncertain ground, 

Part of his realm at mercy of a foe 

Who laid a phalanx of his army low, 

His (sovernment embarrass’d and perplex d, 
And no one knowing what would happen next. 
Then what’s the outcome of his sad dismay ? 
Why, the poor British soldier has to stay 

At sentry work, to calm the Khedive’s fears, 

Till the False Prophet Bogey disappears ; 
Proving, if any proof there’s need to bring, 


That War’s an unaccommodating thing, 
































| Arks, hardbake, Christmas crackers, and blissful rapture all round ; 


| ; . . _ ° 
tal, waccimation otticial, starvation and rope, torture avuncular, and care- 
|takers’ hand roastings, the lot of the British infant of tender years i 
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KNICKNACKS. 


CHILDHOOD s days in England are generaily associated with Noah's 
byiyt 
ut 


u 


recent revelations show us that, taking into consideration whacks paren- | 


Vs 


' often more dolorous than that of the Zulu babe. 


EVEN to the most bereft of light, the kittenish, sportive, and conta- 
children — are usually pleasantly 

attractive. Unluckily, how 
ever, infantine charms now 
and again serve as incentives 
to debased minds to perpe- 
trate acts of barbarity on 
helpless little ones. All per- 
sons, when found guilty of 
burning, maiming, starving, 
or otherwise causing bodily 
harm to innocent children, 
should) be made lable to 


y 
Vir] , 
hogging, 


gious hilarity — benefits afforded by 


recel\ S severe 
whether the malefactors be 


male or female. 


LAW-ABIDING citizens will 
not grudge the ten pounds 
handed toConstable Liley for 
courage recently shown in 
catering to the distaste of a 
burglar by attempting to pur- 


+} 
ti 





An unencumbered pal of the arrested housebreaker’s painted 
th white and red with a jemmy, so deteriorating the worthy 
cold mutton mashing beauty 


loin him. 
the Liley li 
officer’s health for three months, and _ his 
for ever. Fifty pounds compensation would not have been too much 
recompense in Liley’s case. The aewa/ given could do no more than 
supply an ordinary invalid with strong beef tea for three or four months. 
Let us hope Liley’s broth has been previously paid for by the authorities, 





THERE is a season for each fruit, and every complaint ; so we presume 
that gooseberry railway outrages are getting almost ripe now. We should 
like, as a matter of curiosity, to know whether poor John Hawkins, 
who was pushed out of a railway carriage last week by card-sharpers 
because he refused to play with them, felt it his duty (being a gardener 
by profession) to ‘* calla ssade a sfade”’ previously to being ** chucked.” 


THE clerical tithe sales are not yet attended by the sounds of drums, 
tifes, and tambourines; but unearthly yells, which would disgrace even 
the Salvation Army, are concurrent with them. Two thousand persons, 
indignant at the Kev. George F, Gcoddard’s ‘‘ Bartholomew distraint pro- 
ceedings,” have assembled in Southfleet, and have given way to thei 
sound feelings. Our Office Boy’s great-aunt, whom we always consult 
before writing on matters of this kind, thinks unseemly wrangles do not 
promote the cause of true religion. 

AN ill-conceived plot, not connected with Irish rebels, has been ex- 
posed, viz., one to undermine three of our most serviceable parks—not 
of artillery, but of health. We trust, however, that the railway t 
confederacy will be soon blown up by the public voice. 


Ar Valencia a few thawed-out Gauls tried to incite the mob to hi 


‘ Le Roi Uhlan.” **Oh, ain’t they a-complimentin’ of ‘im !” cried an 

ubiquitous British ’Arry standing next to us. ‘* Why?” we ask 

‘*T ar Raw Uhlan. Spanish parley voo for the raw onion, wh: these 
t, don’t yer know ?” he returned, 


coves in these savidge parts loves most, 
with a look of contempt. 


A Supper to the reckless undomesticated criminal classes is to be 
given to-night by those who live by them—z.e., judges, magistrates, and 
governors and chaplains of gaols. The objects of these gentlemen being 
rashly disinterested, we wish them every success in their unprofessional 


efforts to reclaim criminals. ee 


For the benefit of all university amateur actors, we mention that the 
youthful players who ran 7%e Birds of Aristophanes at Cambridge 
goose.” They naturally tried to curry favour, 
We wish them all fair round turkey and 


es 


never once deserved the 
but never in a fou/ manner. 
Cambridge sausages at Christmas. 





only indefinitely post poned 
being cork-screwed down 
t his ‘* Paddy up. 


is not ** bottled up,” he ha 
Perhaps he’ afraid of 
par ’’ is not written t 


Mr. PARNEL! 
his visit to Cork. 


whil This $$ 











THE TERRORIST. 





See letter from a Fenian in the Stasd@an?—‘* You are very lucky in escaping by 
refusing to .our party. IT wish 1 had taken your advice, and never joined _— 
Every one is watching the other. . . . | would give worlds to be out of it. My 
old friend, it's a dreadtul life, frightened of your greatest friend . . It is cruel 

id very cruel, tyranny. Whenonce you have taken the oath, then you have virtually 
urrendered your liberty. If Lam once out of this I will be a bad, and a d—— bad, 
Irishman before T will be thought a good one by giving up my liberty,” &c. 

a 
¢ —, 
| 

, 
a 
he“ / 
Seeds) / 
“« 
\ 
. 
ise jabers ! the knell of the Saxon is tolled, 
lor sure T’m a member; I’m duly enrolled ; 
The British will live in a terrible scare 
For fear of my blowing ’em into the air. 
Why, tyrants of even the highest degree 
Will visibly pale at the mention of me: 
y | ’ 
And the haughtiest, boldest, and tirmest they mak 
Will fancy I’m coming, and palpably quake. 
, Db?) j i 
The Londoner’s tlesh will incessantly creep : 
j I 
The villain will never be able to ste |, 
For fear the Invincible ‘s putting a stor 
Qf dynamite cartridges under the tloor ; 
is figure wi roop in irresolute cury 
His figu lh cl hut : 
bor panic protracted will shatter his nerves: 
He'll start at a whistle, a ring, or a bark ; 
Hie ‘l) sutier from ** horrors” and scream in the dark ; 


A ring at the bell or the timidest knoc! 
Will give him a thrilling electrical shock ; 
He'll run toa hole like a terrified rat 

And fancy (;ood gracious ! whatever is 


that 


! Don't answer him, pray: 


Way! 


I knew it—the postman 
I {wow it’s an ‘Sorder” to call me a 
I’m perfectly certain I'll go in a fit 
Suppose it’s a murder I’ve got to commit ! 


Supposing it’s--—How he continues to stay, 
That man in the overcoat over the way ! 

I’m sure he’s deputed (as sure as can be) 

’y one of the heads as a spy upon me, 


Supposing they ‘ve ‘‘drawn”’ him, as one i hand 
Deputed to ‘: that a knife in his han 

No, no, it’s a pistol. Just notice he to 

A thing from his pocket ; he’s loading it, look. 


The Brotherhood ’s given to poison. Oh, deat 
I’m certain the taste of this whisky is queer ; 

I know th y could easily ‘*treat’ nad *“arranve 
My victuals. I fancy this water is strange. 


I ‘ve fancied O'Kafterty ’s strangely polite 

And w/y is he coming to see me to-night 

He’s been in the habit of coming; but still 
Hfe’s—not that he bears me the slightest ill will. 


And why did O'Kelly on leaving me stand 
Some moments, repeatedly shaking my hand ? 
I know it’s his 4a/it (he often will press 

Your hand for ten minutes), but nevertheless 


Supposing that-—-what if—supposing my gore 

I WOW I Ih SUSPEt ted of ——=_ VV ho ’s at the door f 
I 

_begorra ! supposing they tried 

vill become of me? were shall 


(,00d heavens! 
To—— Wiat 


I hide ? 





lon't like. —‘* Mardi” (Mahdi). 
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Day in the 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEK. 


SET TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 


No. 19.—A SONG WHICH GOFS—GAY-LY. 
Airn— Black-Eyed Susan.” 
LL near the fire 
our chair 1s 
on moor’d, 
a ~ The papers 
io. I" ©) folded to our 
» | ~ , mind, 
% , ~~. 
é) A steaming jorum 
- y 
TINT MT on the board. 
e hy (| if } = 1} | Hilt ; : 
~ TTT TT mi “nn ‘*Now, where 
? a | ie” ap Maniac " shall we the 
: ii il ‘latest’ find ? 
; y, wy ere | 





tT) yj Tellme, ye jovia 
Sea TTT -rs,tell me 
eS UTE Ut papers, ten me 
Yar Tin bhi true, 
TG ST Wat is there in 
| ORR, th restless 
\ETUTACTHRART WC LUD RTT TTT TH 


4on world that’s 
Nine ovary pe ii 


¥ A H pty new ? ws 
ey ry 1 TES EEEE FE ee é 
BS iH y j Hat Wd Ilere’s France 


























— and China 
day by day 
Are drifting 
closer on t 

wal 





r 
> 
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»> Can 


; the wise one wil 


’s for ? 


And wher 
Ile knows exactly what it 
But sweet content in this reflection lies, 


dad | 


The Duchess and the Duke of C, 
(That’s Connaught, as you ‘Il sharply guess) 
In India appear to be 
An unequivocal success ; 
Another secretary see abscond 
Ton his home ‘‘ across the herring-pond.” 


‘ 


Irance that does it, soit must be wise 


Then some one got mixed up with Dates, 
Although he’s proved himself no fool ; 
\We’re not quite clear (but, bless the fates ! 
Dates alway chool) 
What this was all about, nor is it plain 
To us exactly what the chap will gain. 


bothe red us at 


We’ve also had what’s called ‘f A most 
I-xte’ordinary case of will ;” 
Although this will supply no boast 
To those who would weird thoughts instil 
In folks of spirit-u-a-/7s/-ic bent, 


i ~ . 
‘Tis but a case of will—and testament, 


/ 


The wages in the cotton trade 
Are open to disp ie. it seems 3 

The York election, we ’re afraid, 
Idid not quite realize our dreams ; 

\ gay centenary, out *f New York way,” 

They celebrate, ‘f vacuation Day.” 


The cheery ‘* Biglow ” has become 
‘Lord Rector of St. Andrews” hight ; 
Birds, at Cambridge, was a rum 
And highly entertaining sight ; 
And Weston’s gone upon a temp’rance tour 
He has our warmest syfa//iy, we’re sure. 
They ’ve caught a ‘‘dynamiter’’? whom 
The German kmbassy annoys 
We'd rather have that party’s reom 
Than all his company, my boys ; 
The King of whom gay France made such a fuss 
Will not unlikely come and visit us. 


(G00 | bye tO Warden and good bye 
To Watters, hi companion fit ; 
FUN sees them go without a sigh, 
Nay, with a smile, he may admit : 
And this is all our news, you ‘ll understand ; 
‘* Farewell,” we cry, and wave our lily hand, 








GARDENF! LOVE SONG.—* Does thy heart beetroot O me?” 





CHEERERS. 


(THE following assorted specimen items of intelligence are recom 
mended to the notice of the down-hearted, the pessimistic, and the 
hypochondriacal, as calculated to 
comfort and reassure by their 
intrinsic evidences of the advan- 
tage of living in a civilized coun- 
try and the general justice and 
equity of oursurroundings. They 
will also be found invaluable in 
backing up the opinions of the 
optimist. ) 

LOCAL NON-OPTION. 

LITTLE BULLYFORD.—Messrs. 
srown, Jones, and Robinson held 
a triumphal banquet last evening 
in honour of the success which 
has, after long exertion, at length 
crowned their efforts to prevent 
Messrs. Smith and Green drinking 
the liquor that they (Messrs. 
S. and G.) prefer. 

seing in a majority ot one, they 
have at last succeeded in closing 
the ‘ Pear and leewit,” for many 
years the house of call of Messrs. 
Smith and Green, who are now 
wandering dismally round the 
pump. Thelandlord of the house 

ruined, 

It appears that Mr. Drown can- 
not touch stout and bitter, while 
Mr. Jones has a personal aversion 
to threes of Scotch cold, and Mr, 
Kobinson would not touch brown 
sherry for a five-pound note. Under these circumstances, Mr. brown 
was at first in favour of permitting the minority to drink anything except 
stout and bitter, while Messrs. Jones and Robinson proposed merely to 
prohibit threes of Scotch cold and brown sherry respectively. 

After some warm discussion, however, it was decided to prohibit @// 
drinks except toast and water (Mr. Brown’s fancy), sugar and water 
(Mr. Jones’s choice), and plain water (Mr. Robinson’s nomination), 
They have therefore applied for an order to prevent the sale of lime- 
juice and raspberry-vinegar by the grocer, in view of the possibility of 
the minority’s procuring supplies of those articles from that source. 
Triumphal arches have been erected by the majority. 











, t ‘ * k 
LItTLE BuULLYFORD.—Two_ respectably-dressed persons, named 
Smith and Green, have appeared to a summons charging them with un- 
lawfully attempting to cut off the supply of drinking water from Messrs. 
grown, Jones, and Robinson, It appears that the man Smith obtained 
the turncock’s key, and turned off the water at the main, while the 
defendant Green removed the filters from the houses of the prosecutors 
They are further charged with obstructing the carriage of sugar to the 
prosecutors by stopping the grocer’s boy; and further, with bribing Mr. 
Brown's cook to refuse to assist in the manufacture of toast. In defence, 
it was stated that the defendants had only taken the law into their own | 
hands after repeated and unsuccessful attempts to prevent the drinking | 
of toast and water, sugar and water, and plain water, by the prosecutors. 
The magistrate, however, while severely commenting on the bad feeling 
and intolerance displayed by the prisoners in attempting to interfere 
with other persons in their choice of drinks, sentenced them to three 
months’ each, with hard labour. The decision is considered highly 
satisfactory as upholding the principles of individual liberty. 
. + . * + * 

BALLYBLAGGARD,— A determined attack has been made by Moon- 
lighters on the house of a farmer. The party, after ferociously mal- 
treating and nearly killing the farmer’s family, and totally destroying his 
house and furniture, waylaid him as he returned home. He, however, 
defended himself with stones, one of which severely wounded one of his 
assailants. The farmer has been arrested, and is awaiting his trial in 
Ballyblaggard Jail, bail having been refused. 





The School Board for London have decided to ask for powers to raise 
the rates payable in respect of that institution to fifty shillings in the 
pound, such an increase being necessary in order to meet the expense | 
involved in covering the exterior of the Board schools throughout the | 
country with plates of gold. It has also been proposed to set the chim- 
neypots with diamonds, but this course is not yet decided upon. Mr. 
said that the School Board rates were at present ridiculously low, 
and that the public were anxious to pay a hundred shillings in the 
pound—an opinion which was warmly endorsed. 
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Saved from their Sires. 
Mr. J. A. Bright advocates compulsory removal of children from th 
custody of parents reported unfit to rear them. Q lite so: but ther 
another side to the question. 
Go forth, my Poor Law moralist ; 
Go forth, my School Board dogmatist, 
With trenchant and iron wrist, 
Take every babe who toddles 
In ways wherein they should not go, 
Kecause their pa’s and ma’s are low, 
And teach them things, and make them grow 
Up edifying models. 


But why confirm your pious zeal 

To guarding common children’s weal ? 

Don’t bank directors sometimes steal ? 
Don’t dukes take too much toddy? 

A savage cynic’s mind it strikes, 

Nobdom like Snobdom bad things likes ; 

ltedeem the brats of William Sikes 


With kids of Lord Tom Noddy. 


Oh, snatch from wicked princes’ arms 
Their cherubs brought up to see charms 
In wild war's murderous alarms, 

And hand them to the Quakers. 
And, oh! above all, never let 
A tiddy-iddy precious pet 
Learn how to gamble and to bet 

With sires who are bookmakers. 








For why, delivered from their dads 
Should only costermongers, cads, 
Be purified, to please the Rads, 
To reach a sweet and sere age ? 
See that the earl’s babe flies no kite; 
Dont let the viscount’s kid get ‘‘ tight ;”’ 
Be fair, whate’er you does, young Bright — 
Reform the infant peerage. 
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THE RACK-RENTER’S DREAM. 
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Lo! here are three pictures :—A rookery, one, 
Where together poor creatures crowd, 

Deprived both of air and the light of the sun— 
Their spirits with squalor bowed. 

What relief can some of these hope for? None tc , | 
Till they sleep in the pauper’s shrou 1! To starve, and despair, and we 


Iie dreams that, anon, there will be a raid 
By the Fairy who comes in view ; 
And then the rack-renter becomes afraic| 
He wrings from the poor, who cre: p m That his avarice he may rue— 
That into bright homes will his styes be made, 


Into his dens (so disgusting to see), 
° ' 
p! And his dream will, ere long, come true! 


The next is the rack-renting landlord. // 
In a cosy hed can sleep, . 
And pamper himself with the / 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


pLHERE is probably no very length- 
ened career in prospect for the 
waz curious production called 7% 
Spider’s Web, with which the 
Olympic has reopened. To see 
so many actors and actresses of 
repute and capability struggling 
(poor flies!) hopelessly in its 
meshes is a sight which would be 
more painful were their speedy 
release a matter of less certainty. 
The inconsistencies and incon- 
gruities of the piece are something 
wonderful. It is obviously the 
work of a practised dramatist, for 
none but a practised dramatist 
would have known the exact 
places in which to go wrong with 
Tue Orvmric.—Miss Atma Murray as such bland determination ; but it 
- ceen, a gua MUKRAY-TORIOUS is just a question whether that is 
a useful exercise of knowledge. 
The principal character is de- 
‘scribed as an artful, wily, get-you-into-his-toils, suck-you-dry, spider 
| sort of character. The first definite specimen we have of this gentle- 
man’s exceeding wiliness is an embezzlement of so deeply artful a nature 
_that an apparently careless young landowner has discovered it almost 
without trying; he has, moreover, committed forgery of a similarly 
subtle character, and, with a snaky acuteness of almost fiendish depth, 
has carefully placed written proofs of his crime in the hands of the in- 
jured party. Not satisfied, however, with having thus, with spider- 
like ingenuity, placed himself well within grasp of the law, he gives 
further proofs of his exceeding sagacity by shooting the holder of the 
proofs: and 
with thissome- 
what serious 
matter on his 
mind, indulg- 
ing in a comic 
flirtation with 
a young lady 
to whose ra- 
ther transpa 
rent wiles he 
falls a victim 
with a_ readi- 
ness only pos- 
sible in a na- 
ture of super- bur Oryvetc—'* Tur Spiper anno Tur Fry 
human shrewd- WHICH IS WHICH ? 
ness. But the 
crowning proof of his unearthly cunning comes when, for no apparent 
reason (but that’s where he’s so sly, you never cam see his reasons !) he 
recites a list of his crimes to the recumbent and apparently sleeping form 
of one of his victims. Further evidence of his wily powers of conceal- 
ment occurs in the last act, where we suddenly discover—never having 
| had a hint of it before—that he has enjoyed the reputation of being a 
| ‘*good man,” get hints of a chapel, and see him gloat lovingly over 
, embezzled ‘* building society money”! In this act, which is a carnival 
| of locking doors without effect, and tearing leaves out of account books, 
i he writes a full confession of his crimes, disgorges his ill-gotten gains to 
the owners as 
they appear in 
rotation, and 
commits mur- 
der as an ap- 
propriate wili- 




















And with awful erudition he will wander wide and far, 


ness with 
which to finish. 


The other 
characters 
show traces 
here and there 
of the master 
hand ~~ which 
| Tur O:yavic.—“ Tur Spar xp THE Fry ’=no orrstion gave Vitality to 
AS TO WHICH IS WHICH THIS TIME. this great con- 
ae , ception, but 
they cannot compete with it for completeness—the old gentleman with 
i novel ideas of his rights as a papa, the up-to-now reasonably good young 
nan who suddenly becomes uncompromisingly wicked, the pert and 

rentous tiger the forward young lady with the sealing-wax lips, all, 








j 


all pale before the grandeur of the central figure. Mr. G. W. Anson, 
Mr, J. F. Younge, Mr. Phillip Back, Mr. C. W. Somerset, Miss Alma 
Murray, and Miss Laura Linden all prove themselves artists of ability, 
with materials yielding small return for their loyal efforts. ; 
Mr. Edward Compton has *‘ came to town,” bringing with him the 
company with which for three ye:ws ar more he has been travelling in 
the provinces and presenting the ) 
masterpieces of old English co- 
medy. Ina modest address to the 
public which somewhat disarms 
criticism, Mr. Compton only 
claims for himself—and hardly 
claims that—to be starting on the 
road to a full appreciation of the 
characters he portrays. The part 
of Jack Rover in /¥’7/d Oats, which 
was chosen as the opening piece, 
exhibits him as decidedly “‘stagey”’ 
in style, and as possessed of a per- 
haps not exactly displeasing self- 
confidence ; its main faults are the 
quite mistaken method adopted in 
the delivery of the ‘‘ quotations ” 
—which nobody could mistake for 
anything else as Mr. Compton Vir Sre\vv.- A Rover Returnven. 
gives them, and to which, there- 
fore, the explanatory word is superfluous—and a general want of variety ; 
beyond this there is no reason he should not develop into a good actor. 
Mrs. Compton (sometime Miss Virginia Bateman) made a somewhat 
colourless Lady Amaranth, too conscious of the audience, Mr. J. 5. 
Blythe was a sturdy and characteristic, if rather over-accentuated, Dory, 
and Mr. Lewis Ball and Miss Sylvia Hodson (particularly the lady) 
acquit themselves well. The remainder of the cast was of but small 
account. Miss Clara Cowper, of whom I got a glimpse in the tail end 
of the first piece, seems to have some conception of pathetic expression. 











To a ‘full house’ Mr. John L. Child gave the first of a series of four 
recitals at St. George’s Hall on the 4th inst. As I remarked in my 
comments upon Mr, Child’s performance last year, his strong point is 
pathos, and some of the scenes from Ham/et given on this occasion ex- 
emplified this in no small degree, although, perhaps, the best effort of 
the evening from an artistic point of view was the telling and touching 
rendering of the latter part of Tennyson’s Foch Arden. A Night with 
a Stork, and Bob Sazvycr’s Party, were given with some sense of humour, 
however,’nor could Mr. Child reasonably complain of the appreciation 
they met with. The next recital, Dickens’s C/ristmas Caro/, take: 
place on the 8th prox. 

All about the re-opening of the Alhambra next week. 

NesTOR. 








Vincent Victor. 


‘“* Mr. Howard Vincent, in his report on the Criminal Investigation Department, 
states that London, with a territory of nearly 700 square miles, inhabited by a popu- 
lation barely less than +¢,000,000, is the safest capital for life and property in th: 
world.” 


Low STREET runner, if you run back in a new ethereal shape, 
In tight pantaloons of vapour and a cloud that looks a cape, 
What a shock your shadow system, ante-Peelers of old time, 
Will experience on seeing the zezv conqueror of crime, 


Gentle name, and mien, and manner, collar painfully erect 
And correct, he sits discoursing on the true way to detect ; 


From the Zaptiehs to the sbirri, and from sbirri to mouchards. 


He has essays upon burgling, where he airs a dainty wit, 
On revolvers of his Roberts, and Bill Sikes’s centrebit ; 
He will scalp the toughest scoundrel of the very hardest breed, 
And describe the mental process that impelled him to the deed. 


And when leaving for Park Lane the dark delights of Scotland Yard, 
He disports himself at dinner with the gartered and the starred ; 
He’s so winsome that you wonder what can Murder be about, 

That she ever when he calls can find it in her to be out. 


And we make the statement freely with a confidence sublime, 
Never was a land protected like our own land against crime; 
Nowhere life ’s in greater safety, nowhere money ’s more secure, 
Though we number some five millions—and a few are rather poor ! 


But it’s odd, on leaving dinner, to remark at the host’s gates 
That the garters are all guarded, and the stars all wear breastplates ; 
To be blown up in your train—the one train yet not bullet-proof— 





And to find your villa burgled from the basement to the roof. 




















—_ ~ 


ore 


tT! 











































DECEMBER 12, 1883. 








Our Poet-Peer. 


“Jt is said that Mr. Tennyson will shortly be raised to the 
peerage.”"— Daily Paper. 


‘© A, T., you'll be a peer, a peer ! 

Oh, let the news flash through the town, 
And let not any look severe 

Or grudge you ‘* Upper House” renown ; 
You ve held your course by bardic force, 

And all your lays (like mine) have worth— 
That ’s why you ’ll get a coronet, 

And drop into a titled ** berth.’ 


Yes, Alfred, as a peer, a peer, 
You ‘Il sit in old St. Stephen's Hall, 
And lots of things you ’ll see, I fear, 
To fill your poet soul with gall ; 
Howe’er it be, you’ll find, A. T., 
That every Bill of any good 
Is met by peers with gibes and sneers, 
All in a mutilating mood. 








Yea, you will rank among those peers 
Who will (so says Claud Hamilton 
And Cockles) soothe the nation’s fears, 
And ruin Gladstone’s game anon ; 
Then for these peers’ pet pranks prepare, | 
They have of mental gifts a dearth— 
lull many a head is vacant there, 
And brains less known than pride of birth. 


We must wake and cheer him early, we must cheer our 
Alfred dear, 

Jor it will be a glorious time when he is made a peer: 

When he is made a peer, brothers, we all should shout 

** Hooray !” 

For we may yet be served the same—I only say we may. ‘ 


And doubtless great Lord Tennyson, with eloquence subliine, 
Will speak most moving speeches, all of course in flowing | 
rhyme ; : 

Hie ’ll doubtless even vote in verse, and who shall say him , 
























































nay? 
And we other bards’Il win titles yet—at least, I mean we 
Hida)’. 








Our Loss, not His. 
1) appears that Mr. Goschen has declined the Speakershi)) 


onerous nature of the duties, we should say he was anything 
but shortsighted. That he can see as far as most people, 
generally speaking, is eve/y probable, and of course he has 
always been regarded as a splendid speaker. 


on the ground of defective vision; but, considering the | TRADE ONCE, YOU KNOW. 
Old Caddicontbe.—‘* ANSER. 
Fitznob,—‘* ANSER ? 
(QUITE RIGHT, CADDICOMRE, PILL HIM. WE 
SELECT,” 





DRAWING THE LINE. 


Old Caddivombe( Retired Bone- Boiler),—* LOOK HERE, FITZNOB, WE MUS1 


PILL THIS MAN JONES Is PUTTING Up, THe Freitow’s iN TRADE. 
MusT KEEP THE CLUB SELECT.” 
Fitznob.—** DON’T SEE THAT MATTERS SO MUCH, YOU WERE IN 
WHAT’s Hts NAME?” 


He’s A TAILOR.” 
A Bic 


VUST 


BILL AGAINST ME. 
KEEP THRE CLUE 


THE Brure’s GOT 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ARRANGES SOME MORE 
AMERICAN TRIPS. 


Berore leaving America, Sir, I made arrangements on the most 
lavish scale for supplying that due succession of assorted British visitors 
to the States which the people over there, in their present mind, insist 
upon having. Messrs. Sues Wylde, Lord Coleridge, Matthew Arnold, 
H. Irving, Jumbo, and the rest of our various notables, have only created 
an Oliver Twistish longing for more, which I flatter myself I have 
arranged to satisfy. The Napoleon of Showmen has given me carte 
blanche,* and at once agreed to me hiring the Great Eastern for the 
purpose of sending over to him the latest social, political, and other novel- 
ties as they turn up. It is too early to speak positively of the sensation 
which is to immediately follow Irving; but I shall do my utmost to 
successfully complete the negotiations I have entered into with the 
Chairman of Committees in our Upper House, and should I succeed, the 
next novelty will most certainly be the House of Lords! 

I am trying to engage their Lordships for two months certain, with 
the option of extending the ee over a third month ; and should 
I do so, our House of Peers will go ex 6d/oc, with their woolsack, door- 
keepers, cross-benches, State robes, and, in short, all other indispen- 
sable properties. ! ” 

My notion is, in case our Upper House orms the fiéce de résistance (a 
most appropriate thing for our House of Lords ¢o form, by-the-bye), to 
engage some model vestrymen tu play the people in, so to speak, 
with their screaming farce of ‘* The Assessment Lunch, or Victuals and 
Vestrymen;” and should I only be able to induce the City Court of 
* By-the-bye, Sir, when you give a photographer carte é/anche as to your portraits, 
can he cell your “‘ cabinets ’?—V.E.-S.R.° 





Aldermen to cross the Atlantic and give their Full-Dress Variety Enter 
tainment to finish up the evening, the Napoleon of Showmen will have 
secured a bill which I think it would be very hard to beat. 

I may say, Sir, that I have no lack of material to choose from for sub- 
sequent American arrangements. I think of negotiating with Mr. Tracy 
Turnerelli (and his wreath), Mr. M. F. Tupper (who might not see his 
way to giving selections from ‘‘ Proverbial Philosophy” as a Stump 
Oration in burnt cork), Mr. Missionary Shaw (who would, I hope, appear 


| with his Indemnity), Mr. G. RK. Sims (who might ‘‘go on” in the 


| host of other prominent men, includin 


** Court” dress in which he visited ‘*‘ Horrible London”), Mr. J. Hol- 
lingshead (who could take over a troupe of real “‘ Mashers”), and a 
the Lord Mayor, Mr. Howard 


| Vincent, and Sir H. Thompson, with his new lecture on ‘‘ The In- 
| Conger-uities of Turtle Soup.” 


at great expense boug 


I think you will —, me on another of my notions. I have 

t up one of the most notorious “‘ rookeries” in 
London (the famous Collar Bone Court, Borough, S.E.), and this is to 
be taken to the States just as it stands, with a view to its reproduction 
in the sensational drama, How the Londoners Live, which is being 
written up specially to this court by an eminent dramatist. 

In the same play in which this rookery is to be produced (always 
provided the sanitary inspectors at the New York Custom House will 
pass it), I am doing my best to include another original and very striking 
picture of contemporary London life, viz., ‘‘the Interior of an Under- 


| ground Railway, first-class carriage, on the last night of the Fisheries 


Exhibition.” The chief difficulty is to get ‘‘ supers” of sufficient vitality 
to go through even one night’s performance in this suffocating 74/2, still, 
if I can only train them to bear up, I am sure the scene will cause enor- 
mous sensation in the States. 
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EXIGENCES OF THE FUTURE. 
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__ “ Now, you will let us make the nice new line under the Park, won't you Public, deary?” said a coaxing one. ‘‘Won’t hurt the Parka bit; in fact, although 
it’s ever so much more costly to make the line under the Park than under houses, as everybody knows, we make the sacrifice on purpose to actually improve the 
| Park. As for blow-holes—oh, dear, no!” And at his words PREScIENCE winked a strange wink at the EXIGENCES OF THE FUTURE. 





‘Well, yes ; we had to make just a blow-hole or two—increased traffic, you know, said the Exigences of the Future a little time after. Wouldn't have consented 


tf you had known this, eh? No—dessay not—he! he!” 
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PULLING DIFFERENT WAYE. 
(See Cartoon.) 


WHITHER away, my dear young friends? 
Whither away, oh, whither away ? 

What is the goal to which each of you tends? 
What are your objects, pray ? 

Are my own paces too slow or too fleet ? 


Will you not walk straight ahead down the street ? 


Do your directions diverge but to meet ? 
Tell me, now, whither away ? 


Pulling away on either side, 
Pulling away, oh, pulling away, 
Somehow you seem to have awkwardly tied 
Both of my hands to-day. 
One tugs my left with the whole of his might, 
T’ other one hauls just as hard at my right, 
Till I am getting exhausted, and quite 
Sick of your pulling away. 


Whither away, my nice young friends ? 
Whither away, oh, whither away ? 

Don’t be so rough on my brachial ends 
Now that I’m old and grey! 

Somebody mentioned a long while ago, 

This tttissineus in medio: 

Maybe I’m neither too fleet nor too slow ;— 

S’posing you come 7 way? 
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KNICKNACKS. 


TURKEY not being a strictly 
respectable country is often 
ignored by England, but at 
Christmas see how we Britishers 
try to make amends by perpe- 
trating all sorts of time- 
honoured jokes about her. Ai 
last the Turks have found this 
vut, and they weep and sorrow 
as they read our annual *§ Tur- 
Ley and sausage” Yuletide 
babble. "7 

VUISTAKES occur even in 
well regulated civic announce- 
ments. ‘* The Alderman Va- 
cancy” is one of them. We 
have always had a slumbering 
respect for aldermen until re- 
cently ; now we feel overawed at their unlearned ways, for a common 
professional man has proved to these dzsévess men that their real turtle 
soup is only conger eel broth. How the poor creatures worry along at 
ll, after this exposure is wondrous. 





THE Cremationists are still straining every nerve to get an outing, or 
rather an innings, for the cremator furnace. A ghastly account has been 
given about Captain Hanham’s baking. ‘‘The best Forest of Dean coal 
was used,” therefore the captain was well calcined. Had ‘‘ screened 
cobbles ”’ or ** smalls” been resorted to, there is no knowing what might 


have happened. 





coal-pits do not combine to push forward the cremation movement, ad 
vertise it well, and raise the price of coal for ever. 
ANTI-VACCINATIONISTS have been bristling in a startling manner at 
Leicester, Leicester famed for pork pies. After their vaccination riot 
was over porcine comestibles were freely consumed ; but we heard one 
piggy pie condemned by a buyer and his friend in this manner: 
**Waxine is bad, but ¢77ckyzzoses is wus; lucky we smelt it in time, ’Arry.”’ 


Ovuk most untruthful and expanding reporter reports: ‘fOn the twelfth 
stage of the great teetotal Weston’s journey he reached Leicester. ‘You 
limp,’ cried the natives. ‘And I slip, for I wear a slipper, as I’ve 
injured my heel,’ replied the pedestrian; ‘but I’m hungry -~ay 
clemmed.’ ‘Clammed! clam dried?’ cried an American roysterer ; 
‘bet we kin git yer another ten dozen oysters here.’ ‘Try a heel pie, 
old slipper,’ cried a cockney tout, who was subsequently quelled by the 
mob. ‘Sirs,’ said Weston, ‘ perhaps you are not aware of it, but s7zcy 
Romanus sum, hang your impudence! an’ when I’m in Leicester Square 
I cut pork pies, so why shouldn’t I have equal trust in them when I visit 
the place of their birth? why, oh, why?’ Having carefully watched the 
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' interfering cockney miscreant wrecked, Weston waved his lemon-coloured 
| cloves in the air, and sang pleasantly ‘In the Middlesex sutissimus ibis,’ 
| —‘which means,’ he added afterwards, ‘IT invariably walk in the centri 


of the road in a safe country.’” 

| THOUGH Mr. Commissioner Kerr recently remarked that ‘‘people who 
| go to Billingsgate must learn to be as sharp as the salesmen,” we are not 
| inclined to believe in the report booming around anent our call-a-spade- 
| a-spade Judge: viz., that all his money will go to found a school for the 
| 


culture of legal Billingsgate language. 





Mrs. HoGcuan, M.D., has expressed a hope that 20,000,000 Indian 
widows will be induced to come forward and receive medical training. 
We rejoice in frolics and vagaries of all kinds, but devotedly hope that 
20,000,000 Indian widows will not arrive too suddenly upon our shores 
to receive medical training; the U’7ted Kingdom is not made of India 
‘rubber, and might not stretch sufficiently to receive them. Oh, deary, 
| deary { what a cry out there would be too if Mrs. Hoggan’s pets found 
no room to *‘pig in”! we might have to send half of them over to 
Ireland. That island possibly would sink under the weight of Asiatic 
talent suddenly thrust upon it. Oh, deary, deary! how glad—we mean, 
| how sad—we should be if it were submerged ! 


| 





Mr. WALTFE WREN, writing toa daily paper, says that Lord Sali 


a 


|Lury ‘is beginning to be found out.’’ To the noble lord's supporters, 
| who have always considered him very much ‘*at home” in political 
| matter: this statement will be exceedingly heart-Wren-dis 


Now that coals are getting so dear, we wonder that the owners of 
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A CANDIDATE. 


MATILDA JANE, develop wings, 
Nor stay for bonnet nor ablution, 
But sally forth and purchase things 
Which undermine the constitution ; 
ich drugs as, being scarce the cause 
Of dissolution supervening, 
Are yet repugnant to the laws 
Of health, will come within my meaning. 


‘Tis good; I now am well embarked 
(pon my direful preparation ; 

Procure me now surroundings marked 
by most defective sanitation. 

J.ct noisome vapours rise around, 
And all engender grave suspicions 

Of ignorance the most profound 


> 


Of health’s unblinkable conditions. 


Yet wherefore seek the chemist, zw/y. 
With rich profusion open-handed 
Our food purveyors all supply 
The things my starting verse demanded ; 
Nor need the other things be sought 
With care and long perambulation 
A speculative builder wrought 
An eligible habitation. 


* 7 a . 


Well, thank you, Jane; my tongue to-day 
Is furred ; my pulse is beating madly ; 
I think I may distinctly say 
That, on the whole, I’m doing badly ; 
Those noxious matters I secured, 
\t length appear to be entailing 
K.esults decided and assured : 
I may describe myself as ‘ailing. 


Oh! nicely, thanks ; my pulses now 
Alternately retard and quicken ; 
The sourest sceptic must allow 
Chat 1’m at length about to “ sicken, 
fo-morrow morning may disclose 
Some mystic malady beginning 
Which none can rightly diagnose— 
\nd then I stand a chance of winning ! 


You ask me why my time is spent 

In getting poorly? Why it please 
\ly simple humour to invent 

(With view to catching) new diseas 
‘And I’m pursuing ” (I reply) 

‘* A course of conduct so terrific, 
To gain the guerdon offered by 

The vendors of a new specific.” 


They, having fixed their faith upon 
That only safe and certain curer, 
The ‘* Antiomnimorbicon, 
The Universal Life Insurer,” 
\Will pay ten thousand, down and sure, 
No credit, and directly-minute, 
lor any case it cannot cure— 
And I, Matilda, mean to win it. 





i to make to the Forger of Notes.—“ Fiver” 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEK. 
SET TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 
No, 20.—A SonG wHicn Gors—(Prince) HOARE WITH AGE. 
AlR—'‘* The Arethusa.” 


HEN come, you 
jolly readers 
bold, 

And list while I 
the news un- 
fold, 

Whichisat mosta 
fortnight old, 

Hurrah for the 
currentnews, 
sir! 

The coal trade’s 
half upon the 
strike, 

Though it may 
hold its hand 
belike; 

Yet workers in 
teel 

Most anxious 
feel, 

lor short of coal 
they ‘ll get no 
hre, 














And so roin work must needs retire, 
Which isn’t pleasant news, sir. 


The sale of Beckford Libraree 
Was ‘good enough” as you would see, 
ut papers (not your books) for me, 
Hurrah for the current news, sir! 
The Japanese (wise folks) have made 
some overtures to favour trade, 
Which foreigners they 
Should mect half-way; 
The warlike Rossmore now will cease 
Lo hold Commission of the Peace 
Hurrah for the current news, sir! 


( h, in the plan ; have all been sent 
Of the Opera House it’s their intent 
Shall grace Victoria mbankment- 
Or that is the current news, sir; 
Some one down in Berkshire, who 
Was digging, lately brought to view 
A villa of Koine 
Amid the loam ; 
And Dobbs, the ‘‘ water-fighter,” he 
Ilas won the the final victoree— 
Ilurrah for the current news, sir! 


It seems Alfonso, King of Spain, 
[s yoing visiting again— 
To see King Humbert, we ’d explain, 
Or so says the current news, sir; 
The y ve hissed the Viceroy, SO they SAY, 
At mewhere out in Indi-a@ 
They must be mobs 
Of wretched snobs! 
Although their conduct all the while 
Vrovokes the soft derisive smile: 
And that is the end of our news, sir. 





LOkD GEORGE ITAMILTON says that ‘* Lord Hartington speaks like 
a book.” So he does, but like a book fit for publication. We wish we 
could say as much for some of his contemporaries in the political world. 


Law is generally looked upon as a means ot dropping money, I be- 
lieve. But what a lucky man Mr. Toole is! Fancy! He’s got A 
Mint 0 Money out of Law! And he means to produce it shortly—in 


iact, he O yenerous, eve ry be “ly can have a share of it who chooses — 

hey nly got to yo and get it. 
So another Shakespearian quarrel has taken place, and Dr. Halliwell 
Phil t his temper But, “lawks a mussy!”’ it is not anything 
} Batter 66 } eke as.) 
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BURIED. 


IT turns out that ‘nearly every one of Mr. Chamberlain’s suggestions 
for the housing of the poor has already been adopted as part of the 
statute laws. It is an offence, punishable by fine, to own properties 
unfit for habitation. Local authorities may close properties unfit for 
habitation; they may acquire, at a fair market value, property in an 
improper or unhealthy condition,” &c. Then why isn’t the law in force? 
And what are we making all this hysterical fuss about ? 





SANE OBSERVER. Dear me, how you ave exerting yourselves! How 
you puff and blow! How your eyes start from your heads! How red 
your faces, and how damp your collars! 

First CirTizEN. Yes; we are straining every nerve to bring in a 
Member who will bring in a Bill for the Abolition of Dirt and Disease. 
I have stayed away from my business, and lost a thousand pounds, in 
order to vote for that Member. 

SECOND CiTIzEN. And I have travelled a thousand miles in order to 
vote for that Member. 

THIRD CITIZEN. And I have bought a piece of land at a thousand 
times its value in order to secure a vote to use in favour of this Member. 

CHORUS OF CITIZENS. But we are prepared to spend our all, and 
wear ourselves to the bone, if we can only secure the measure for the 
Abolition of Dirt and Disease. Hooray! 

SANE OBSERVER. Why are ye discussing so hotly, O ye Vestrymen ? 
and why do ye fling about more furniture than usual ? 

THE VESTRIES. We are straining every nerve to send deputations to 
the Home Secretary in favour of the Bill for the Abolition of Dirt and 
Disease. We are prepared to hurl every chair in the world to secure 
the passing of the Bill. Hooray! 

SANE OBSERVER. And you, O Metropolitan Board—and you, O City 
Commission, why do you prepare such voluminous reports, and refer 
back so assiduously to committee, and look so hot and eager ? 

MErROP. BOARD and CITY COMMISSIONERS, Weare straining every 
nerve to secure the passing of the Bill for the Abolition of Dirt and 
Disease. 7/at once secured, all is well. 

SANE OBSERVER. And why is the Government so violently ejected 
from the Treasury Benches, and its hat flung after it ? 

THE WHOLE CountTRY. It is kicked out for refusing to bring in the 
Bill for the Abolition of Dirt and Disease. The new Government is 
pledged to bring it in. It is the one thing wanting to cure everything. 
We will make amy sacrifice to obtain it. Hooray! 

SANE OBSERVER. Why these triumphal arches? Why does the public 
fall, weeping tears of joy, on the neck of the Government? Why do 
the Metropolitan Board tearfully embrace? 

EVERYBODY. All is joy; the Bill for the Abolition of Dirt and 
Disease has become law. It is the panacea, and all is now compassed. 
We desire nothing further. See, yonder imposing procession is bearing 
the new Law to deposit it in the safe custody of the Authorities Respon- 
sible for Carrying it Out. It is in the hands of the Authorities, and no- 
body need trouble any further. Hooray! 

SANE OBSERVER (@ short time after). Why are ye all in such dire per- 
plexity? Why do you discuss, puzzle, wonder, and addle your brains ? 

CITIZENS, VESTRIES, GOVERNMENT, Xc. We are puzzled how to 
deal with Dirt and Disease. We are in dreadful straits. Nobody 
knows what todo. Private philanthropy has done a good deal; local 
executives have done a very little; central executive doesn’t know 
whether it is on its head or its heels. Dirt and Disease are on the in- 
crease, and threaten to overwhelm us all; and there really seems to be 
no means of dealing with them. All sorts of plans have been suggested, 
tried, and proved failures. 

SANE ObsERVER. But where is the Law you passed for the Abolition 
of Dirt and Disease ? 

CRIMES. Eh? What? Did we—we quite orgot—where’s the 
Authority Entrusted with its Execution? Why, here it is, fast asleep! 


Here! Wake up! Where’s that Law tor the Abol——? 
AUTHORITY. Eh? Law? Oh, I thought you wouldn’t want it any 
more ; so I buried it, and it’s gone mouldy 


SANE OBSERVER. DEAR ME!! 
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Hot Water. 


A gentleman writes to the 7zames recommending hot water 


beve 
rage. It should be brought to table boiling, and drunk as hot as it ca 
be taken. 


2 
“aS si 


‘* FRIEND of my soul,” this goblet sip, 
’T is boiling water mere ; 
’T will blister throat, and tongue, and lip, 
But better ‘tis than beer, 
Wine, coffee, tea, or cream, 
To drink when thou hast dined ; 
So steep thy soul in steam, 
And health and comfort find. 


Come, gulp it down, —be not afraid 
To scald thyself, or soon, 
If only warm, it will not aid 
Digestion, and no boon 
Thy dinner can be made ; 
So screeching hot now pour 
It down thy throat, though flayed 
Thy vitals be and sore. 
Look Out! 
‘Twenty-six peers have entered into a mutual agreement that they 
will attend in their places in Parliament from the 1isth of July to the 
| 15th of September, if n or the purposes of carefully 


cessary, lor 
Thi rey 7 
Lk ally exainining whatever meas ad tou 


es may be submitt 
Lord y Paper. 





‘ nd Cri 
Hous { 


— he il 


Oli, courageous and self-sacrificing peers, 
lo give up thus your valuable time ! 
Such heroism really is sublime ; 


It causes joy and soothes the nation’s fear 


Let ’s greet their brave resolve with many cheers 
All common-sense reforms will now be foiled ; 
Nay, every useful measure will be spoiled ; 

When peers wake up, reform soon disappears, 





Not to be Dis-card-ed. 
THE Company of Makers of Playing Cards gave a grand 
dinner the other evening, and each promoter was ace-iduous 
and heart-y in club-bing together to make the affair pass off 
pleasantly. Several political personages dealt out speeches 
which were not dis-carded ; and although no Court cards, 
were present, the proceedings were pack-uliarly interesting, 
and the company seems to have had a lot of praises (s)pade to it. 





WHat the poor People do on a Sunday.—‘“ Give the 
butcher ‘ the cold shoulder.’” 


























QUITE TWO THIN. 


Flanagan.—‘' THIM’S THE THINNEST PAIR 
BARRIN’ WAN,” 

Lannigan,—‘* AN’ HOW THIN WAS HE, MIGHT I Ask?” 

Flanagan.-~—** BEGORRA, HE WAS AS THIN AS THE TWe 
TOGETHER,” 
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O’ GENTS I EVER SEEN, 
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OUR CATTLE SHOW. 






































Vayor Fou 





ler.—* Now, then, just you leave em alone. That's the 


Animal as wants stirring up 
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THE DEPRESSION IN TRADE. 
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‘* Itsh all owing to the Blue Ribbonsh 
Army.” 
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There 's too much Protection about for some 
People. 





‘‘A mer excuse, my dear, on the men’s part fo 
practising more meannesses, 





Money is too cheap 








‘It’s principally owing to Foreign Competition.’{ At least 
so Biddy the applewoman says. 














Works or Art of the most rare description have come 
to be a mere “ Drug” in the Market. 











NEW LEAVES. 

Tinsley’s Mavazine Christmas Number is a tale by Mr. LB. J. Fargeon, 
called ‘Little Make-Believe,” which reads as if it were all true. It 
displays power, humour, and pathos, and is profusely illustrated with 
praiseworthy designs by Miss Minnie Tinsley. 

‘* Father Christmas.’’—This year the story, ‘‘ The Man in the Moon,” 
is a capital one, written by Horace Lennard, and very humorously 
illustrated by George Cruickshank. The coloured print, ** Who Invited 
You?” will be a great favourite. 

Household Words Christmas Number has some dozen or so well-told 
stories, and a coloured plate of ** St. Paul’s in the Great Snow Storm of 
January, 1881.” . oh 

The Lark Christmas Supplement.—‘‘ The Lark” sings sweetly : its 
songs should be listened to by high and low, far and near, the object 
of its projector (W. C. Bennett) being *‘ to get poetry to the people.” 

Musical Monthly Christmas Double Number contains lots of good 
music, lots of information, and shows well for the future spirited conduct 
of the journal. 

‘¢ Beeton’s Christmas Annual ’’ (Ward and Lock) is made up of ‘fA 
Dead Town,” and other stories by popular authors, with numerous illus- 
trations. That this Annual has reached its twenty-fourth season is strong 
evidence of its permanent hold upon the public being well deserved. 

Christmas Cards (M. H. Nathan and Co.)—There are many very 
pretty cards in this parcel, deserving of having very pretty words said 
about them. Some are quite perfect. 





Christmas Cards (Phillip Brothers).—There are some charming things | 
amongst, these specimens—very charming. 

‘The Theatre Annual” (David Bogue) isa most laudable production. 
The splendid list of authors guarantees the brilliancy of the *‘ stories, 
reminiscences, and verses,” while the ‘‘eight portraits of favourite 
actresses” successfully rival, in beauty and refinement (and that is saying 
much), the most remarkable illustrations in the best American magazines. 

From Raphael Tuck and Sons we have ‘‘ The Tablets of the Heart,” 
an extensive collection of ‘‘ Poems, Khymes, ard Aphorisms.” They 
cover a wide variety of subject, ‘* Christmas, New Year, Easter, Birth- 
day, Friendship, Love, Marriage, Birth, and Bereavement.”? They have 
been well selected and arranged by the Rev. Frederick Langbridge, M.A., 
whose acquaintance with and appreciation of the best poets seems to be 
without limit. They are accompanied by ten highly-finished coloured 
plates. Also we have ‘‘ The Adventure of Captain Valentine Pimple,” 
a book with very amusing illustrations to very indifferent verse. And 
we have Messrs. Tuck and Sons’ extensive samples of ‘¢ Christmas and 
New Year’s Cards.”’ It is impossible to give these cards the ‘‘ expanded’? | 
notice they deserve, when there are in all over three hundred and fifty | 
complete sets, representing over one thousand two hundred distinct 
designs. Suffice it to say their variety is almost endless, that there is, 
great play of fancy in the selection of subject, much simplicity and 
delicacy, and considerable artistic merit, in the treatment ; and in some, | 
talent of a high order. The keenest appetite for these things can easily | 
be satisfied by having a good ‘‘ Tuck” in. 

















ret 
1Ous 













RYS | 
COD LIVER OIL 


| Atl/4, 2/6, 4/9, and 9/-, Sold Everywhere. 




















Cadbury 
#8: Gocoa 


Cocoa thickens in the 
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cup, it proves the ad. 
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See the party who fancies a steed, There are persons who fancy, forsvoth, 
rr . js ‘ - 1 


We live in a fanciful age— | 
As you i] see by the sketches above— | Which he fancies, if backed, will bring pelf; ; They can act, play, skate, warble, or waltz ; 
Note the pair at the top of the page, | Note the poor wretch who fancies a feed, There i I UN too, who fancies (with truth) 
Whose fancy 1s, happily, love! And the beauty who fancies /erse//. That his readers and he hz 10 faults ! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
Mr. GEeorGE R. SiMs, in his new piece at the Alhambra, has been 
content to follow, in the main, the 
ordinary lines of the fairy spec- 
tacles identified with the old house. 
Ife does not appear to have wor- 
ried himself greatly about the dia- 
logue (for which he may be ex- 
cused, seeing the inevitable fate 
of inaudibility to which about two- 
thirds of spoken words at this 
house are subject), although he 
gives us a touch of his quality in 
an irresistibly comic scene sup- 
posed to take place in the late 
Fisheries Exhibition. There are, 
however, several points in the 
course of the story where the 
author’s individuality becomes 
manifest, and his songs have the 
point and finish that might be ex- 
pected from so practised a hand : 
the ballets, too (the result, I be- 
lieve, of Mr. Sims’ own care), have a connection with the story, in one 
instance—that of the 
clever and fanciful 
i storm ballet — work- 
ing out an important 
and leading incident. 
Of Mr. Clay’s music 
[ am not able to speak 
sO favourably as many 








ALHAMERA.—‘*' CHECK” FROM THE 


WHiTe QuEEN. 


T'sst 





(probably better 
judges) have done ; 


to me it appears to 
belong to a strongly 
reminiscent school, 
with an_ occasional 
oasis of originality, 
such as ‘* The Last 
Good-bye,”  ** The 
Fisher Folks’ Cho- Th 
rus,” and some of the 

songs sung by Miss Loseby ; though there is some sound work (this is 
not a pun) in parts not usually attracting much 
attention from a general audience. The 
scenery is of a high class, with a dexterous 
system of changing; and the dresses both 
handsome and in excellent taste. 





KING. 


ALHAMBRA.—“‘ CHECK * TO THE 


The Alhambra sfécra/i?té—the ballet—falls 
nothing short of its quondam standard. A 
pretty pastoral dance, a rollicking evsemdle 
hornpipe, the striking storm and sunshine 
ballet already alluded to (in which do not 
omit to notice the ‘f rainbow” figures in the 
background), and a graceful ‘‘festival ballet,” 
with the clever if somewhat athletic Mlle. 
Pertoldi and the graceful Mlle. Consuello de 
la Bruyere (to say nothing of their able lieu- 
tenants, Miss T. Elliot and Mlles. Sismondi 
and Louie), to look after the *‘ "it can- 
not be said that this department has not re- 
ceived due attention. That admirable come 
dian, Mr. J. G. Taylor (in conjunction with equally funny Mics Sallie 
Turner) has charge of the principal 
humours of the piece ; and the names 
of Miss Constance Loseby, Miss Marion 
IIood (much improved, and in good 
voice), Miss Adelaide Newton, Mr. 
Fred Mervin, and Mr. Aynsley Cooke 
are sufficient guarantee for the good 
treatment the musical portion receives. 
Mr. F. Gaillard sings fairly also, Mr. 
Wilfred Esmond has a pretty voice, 
and Miss Irene Verona is very bright 
and merry, and pleasant to look upon. 


Si los,’ 














The new house, though greatly im- 
| proved in arrangement, does not c 
trast altogether favourably with the old 
building ; there is something ** raw ” in 
arance of the decoration, and 1D 
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one misses the rows of small lamps which were so eff:ctive a part of the 
former house. A fierce hurricane, laden—not with all the spices, but 
with all the ices of the east—swept continuously and cuttingly across 
the stalls for the three mortal hours I sat there, and no one would 
(or perhaps could) prevent it; sealskin headgear, turned-up collars, 
ulsters a foot thick, eider-down rugs and foot-warmers would therefore 
appear to be de s7geur, or at any rate necessary, for visitors to that part 
of the house—unless a curtain or two? eh? 








Claudian, the new play at the Princess’s, and the latest variation of 
the Wandering Jew legend, has faults. Nothing could be finer, more 
symmetrical, or 
more dramatic 
than the Pro- 
logue. The 
grip is firm and 
true; but the 
premises there 
laid down 
(which are not 
to be confused 
with the ‘‘ pre- 
mises” ‘* laid 
down” by the 
earthquake in 
the second act) 
are too thin and 
slight to bear 


the three acts ; 
which follow. Practically we know all that will happen to Claudian 


before the play begins, and the loves of Agazil and Almida do not arouse 
sufficient interest to give vitality in that direction—nor, indeed, should 
they, for that would change the centre of interest, which is kad art. The 
character of Claudian, in short, is a beautiful study, full of poetic grace; 
but his story is not dramatic, except at two points, its commencement 
and its finish. It seems to jar upon me, too, that Almida should love 
him in the way she does: it seems to degrade the story with a tinge of 2 
vulgar witch-glamour. I am strengthened in this opinion by Miss East- 
lakes’s performance of the part. Her first slight scene with the Tetrarch 
is quietly skilful, and her love scene with Agazil is a deliciously fresh 
and truthful piece of quasi-serious 
comedy; but from the moment 
she falls under the spell, her acting 
has no strength or point, as though 
her sensitiveness found nothing 
tangible to lay hold of. Finally, 
the death scene is too prolonged. 





THe Princess’s.—THE Ho_ty CLEMENT AND THE not 
WHCLLY CLEMENT ! 





In spite of all this, C/azdzazz is 
a play which should live long, and 
whose memory should live longer. 
Mr. Herman has conceived a beau- 
tiful story, Mr. Wills has couched it 
in language worthy of himself at his 
best (higher praise I know not), 
and Mr. Barrett, besides embodying 
the principal character with con- 
sistent power, has placed the piece 
upon the stage with a complete- 
ness that need stand in no fear of 
rivalry, and which will delight the 
souls of the artist, the scholar, and 
the antiquarian alike. The setting abounds in interest, all sorts of little 
revelations and reminders of the *‘ habits and customs of ancient times” 
keep cropping up until you feel quite learned and archvlogical, and go 
home and bother your wife about it till she’s nearly mad. Mr. Barrett 
may also pride himself upon his ‘‘ sensation scene ;"’ 7/ belongs to the story, 
and is besides about as effective a bit of stage realism as I ’ve ever seen. 























THE PRINCE 
HER CELEBRATED IMITATION OF JAKES 
In The Stlver Nine. 


ss's.—Miuss EASTLAKE IN 





The production of Pygmad/ion and Galutea at the Lyceum shows Miss 
Anderson to better advantage than anything she has yet done in Eng- 
land. Physically, Miss Anderson is, of course, an ideal Galatea, and 
her power of assuming an apparently endless variety of eminently grace- 
ful attitudes gives a character to the performance extremely interesting 
and thoroughly legitimate. She shows considerable appreciation of the 
various points of the character too, and although she cannot touch the 
pathos—the deep tone of voice she once or twice assumes is almost 
ludicrous—the ligh‘er scenes were played with excellent point and skill. 
The cast is one of all round cleverness, and in the accessories and genera! 
bearing of the characters the classic spirit is well kept up. 

NESTOR, 
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PARTI-COLOURED. 


Young Lady.—‘* OH, I ADORE THESE SOCIAL GATHERINGS! / THINK THEY HELP TO RULE SOCIETY.’ 


J 


ffe.—‘' AH, I SEE, YOU ARE A BELIEVER, THEN, IN GOVERNMENT BY *PARTY.’” 


[She as rich, and he wishes he were an eligible parti. 


























A Song for Christmas. 


OLD Christmas now comes round again, 
With all his pomp and merry train, 
With laughing eyes, and cheery voice that makes the welkin ring. 
Though icicles hang round his brow, 
And snow-flakes may be falling now, 
We ’ll tune our voice to caroll'ng and cheerily we ‘ll sing. 


Tho’ Christmas, with his merry cheer, 
Comes oft when days are dark and drear, 
With crystal snow-flakes resting on his coat and matted hair; 
While all without is storm and cold, 
And flocks are crouching in the fold, 
While poor folks shiver, thinly clad, and scanty be their fare. 


Well bring the bowl and fill the glass, 
And give a toast to lad and lass, 
While in the jocund dance and reel the tripping footsteps fling ; 
With sportive games make glad the day, 
For fleeting fly the hours away 
That Christmas-time with all its love and jollity may bring. 


And pile the yule-log on the hearth, 
And make it blaze in crackling mirth, 
While all the lads and lasses here do gather round the board : 
The mistletoe they shall not miss, 
But. laughing, give the looked-for kiss, 
And cull the joys that youth may claim and Christmas-time accord, 


Without, we see the frost and mire ; 
Within, we have the glowing fire, 
And all that gives to joyous life what happy work can bring ; 
Without are those who crouch with cold 
And misery that can ne’er be told, 
And hearts that never hear the gladsome voice of plenty sing. 





So while we joy with jest and song, 
Stretch out a hand to help along 
The hungry and the lowly that are crowding at our door ; 
Give food and drink, that all may share 
Some largess of our Christmas fare, 
And make sad wailing hearts rejoice among the suft’ring poor. 





NEW LEAVES. 

The Century and St. Nicholas are both replete with work as refined 
and beautiful as work can be. 

Macmillan’s, with other very noteworthy articles, has one on ‘f Genius 
and Versatility,” and its instalment of ‘‘ The Wizard’s Son.” 

The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy’s Own Paper, Girls Own 
Paper, and Family Greetings, are all very good, and the Christmas 
Number of the Boy's Own Paper deserves especial mention. 

The Theatre.—The portraits this month are of Miss Kate Santley 
and Mr. J. H. Barnes. There is also ‘‘ Claire Earne tine : a Story of 
the Stage,” by H. Scott Drew, and *‘Salvini on Shakespeare,” amongst 
other interesting literary matter. 

Christmas Cards, W. G. Wallis (Meissner and Buch).—If we cannot 
say more in praise of these than of others, we can say as much ~they 
well deserve it. 

Christmas Cosaques.—Those ‘‘sent out” by G. Sparagnapane and 
Co. will ‘‘ come in” for their share of admiration. 

‘Christmas and New Year’s Cards” (Harding). —A serics of ‘‘ Twelve 
Special Originalities,” and ‘‘ Original Hunting Subjects,” certainly possess 
the merit of being amusing. 

‘ Rimmel’s Comical Little Pickles,” very amusingly illustrated, and 
‘©E, Rimmel’s Almanac—Oriental Flowers” (E. Rimme}), are two of 
those deliciously scented little ‘‘ pocket almanacs ” which invariably , 
make their welcome appearance at this season. 

‘‘The Horticultural Directory ” (Journal of Horticulture).-—\ aluable 
as a book of reference for horticulturists. 
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A GAME OF DRAUGHTS. 
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Iv was the Christmas recess. The merry little Draughts at the High Courts of Justice were robbed for a time of their victims De Never mind, | said Nipper ; 
m yx, they ‘ll be nice and susceptible to our attacks! 


eminent legal gents come back, fresh fr r themselves over the Yule-! 


> > , 








But suddenly Mrs. Justicia, the proprietress, became aware that there was a screw loose somewhere. ‘‘ Highty tighty!” said she, ‘‘nice goings on! How often amI to 
tell you that this temple is intended’ for the torture of the Public? It's like yeur impudence to think of giving colds and rheumatism to eminent cownsel and the like!” 


i? 
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; and she beckoned dreadful and determined hirelings. And when the legal ones returned to work, the unhappy 


And Mrs. Justicia stalked off with a nasty air of resolve 
little Dravehts had met with a tragic end: but we venture to bet that their poor little ghosts will haunt the jurors’ and witnesses’ corridors all the same. 
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THE BITTBR CRY. 
(See Cartoon.) 


BRIGHT are the signs when the Christian rejoices ; 
Swelling as the steeple-bells ring out a merry chime, 
Down the keen air floats the hum of happy voices; 
Round the wreaths the mistletoe and holly berries climb ; 
Open-handed glee, 
Festive jollity, 
Each and all remind the world ’t is Christmas-time. 


Kindliest greetings are far and wide abounding, 
Spoken on the mountain-top, and spoken in the glen, 
Spoken in towns where the roar of life is sounding, 
Spoken by the lonely plains, the sea-shore, and the fen ; 
Seeming to prolong 
Still that angel song 
With the burden, “ Peace on earth, goodwill to men.” 


Ah! but the while we upraise the joyful chorus, 
Holding forth the olive-branch—the off’ring of the dove, 
Do we behold not a Spectre rise before us, 
Mocking at our promises of brotherhood and love? 
Is no sadder tone, 
Shriek, or wail, or groan, 
Soaring upward, heavenward, our strains above? 


Hush! ye may hear an ye have a mind to listen: 
Hark! it is a mother’s cry, most pitiful of cries ; 
Look! with no tear-drops her sunken eyeballs glisten— 
Misery and want have dried the wellsprings of her eyes ; 
Starving is her brood, 
Yet she finds not food, 
But her heart is broken when the young one dies. 


Would ye hear more? Seek the by-street and the hovel, 
Teeming, reeking full of horrors almost at your door ; 
Learn in what squalor a human wretch can grovel, 
With the gutter for its garden, for its bed a floor: 
Go, and ye shall see 
What impurity 
Darkens age and childhood for the hapless poor. 


Oh, were we true to the spirit of the season, 
Christmas would not be to them the phantom that doth fly, 
More would our revellings tempered be by reason, 
Softer should we tread, and touch our laughter with a sigh ; 
So the careless ear 
Could not choose but hear, 


Echoed from unhomelike homes, the bitter cry. 
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NOT A NOVEL NARRATIVE. 


’T was Christmas ; the snowflakes had mantled the earth, 


Most folks were intently preparing for mirth, 
And the mistletoe-boughs and the prickly-leaved holly 
Had many a berry. 
At a certain abode where a party was held, 
The guests to uproarious glee were impelled, 
And all of them made up their minds to be jolly, 


7 


(;ay-hearted, and merry. 


. ” . } 
\ . 3 4 Stu t ! yas 9uthtul est 
_ - ~~ 
Vv I ot vo! 10 ablaze 1 3 S 
Ty ] } a ] 
A ! LOvVe "co t! it irti 1 V¢ I xk s 
Y ? 
Had capture: eatl 
Kk 4 1, ‘ ae ] : 
i i » { ¢ > 4k it Go > s 
\\ re | Pa oe —— oe ee ae 
‘yas needies laughing rand romping apart ; 
~ ‘ " — P - ol hat Sane o Tart a¢i11 ? 
So the merriment emed to that youth very stupid 
« s 


it pored nim completely. 


He’d not h:d a chance vet his love to declare, 
Still he fretted and fumed at her sonchalaré ai 


Though he now and then fancied her laughing eye wandered 
To where he was poring ; 
And, try as he would to appear unconcerned, 


In his heart the volcano unceasingly burned ; 


He could not understand why her smiles she thus squandered — 
Hlis passion ignoring. 


, 


And certain young men (how he hated them soz 
lared to kiss the young fay ’neath the mistletoe-bough ; 
Their shocking etirontery made him quite stagger— 
Such villany tilled them! 
Then, though inwardly fierce, he pretended to smile, 
Making efforts to join in the revels awhile ; 
ut he felt that with dynamite, pistol, or dagger 
He’d like to have killed them! 


* . > ¥ . 


Hut somehow, anon, these two wandered apart, 
And he found means to offer that maiden his heart 
A thing which to /ey wasn’t guz/e unexpected), 
His woe then grew lighter ; 
For she hinted that though she had romped and made fun, 
Her /ove she was willing to save but for oe 
Then she blushed, and he kissed her, and felt less dejected,— 
The world seemed much brighter. 
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TAKING A RISE OF GRAND DAD 

















Granta ONUIMNUING Pema on the vecent Solar Licnonicna),—“* VES, THE SUNSETS HAVE BREEN MARVELLOU 
Fack (70 from Ovford).—* AND THE SKY HAS BERN JUST THE SAME AT SUNRISE, Str.” 
Gran. Goon LAD! GLAD TO FIND YouCTRE UP SO FBFARLY VERY GOOD TANIA 
| ’ 
| stares: cninatonocceeettemnenemensinitienintnaieticinens — seialdeieahaseeieadinbiiinpannensieanmmmeniniititaiariceaiiniiitiniati 
| aa mene = 
OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT A SWIMMING MATCH. — evcited man on my right, whose elbow was planted in the pit of my 
4 tomach as though at had been the pat ofa theatre, and he had pat to 
I 1WA\ E seen races of all kinds in the course of my life, Sir. T have fclautinm oe ocine in ditt. am cede. 
| seen acritic run his eye over a book, and finish first too, though hi eye ‘Won't they?” LT retorted. Well, you'll see that they TH heer at 
have a slight start. | have cen specimens of those dark races to be up for efet/ “tur longs’ at you look long enough 
| witnessed annually ; it Pexector Tlall in the month of May. I have seen, “Perhaps you im tell. Sic.” waked « spectator ain Moke taehtutts 
| too, my friends not only succeed in running bills inthe most easy fashion, blowing dowa my neck. ** whethe: the water is warmed for the match ? ” 
be i Rare subscqnentt cen them outrun the constable without turning I turned round on him sharply ‘Tf you ask me, sur,’ Dexclamed, 1 
ana Nn the pr gs ; . 1 y that any binney, or any Seal cither, for that matter, w I 
= a also had considerable acquaintance of aquatic races. Not only be more at home in * water! 
ive I attended regatta f all kind i but I have seen mill races | \ h for th ; (the British m Sir, that o has ol ‘ 
pee the country, and very fast time was made in some of them, PT can thee: I - » teat, 
tell you. As to swimming races, Lam not agreat swimmer myself. My . enw ¥ muiet he ti , soy here” T shouted. “why 
head swims w lerfully well ch better th ny y, in fact; my ' nett 
eves Can Winn { y TIN tears, but | am Very habl { 1 | whole | , \ ry { Wy I felt my ti con 
Fespecially be lore dinner, Stall, Sir, | can appreciate good swimming: a “Whyot vee tal vs shee Badia {to the front.’ I re Lo salutia 
much as though I were aregular ** plunger’ myself, [** Willing ly tha gunecel cullen a | 
bald visit to tak Jananion: taal Monday evening, when T heard thet | ee, od their oars. = r 
was to be a mils race-—-not amill race, you wall erve between James race, + eects al et, AE anal at amy Extra Special . 
Finney and Willie Beckwith for 4 200, Phere was much di Las to the merits of their respective strok: 
The ead with great appropriateness, was playing the overture to Wiiitok: acon dante tm Mase: Satecibe tal teeks dlees wae tr: dhe» tut 
© Tancredi’’ tas I entered, from which I knew at once that they had meanwhile Willie 8 ith gota good prip of the water, as it wer 
| made ready the tank, and a minute later the two rivals -both “strip” eatetiet Missnen#* ats it more gently, as though it were a favourite 
lings to a considerable extent — had dived into the aqueous clement with | cat's back. in fact. As professional swimmer , thourh. each doubtlessly 
as much assurance as though they had been divers by ‘‘dive-ine right.” | sevarded his own a pood “* stroke of busine 
Some one shouted *f Off!” from which T gathered that the match was As to the mile, there seemed liter ly no end to it, and tired at Last of 
still “fon,” and away went the pair swimmingly from the very first, waiting for it to come, Ir ved to poand take the Mile End ‘bus instead, 
Finney with a Finney-kin kind of stroke, and Beckwith with a firm, ce Well, Sir, on arriving at the latter Mile End, I found, much to my 
cided Willie-nilly sort of action. | chagrin, that far from there being any chanee of the ‘Srace” beim 
Ah, they won't kee] up fur long,” exclaim lan ol tronalbly finished, the population was inerea tne fendte the Repistrar General’ 
' hat reports att ra yO7 an the Pooo per annum 
, sd vo] | 1} preval the part of our BatrasSpecial is mo 
We 1 the swinin match at all 
Dhose ; lr’. | , 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEK. 
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parties in the East 
They ‘d in Constanti 
\ liggish fire, at least; 
Phey ‘also burnt the Senat 


In tl] n of the year 
| A merrie, merric Christmas! 
O'Donnell was condemned ; 


And parties were petitioned, 


“ Men 


‘92 } »? 66 
ionialized, and ‘*me: 


To get them to reprieve him 
| ’T was aberration mere, 
Which, as we live, we may 

In this season of the y 


| Biten 
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KNICKNACKS. 


THE (Guards are most anxious to be 
ordered out to Egypt. In the canteens 
ae fflicted with Mahdi he 
ney seem alilicted with Mandi on the 
rain, but they are not going to a warmer 
te than our own at present. 


ON our way towards St. Martin’s Lane 
the other day, whither we were wandering 
ith tooth-extractive intent, we passed a 
mpany of Foot Guards marching dole- 
fully along Parliament Street. As we 


istened to their sneezing and coughing, 


> 
we observed to a friend, ‘It’s a mora 
ertainty that the (case Guards are mov- 


5 


ing.”? Perhaps sympathy for our toothache 





revented our companion crushing us on 
. + : 1 ’ , 
e spot, for ignoring cur wheeze, hemerel) 

: ] nereetes 66 Te srt Key wan cael 
replied vaguely, ‘f Except by servant girls, 
M4 1] ‘ ] ve ] : 
the long-suffering soldier 1s looked upon 


in this country, saving after a successful 
mtameiniies 4 > + ee 
ntinually for public in 


var, as a person who should be trotted out c 


‘ 
« 4 a Ad 4 
pection 1 nuisance This is not as it should be. When our army 
: 11 ’ ° P49 ay ee ee . W494 )]. 
een called upon to slaughter hostile fellow-creatures, it has usually 
ity; therefore, in times of peace it should e7 masse have mo 
A : ‘ } = nt 
ration show t t eason of the year lavish pre re 
I 
the ve an overplus) of g ivilian hos] : 
y r I ck have been strar IV he¢ T¢ l. Th 
, e 1 
+} stoae 9 + » 68 
| 1wa etting verbo we return l ntly, "50 ! 
] } . 
’ n fort e ire ently vae-legged ior ille Gur 
’ ry } - Tes 
,Ci al TIT)iil lL « i ly. 


re. . — 7, ee 
to the dentist, as we strolled into 


> oe it oo 
acnarming cay, Wwe sald 

lied «© €& nic ynewraloic ¢ enn 
replieq 5 nice neuraigic season- 


his divan. ‘* Beautiful weather,” he 

able weather. If I hadn’t got such a confounded toothache myself, how 
I should enjoy it! But I can’t sleep at nights, and I have to be up so 
, that I feel positively done up, and often too scared to di 
y a patient.” 
we took him specially to bolster up our filtering pluck. In 
manner the medico offered to remove the dentist’s offending 
ned to undergo such 








The friend who accompanied us happened to | 


> “A - . } ] 
molar before ours was operated on, b 
a painful operation in questionable language. So did we, and retired 
In a chirpy manner, our malady cured for the time by sudden astonish 
mf 
‘eNIGHTCAPS and dreaming. Are nightcayps advantageous or not? 


1g ; 
are questions that have been 
Our suspicion is that too 


» they induce dreams or not? These 
amply argued upon lately in a contemporary. 
many nightcaps fake before going to bed induce troubled slumber, but 
lerate quantity of nightcaps consumed may often open a safety-valve 
is. Yet we speak not with the voice of experience ; p 
we shall be able to give a 

over, 


more positive opinion when this Christmas is 





BEAUTIFUL variegated foreign colours and blazing buckshot words 
‘ } | y 1} ” try n191 ny 17 Tha Stan } a7 = ] 
vere it th rnell Testimonial Banquct. The Sexton having fai 
1] ‘ _— ; 1 he ae ee ) } °c les alt at i 
well at dinner, tolled his badly-toned bell discord: afterwards, 
resent were ed, especially Mr. P., who 1 ed the testimonial 


». OOO (two or 


tr ry a oe | 


Or, In whom he 


, , . 
9779) 299 7 
> IS ff'27 fi ad 


Mr. PARNELL, as he fumed on, stated that §*Mr. Harrington, of the 
Kerry Sentinel, j prison ded and eating prison fare.” If this 
is true, Mr. H. is making a short cut towards chronic dyspepsia. 

fare uld be consumed, with due regard to health, owt of bed. 
erhaps the king meant that the incarcerated gentleman is not telli 


lling 
1in bed, though; but there, we don’t know. 


so /no 
Vicddle 


shi 
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erhaps | 


Even | 
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Girls and Oysters. 


7 : ° 2 aoe } ee Oe bee Ae abo 
Manufactories of artificial oysters have been established in the Gu 








A composition imitating the flesh has long been known. The soldering 
of the shells was the difficulty : this has been surmounted. The solderer 


cs } _— ) 
are all young girls. 


O vesTAL mothers of false pearls! 

A heavy heart, an aching head 
Chose e’er for rest from this world’s whirls, 
From chink of pence and chat of chu 


An oyster-bed. 


re 





me 
Vw 


ut rare such rest, and costly too, 
Rest only idlers could afford ; 
And now for a poor poet’s sou, 
You give repose and pleasure, you 
" 7 , 
Give bed and board. 
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Aurora’s fingers may look well 
Described by classic (helio)trope ; 
But what poetic tricks can tell 
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Their firmer charms, that shut the shell 


It’s heaven to ope ? 





Fate send the bard a mate like these; 
He does not care a rap for race, 
Unostendatious soul! he sees 

In Anglo-Dutch and Portuguese 

A Native grace. 


And smooth will be the sea of life 

When on the shore one’s bivalve 
Turned out by bushels by one’s wife ; 
For bliss, he ll only want a knife 


And vinegar! 








“How the Poor Live.” 
CHRISTMAS being of all seasons the one when the | 
of the benevolent are most sensibly stirred to charitable con- 
sideration of the wants of the many woeful waifs, starving 
strays, and perishing poor by whom they are surrounded, it 


SOMS 
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is of all others the time when it cannot be amiss to direct l rare _ s =f a. CAF | 
the ] sine 


attention to an organization for feeding the hungry with free - 
A “RACEY” NOTION. 


' 

fas , ° é ° 

| dinners every Wednesday during the winter. Such is the 
| 





London Cottage Mission. Subscriptions, big ey little, will be Dealer (to Sporting Customer).—“ WHAT YER SAY?) Too Beery! AIN’1 
thankfully received and faithfully apphed by Mr. Austin, 44 NO PRIZES FOR FAT ’ORSES! GA’ON WITH YER! CAN'T YER RUN HIM 


Finsbury Pavement. FOR A CORPORATION PLATE?’ 
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The Patriot’s Prize. A Few Christmas Truths. 
a poe band THE hoar-frost bedecks with its gems every tree; 
pm: rom Erin's land, Hark ! the bells ! how their chimes sweetly oat o’er the lea! 
Though oftentimes qn0 the vineos are onarrelline over thetr fc 
ga! (And the ringers are quarrelling over thetr fee) 
Uproarious, Heigho! 
Would show dismay 4 oe bi : 
If offered * pay "— The bright sparkles fly from the cheery Vule-log ; 
Sime ta Phend is The girls ’neath the mistletoe-bough stand agog 


, 








. glorious ! (The urchin who picked tt was caught by the dog) 
Hleigho 
I h ran to make J k Trost in tl r, and t} cold 1 cute : 
I Saxon quake On the lake skaters glide, or I swift arrows shoot 
| \ they ’d { ( Jommy med, ‘ isn uit) 
have di » him ; Hleigho! 
‘ in ed fark ! the reble i lee at the fun 
: PSOOR 1e (of the nch yr r that mwi/ weigh ato 
| | — 4 
Ife took. with a The fast ing embers are glowing dull red, 
x, As awe-toned, one tells of the night-walking dea 
That thirty-odd (Anat ti a ying, and davewt go to let) 
thou,” Heigho ! 
4 , gestae ie Les eaves 
An His, mage « he with- Ah! the feelings which cling around Christmas are such, 
\ hela a 7 We all are ennobled, enriched, by their touch 
a {And we ve most of us calen and drunscen loo mucnr ) 
stabs Heigho! 





pole Not a Screw Loose! 
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\ PREDICT! ‘eomargarine (the 1 nds quite theatrical) A DAILY paper says, ‘‘ Report hath it that Mr. Chamberlain retired 
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A STORY ABOUT AN UMBRELLA, A BALLOON, AND A PLUM PUDDING. 
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Hardy Annuals. 


YEs, they are hardy, the proud growths of papers 

That once a year blossom in booksellers’ shops, 

Yes, Tenniel’s Sweet-Will, and Sullivan’s capers, 

And Crane’s little pickles, Du Maurier’s ‘* hops ;” 

Yes, and we’ll hope that Kate’s Kate Evergreenaway, 

And Caldecot ’s long to be called from each cot ; 

Ah! but would Time’s savage scythe and broom clean away 
Annuals thriving like ¢hzs lively lot ? 


Anaual noise—poured in ears shrivelled, shrinking, 
To celebrate peace and goodwill till we sink ; 
Arias of ’Arries with belles who ’ve been drinking, 
Sonatas of Waits who are waiting to drink. | 
Noise of the boys home from school, bawling, brawling, | 

| 





Now shrill as a whistle, now rough as a roar— 
Oh! say, who’ve adopted the fatherly calling, 
The annual olive-branch isn’t a bore! i” 


Annual gush—gush from pulpit to gutter, / 

Longings to drink your good health in the street ; JHE 
Newspaper leaders like new melted butter, HI 

Sermons like treacle, long-drawn-out and sweet. Th 
Compliments offered for silver or coppers, | 

Slobbering worship of uncles and aunts, 

General orgie of stories—and whoppers !— 
| 

1 





Are not these annuals too much like plants? 


Annual bills: bills unowed but presented 
By turncock, and shoeblack, and dustman, and sweep, I 
And taxman, and Bobby, and all who’ve prevented 
My freedom nocturnal, matutinal sleep; | 
Poured in from modiste, from School Board, and baker, = 
Demanded as ‘‘ boxes,” extorted as fees: | 
Oh, say, my most hardened and tough merrymaker, 

Are bilboes not wanted by bills such as these ? 


Annual jokes: jokes enfeebled and hoary, 
Refused by Joe Miller, ungrindable dust— 
The petrified pun and the mummyftied story, 

The epigram sprung from the Pleiocene crust; 
But this is the season for things that are crusty, — 
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The crust of mince pies and old port don’t appal, 
And if cynics sometimes must speak truly, now, must I ? 
This annual form is the oldest of all. 








CHRISTMAS comes but once a year ; 
And when it comes—most things are devr. 


A “BUMPER.” 


“WHAT’s PHRENOLOGY, MA?” 

. *“BUMPS ON THE HEAD, MY DEAR.” 

A Couplet Modernized. “Was PA PHRENOLOGICAL WHEN HE CAME 
MORNING, AND YOU WERE PUTTING VINEGAR AND 
Wis HEAD, MA?” 


HOME THE OTHER 
SROWN PAVPER ON 








Inversion, 


WE read that ‘* William Monk, a farmer, has been fined £23 
for sending diseased sheep to Rochester Cattle Market. He had pre- 
viously sutiered a month’s imprisonment for sending diseased meat to 
London.” This is very reassuring---to diseased meat criminals. It 
would appear, as far as one can gather from the paragraph, that the said 
criminals have only to repeat the offence a sufficient number of times to 
arrive at complete and perfect impunity. Tere is a paragraphic sketch 
from the ideal career of an eminent diseased-meater : 

POLICE INTELLIGENCE.—Attiter Gayne, a farmer of Little Taintidd, 
has been summoned for sending slightly diseased meat to market to be 
sold as human food. As it was his first offence, and there seemed to be 
some doubts as to his knowledge of the extent of badness of the meat, 
the magistrates sent the case for trial. 

Later.—The farmer, Attiter Gayne, has been sentenced to be executed. 

Later.—The sentence has been commuted to penal servitude for life, 
on a representation being made to the Home Secretary that the prisoner 
has been suspected of previous offences. 

Later.—\t having been discovered that the Convict Attiter Gayne 
has been in the habit of sending diseased meat to market regularly, he | 
has been enlarged on ticket-of-leave. 

Later.—Little Taintidd. Attiter Gayne having once more been con- 
victed of sending putrid meat to market, this time in large quantities, he 
has (in consequence of the aggravated nature of the offence) been fined 
ten shillings and costs. 

Later.—An entire neighbourhood having been poisoned by the putrid 
meat supplied by Attiter Gayne, the question of a national testimonial 
of a substantial kind, in recognition of his perseverance and energy, is 
under consideration, 





THE GOLDEN NUMBER FOR THE YEAR (WITH ME).—WN 





Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 
HIS FILOSOFY: SLIPS. 

A FAVURET axium of mine iz, *f Let everiboddy doo az thay like, and 
get loked up for it arfterwurds.” 

While we suthe our own feelings we shood be kairful we do not out- 
rage those of utthers. 

The drum we beet ourselves duzznt sownd so loud as the drum our 
nabur beets. 

Thare iz nuthing saive silense that will muzzle a wooman effcktully 

Mi idear of teetotalizm iz that it ma be a very good thing In its wal, 
but it duzznt sute mi purpus to adere to it. 

We ken reed the forlts ov uthers befor we ken spel owr own. 

‘*(Giv the devvil his dew” iz a verry good provverl; it, houver, 12 az 
well to extend the advise to awl besides with hoom yew mai be brort 
intew contakt. 

I ken esteam thurrerness in even a blaggard or a villen, I ken |} 
on to a thurru-pased kowerd, a sneak, ora hipercrit, but I karnt stand a 
man who iz not prepaired to axcept an apology, shake hans, and be 


old 


frens agane. 
Thare iz the wurd man” in the dixshunary, and the wurd ‘‘jentle- 


man,” and thare iz probably no too wurds so musunderstood as theas. 
The ‘“‘man” haz a hart, and the ‘‘jentleman” has a pocket: cawl me 
a **man,” and keap the term ‘‘jentleman” for he whoo flatterz yew, 


the relashun on hooz bownty yew air living, or he hooz bred yew eet! 





A Christmas Day Thought. 


ALL curtseys and bows, in a manner, display 
A well-bred demeanour, as all must allow, 

But we fancy the favourite bow for the day 

Is the white-Lerried one, called the mist 
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tails 
these 
that the careful tho- 
roughness of staging 


hand 
burlesque 
writer is upon 


rather 
broad 


so manife 


to the 


Mr. 


Already the 
reverent 
of 


} 
the 


the piece, 
however. A 
travestie, to be 
called /azw 
Claudian, or 
the Roman 
Awry, from 
the pen of Mr. 
Fr. C. Bur- 
nand, is in 
rehe 

To, 


Barrett’s 
formance of Claudian 
appears to be the re- 
sult of close and care- 
ful study: it abounds 
in details and touches 
almost unnoticed, because of their very harmony and consistency ; it 1s 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HOSE “inexorable laws of space” 


the mi- 


in 
efttects 


st, and 


the whole company, 
down 
super of the supers, 
seemembued with the 
poetical spirit of the 
piece. 


veriest 


per- 








THe Prixcess's.—A Bit oF Vincent 
CuHarr. (OBSERVE THE ARCH.*OLO- 
GICAL INITIAL LETTER.) 





THE Prince 


and her child should not be robbed of its 
But it is in 
nute attention to de- 
than 





>> 


(TRAY)-ARCH, 


‘TRA- TRAYS. 


—Mr. 


which every now and then turn 
up to my disadvantage, not to say 
discomfiture, prevented my writ- 
ing last week all I wished of the 
Princess’s piece, Claudian. In 
the meantime, the subject has 
been so effectually threshed on all 
hands that little remains for me 
to dwell upon. The extreme 
beauty and animation of the first 
scene of the Prologue has attracted 
the quick attention and prompt 
reward to which its singularly high 
merits entitle it, and the thought- 
ful and appreciative manner of the 
production of the piece generally 
is universally acknowledged. With 
the Princess’s management the 
manipulation of crowds is familiar 
ground, but the realistic and 
stirring rescue of the slave-wife 
meed of praise for that reason. 


is XI. aS A TEa- 
ARD WITH THEIR 


Irvinc'’s Lor 
AND HIS PRIVATE Gt 


so right that they should be there, that no 


man. 


scene, 


one stops to inquire how they got there. 
The cold cruelty and self-indulgence of the 
haughty Pagan are no less admirably indi- 
cated than the settled sadness, mental agony, 
and vain struggle for freedom of the altered 
Nothing more clearly shows Mr. Bar- 
rett’s grasp of the character than the way in 
which he indicates that the change in the man 
is one of mind, and not of manner; and the 
truthful pathos and beauty of his method al- 
most reconcile one to the too lengthy death 
Mr. Willard’s impersonation of the 
Holy Clement emphatically confirms the best 
opinions of his sterling qualities as an actor ; 
the curse could scarcely be given with more 
truthful emphasis, and the impression is dis- 
tinct and lasting. 
characters on the whole reaches a high level of 
excellence, but calls 


The rendering of the other 


for no special comment. 











Mr. Toole and Miss Marie Linden in the principal parts. This is legiti- 
mate erough, and we may expect some excellent fooling. It was only 
the other night that Mr. Toole ‘‘came 
home” again to his ‘little house in 
King William Street.” He brought 
Namesakes with him, and Artful 
Cards, and Stage Dora, and all the 
rest of them, and hearty was the wel- 
come they all received. Mr. Toole made 
a speech, every one said ‘‘ hooray!” 
and now the world may settle down to 
its ordinary quiet until it is roused up 
again by the production of Mr, Bur 
nand’s burlesque, and after that Mr. ! 
Law’s comedy. 









I believe there is a sort of tradition 
round about that pantomimes are in- 
tended for the special delectation of 
children. The determined incursion 
of the music hall element into the pan- 
tomimic domain of late years would seem to emphatically corroborate 
this view, for the entertainments peculiar to music halls are, we all 
know, just the thing that children most thoroughly enjoy and most 
ardently desire. Bitterly satirical jocularity apart, though, the Crystal 
Palace pantomime (which, from the hour of its performance, may be 
regarded as specially the children’s pantomime) seems to promise a rare 
treat for the little folks; Mr. Horace Lennard, to whom Mr. Harris 
has gone for ‘‘the words,” may almost be regarded as ‘‘the children’s 
laureate,” so thoroughly does he ap- 
preciate and so tenderly does he write 
about their ways and beauties (as a dip 
into ‘* Chirrups,” his latest volume of 
verse, will testify), so that the story is 
safe to be reverently treated and easily 
recognizable as an old friend by the 
bright-eyed auditors. Mr. Harris’s 
name is sufficient guarantee for the rest. 
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THe LyceEUmM.—VAGUE REMINI- 
SCENCES, 


Some recent changes in the pro- 
grammes of several houses have oc- 
curred, but too late for detailed notice 
at my hands this week. Among these 
may be noted 4 Scrap of Paper at the 
St. James’s, where they have had 
enough of young folks’ ways, and so 
fall back upon an old hand; and 7%e 
Three Hats at the Koyalty, where Miss 
Santley found her theatre unprosperous 
with G7//ette, so she-let it (!). These 
changes were both made on Thursday last. On Saturday Lotta and 
Co. opened at the Opera Comique, when J/usetfe was set before the 
audience, and, I trust, managed to a-Muse-ette ; and on Monday Zhe 
Crimes of £aits were committed at (and to) the Olympic. 





\ 


‘Tuk Goop Fairy CHRISTMAS SEND- 
ING THE ORDINARY PLAYS DOWN 
THE TRAP, AND CALLING UP THE 
PANTOMIMES, 


But other changes are in progress or imminent. The Good Fairy 
Christmas has come beaming upon the scene, and with a wave of her 
magic wand has sent plays by the score down the trap of temporary 
oblivion, calling up in their place the merry and glittering figure of 
Pantomime. There is no lack, 
certainly, this year. Her Ma- 
jesty’s heads the list with Z77t/e 
Red Riding Hood, in which the 
great Vokes Family put in a 
welcome reappearance; ‘* Old 
Drury” gives us Cinderella, with 
which Mr. Harris promises us 
great things—a ‘‘real”’ fox-hunt 
among them; the Grand will 
produce Jack and the Beanstalk ; 
the Surrey, Jack and Jill; the 
Standard, /’zss zm Boots; the 
Britannia, which is of an inven- 
tive turn, and not wont to rely 
upon the literature of the nursery, 
presents a spectacular piece bear- 
ing the title of Queen Dod; or, 
Harleguin Babtlo and the Three 
Wonders ; the Elephantand Castle 
turns to the legend of IVA7zttimeton 
and his Cat; and the new Sadler’s Wells will exhibit——there, if I 
haven't forgot what, but it’s a pantomime, any way. 

I wish you all ** A Merry Christmas.” 





Tue Rovarty.—“ Tue Turer Hars.’' 
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CHRISTMAS ECHOES. 
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A CHRISTMAS ‘‘CRACKER.” 





CHRISTMAS 





“WEIGHTS.” A CHRISTMAS “ BOX.” 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR OF FuN., 

S1R,—It will scarcely have escaped your lynx-eyed observation that I 
have not written to you Jately. The cause is not far to seek. It is not 
that I have had nothing to write about; sucha state of things would have 
deterrent effect upon the lucubrations of the practised journalist. No. 
My reason is clear (so’s my intellect, by the way). I made a pot of 
money over my successful tip for the Great Metropolitan (Hooray! Who 
gave you Sugar Plum, bar none?), and I’ve been busy spending it. Now 
it’s spent, here I am again, witha 


TIP FOR THE ARLEY HUNTERS’ STEEPLECHASE PLATE 
AY Four Oaks PARK. 
The chances of Lord Mostyn in this contest some may think 
Of the kind that folks describe as Mostyn-viting ; 
But pause for half a moment, even while you ’re on the brink, 
And consider if Most-tin you will be sighting. 


You may turn the eye of favour to his brother-weight Wild Boy ; 
But to notice Mountain Maid were rather silly ; 

But Stella you might back, and the result of it be joy, 
And I think there ’s something dark in Mars’s filly. 


Now, if you’re not successful, that’s no sort of fault of mine ; 
The Prophet’s efforts merit no attainder; 

The preceding are opinions I undoubtedly opine, 
And here’s what I opine of the remainder :— 


Reversible may serve your turn—suppose she doesn’t bolt— 
But Sitting Bull will sell you willy nilly ; 

Then I’d have you keep your eye upon the Consternation Colt, 
And I think there’s something dark in Mars’s filly. 





And now, Sir, something interesting has occurred to me. Ido not 
| mean that any special event has startled the easy flow of my life—if you 
can startle a flow—I mean an idea has just struck me. To-day (Wednesday) 
is Boxing Day, and it seems to me that it would be a pleasing tibute— 
pleasing to all parties—to honour, honesty, and brilliance, if all the 
subscribers of this influential journal were to club together and give the 
old man something handsome by way of a Christmas box—coin of the 
realm or negotiable securities for preference. This would be one of those 
graveful acts so honourable to all parties, so useful in bringing journalist 
and reader together, arousing the best feelings of our common nature 
(not that the old man is ‘‘common” even in his nature), and consolidating 
a circulation which we all, in the interests of good fellowship, should 
do our best to promote. Trusting the suggestion (which I make purely 
in the interests of the public) will receive the prompt attention it merits, 
I am yours, Xc., TROPHONIUS, 











Sarah Barnum. 
MARIE COLOMBIER’S book on her ex-friend and comrade, Sarah 
Bernhardt, is the scandal and amusement of Paris. It is a series of 
biographical revelations. 





You miss in your title, Miss Mary, 
The truest description of Sairey 
In flinging your fun ; 
Most un-Colombe-like of all Maries, 
Although she be Barnwm, Ja c/iere 1s 
Zhe Sarah, Bar-none. 








MONEY MUDDLED. 
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HERE is MONEY—he’s tight, as they say in the City 
(Which seems, to our thinking, a purse-onal phrase), 
He is revelling gaily, and chanting a ditty, 
’T is neither refined, neatly rendered, nor witty, 
But Money may act in peculiar ways! 


Money often is tight; but, alas! O my brothers! 
He’s sometimes a troublesome card when he’s loose, 
For frequently then he intoxicates others, 
Their feelings and sympathies thereby he smothers ; 
Still, even Old Money at times is of use. 








THERE are more coming events. On the 5th of January Mr. W. S. 
Gilbert and Sir Arthur Sullivan’s Princess makes its appearance at the 
Savoy ; onthe 15th the former gentleman’s 7ragedy and Comedy, written 
for Miss Anderson (and retaining the title it bore as a tale by the way), 
will be produced at the Lyceum ; on the same evening (possibly) We// 
Gwynne, with Miss Florence St. John in the principal part, will appear 
at the Avenue; and Salvini is spoken of as about to appear for a short 
time, opening on March the tst, at Covent Garden, where, however, 


we are promised English opera first. 
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BURSTS OF CHARITY. 


‘Come round with me,” said Charity, ‘‘and see what a sway I have at this time of year. 
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went, and his heart warmed at the sight. 
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ALFRED THE GREAT. 


DRESSING HIM UP: THE PREMIER, THE POET, AND THE PEERAGE. 


























ALFRED THH GREAT. 
(See Cartoon.) 


AND did I tell thee ’t was at Drury Lane 

Nay, nay, it was not there; and yet methinks 

It might have been, for truly it possess’d 

A pantomimic flavour, and the time 

Was Christmas, or a day or two before. 

A poet he—not one of common mould, 

Who writes and writes whole cataracts of verse, 
That see the light of day for one brief hour, 
And then are left to darkness on the shelf ; 

But one whose winged words sped wide and far, 
And ever knew the sunshine of renown, 

And found their way into the hearts of men: 
Thus grew he famous, and throughout the land 
A household name was Alfred Tennyson. 

Then came temptation: then, alas! he fell— 
The glamour of the baron overthrew 

The honour'd title of the plain esquire; 

And when the patron held the coronet 

Above his brow, he took the proffer’d bait 

That brought him nigh unto extinguishment. 

So have we scen the simple pantaloon 

Yield to the urgings of a cunning clown, 

And, deeming his new garments lend him grace, 
Insensibly appear ridiculous. 
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KNICKNACKS. 


VARIOUS eccentrics, who have made from time to time impotent efforts 
to save the lives of Irish murderers sentenced to death, must surely soon 
become convinced that their unwise attempts (supplemented with threats) 
to turn aside the direct 
course of Lritish justice, 
are about as vain anid 
useless as the endeavours 
of an infuriated old lady, 
to prevent her son’s sen- 
tence of six months hard 
labour being carried out, 
by wrathfully shaking a 
dingy green cotton um- 
brella in a magistrate’s 
face, and using nasty 
abusive language. 

SOME of the Irish agi- 
tators make a tolerable 
profit out of hatching 
treason. Let them go on 
as they are doing. Ina 
few years they will have killed the goose who lays the golden eggs. 








Wak fever is a zymotic disease. Any people attacked by it should 
be isolated, to prevent infection spreading. ‘‘ The attitude of denevolent 
neutrality,” which Germany has maintained towards France since the 
brave Gauls have been afflicted with a Chinese carnage complaint, is 
wise. Most of the Powers have been generous (to themselves) in leaving 
our lively neighbours to suffer their heat-flushings, deserted. : 





WE predict that before long cold shiverings will set in with the Gallic 
sufferers 





IT is about timethe objectionable operation of docking the tails of horses 
should be stopped. 
vets, who sever through the bone roughly, is a more painful operation, 
we surmise, than even being »perated on by BL. Binns, Esq. Tail: 
docking is not allowed in the army now, the last being the ca?’s. 


To give a medal for gallantry is an economical way of rewarding men. 
We trust that Robert Nelson and William Corson, the Liverpool police- 
men, who have received decorations ‘‘ for courageously pursuing and de- 
stroying a mad dog,” had previously been presented with a modicum of 
filthy lucre. Nelson certainly did his duty on this occasion, as England 
expects every Bobby to do, while Coursing—we mean Corson—chased 
the rabid animal with the rapidity of a greyhound. There are men who 
would not hesitate to lead a *‘ forlorn hope” who might shiver a bit at 


facing a mad dog. 





Cooks and cookery is a subject we are glad to see being ventilated. 
We have always believed in that celebrated old adage which connects a 
certain vindictive party with the advent of cooks. Surely the mistress 
of a house should know as much about spoiling the broth as her servants. 


IF you are acrystallized debtor, the sooner you get yourself located in 
Holloway Prison the better, for we hear that a most excellent chef is 
attached to the establishment, his stone-jugged hare is incomparable, the 
collared heads he manipulates unique, and the gooseberry fool and hot 
pickles he serves up are simply entrancing. 


AT Newgate, too, the meals are sometimes eatable—at least, we are 
told so—while the Jack Ketchup sauce supplied to ultra-distinguished 


guests detained there, often causes them to appear quite spellbound. 





SpRATS caught off Deal have been lately sold on the beach at the rate 
The West-end milliners are consequently 
to catch 
t, and 


of fourpence per thousand. 
alarmed, as the number of sprats now likely to be thrown out 
whales will certainly cause a depression in the whalebone marke 
so lower the price of ladies’ corsets considerably. 





Unt last week we had an idea that quack doctors and pawnbrokers 
derived ponderous profits from their occupations ; but, after reading the 
sworn statement of Mr. Bunn, junior, the son of a cotiee-house keeper, 
we conclude that selling bread is a more remunerative trade. This 
gentleman remarked that ‘‘a loaf costing fivepence halfpenny cut into 
two shillings’ worth of halfpenny slices will yield a profit of one shilling 
and sixpence.”” Do Bunn’s customers, on receiving slices, ever return 
them, saying ‘* Go ¢o Bath, Bunn,” or is his money-making business con- 
ducted on the principle of ‘* A ha’penny slice 0’ the staff of /ife, guv’nor, 
and please ter st7ck it up”? 








Eight inches of a horse’s tail, lopped off by amateur 








WARBLES OF THE WEEE. 
SET TO THE AIRS OUR FATHERS GAVE THEMSELVES, 
No. 22.—A SoNG WHICH GOES—AS A FIn:su. 
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save the Oueen, 


IIIS is the time of 
year 
When at our 
doors appear, 
With frequent 
knocks, 
Parties who, 
grinning, 
stand 
With a sugges- 
tive hand, 
And cheerfully 
demand 
A Christmas 
box, 
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On this we need 
not dwell, 
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ets > [ ]} And news, as we 





may say, 
Is our undoubted lay ; 
So let us peg away, 

Historic Muse. 


Over at Hackney, lo! 
There was a bull-dog show, 
Which ought to pay. 
West in for Ipswich is 
(What actors call ‘f good biz.””)— 
Let’s have a glass of fizz, 
And shout ** Hooray!” 


Some parties draw their swords 
Over the late awards 
(The ‘‘ Fisheries ”’) ; 
’Twixt us and merry Spain 
Treaty appears again, 
At which we can’t complain— 
At least, with ease. 


Parnell has made a speech— 
Glance at it, all and each, 

And think—‘* Home Rule!” 
That club has got a gem, 
Some one has given them, 
A statue—the G. O. M.— 

A gift for Yule. 


Oxtord exam’nership 
Thornton has failed to grip— 
Strange case, you see? 
Last week the folks were gay 
With the Westamzster play ; 
It’s a success, they say, 
So mote it be. 


The King of Annan’s said 
To have been poisoned 
by Man-dar-ins ; 
"Spite of the silly wile, 
Judy’s come through her (rive ; 
She can afford to smile, 
And so she grins! 


What lively tales they tell, 
Vestry of Clerkenwell, 

Of thy bright deeds! 
Somebody says he’s found 
Hicks Pasha safe and sound ; 
But such strange tales abound 

One little heeds, 
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about “ Restriction in the steel trade? 
seven years penal,” replied our ownest 


WHAT ’S all this mean 
‘¢ Restriction in the stcal trade 


solicitor. 








they be returned unless 
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“Last Nights.” 


! 
| **Last nights of Mr. Time’s great play, 
Entitled Zighteen-Eighty-Thrie:” 
Some managers have found it pay, 
It has to them brought J s. d. ; 
It’s had the usual twelve months’ run, 
And many plaudits has it gained ; 
So now that drama’s nearly done, 
To feel regret we are constrained. 


Some strong effects were in this play, 
Sensations of a startling class 
(Too much sensation, many say), 
Some scenes were tragical, alas! 
Some situations made us weep, 
And earnest sorrow filled the heart : 
The pathos was at times too deep 
In this great drama’s serious part. 


But, on the other hand, it had 


EE Its situations bright and gay— 


Droll points of humour, making glad 
Those privileged to see this play; 
And Hope appeared in certain parts, 
Then men with peace and joy were filled, 
And Faith and Happiness soothed hearts 
That erewhile had been pained and thrilled. 





Love-interest that play possessed— 
In fact, Love played a leading 7d, 
And permeated many a breast 
To purify and to console; 
Of course Old Self (the ‘‘ heavy ” man) 
Had, as of yore, no end of ‘* fat,” 
But on the whole Truth spoilt his plan— 
There ’s cause for gratitude in that. 


In short, this play (which, by-the-bye, 
No audience again will meet) 

Was of a kind to satisfy 
All those who had a tidy seat; 

The author, Mr. Time, I hear 


= (Who’s often been engaged of yore), 


Will write the drama for next year, 
And call it Bzghtcen-Lighty- Four, 














A WAITY QUESTION. 

Trate Individual (from Window).—‘* WHY SHOULD LONDON WAIT IN 
THIS FASHION, ANP THUS WITH YOUR DISCORDANT SOUNDS MAKE IT 
‘HORRIBLE LONDON’? BE OFF WITH you !” 

[Zhe Waits do not wait to ble “watted” on by another Indignant One. 
Please notice Shadow on the Blind. 





A Miltonian Motto. 
(SLIGHTLY ALTERED FOR THE SEASON.) 


WHEN waked from slumber by the midnight sound 
That on thy ear from street musicians grates, 
Much comfort in this motto may be found— 


** They much deserve who only ‘stand’ the ‘ 


Waits.’ ’ 











Notice to Correspondents, | 

DURING the present state of affairs in the Transvaal, we wish it to be 
distinctly understood that it will be a useless waste of time—as far as 
publication is concerned—to send us any notes relating to the people or 
country which shall state that the Boers are a-/ore-igines ; that it is the 
Sow-West State of our colonies in Sow Africa; that if claret is drawn in 
any extent, no Boer-age should be used in concocting a ‘‘cup”; that 
lager beer is always brewed in laagers ; that if we fight them the result 
will only be that they are Boer-ded at our expense; that a Boer’s head 
is a standing dish on the tables of our generals (local rank) ; and, finally, 
that any correspondent attempting to make jokes of a character similar 
to the specimens given, shall be himself set down as a Boer. 





Nor always too attentive to their ‘‘ Scales.” —Waits, 


THINGS often go by contraries. 
theatrical managers. They are always more successful at Christmas- 
time ; and yet it is proverbially a season of ** frosts.” 


Jules Ferry Latest. 


Tey urged swapping horses, when crossing the stream, 
Was unwise, as Lincoln said, very: 
But swapping the coachmen was Clémenceau’s scheme, 
Who thought it would bea relief to the team 
If one could get over the Ferry. 





Take, for example, the case of 













| Morro FOR THE SMOKER.—* There is no smoke without fire.”’ 








“The CLEAN Black Lead.” | 


—VIDE PRESS 


JAMES’ 60L0 MEDAL 


Successive awards 
for Excellence of 
Quality and 
Cleanliness in use. 


BLACK LEAD 


to use” 








BEWARE of Worthless Imitations 


it is always safe 


B Reckittsii 


lue: 





G ab 

| CAUTION. —If 

Cocoa thickens in the 

| cup, it proves the ad- 
dition of Starch. 


PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 



















































TITLE FUN. /i86r 








AUTHOR 





J>f\ 722}. se es des al 
LIBRARY___ 2. 4.7.59 Dee- Uuivet 





LIBRARY REFERENCE 





APPROXIMATE REDUCTIO! 


ORDER NUMBER 


U 


' UNIVE 
M ANN AR 










































IVERSITY MICROFILMS 
1 ARBOR MICHIGAN 





